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Prologue 


Ayanokoji's POV 

My peaceful ride to my first ever school was promptly interrupted 
by the voice of a woman speaking up amidst the otherwise silent 
bus. 

"Excuse me, but shouldn't you offer up your seat?" the voice 
asked. 

I slowly opened my eyes and lazily turned by gaze toward the 
source of the voice. It was a frustrated office lady, and she seemed 
to be addressing a young, well-built blond man who was wearing 
our red school uniform. There was also an unsteady elderly lady 
who was standing just in front of me - she was wobbling so much 
that I thought she was going to fall. It seems like the salary woman 
was trying to get a seat for the elderly lady. 

"Hey, you there. Can't you see that this elderly woman is having 
trouble?" she scolded. 

"That's a really crazy question, lady," the boy said. 

He had a relatively imposing aura and gave off an air of 
arrogance. A grin crept its way onto his face as he crossed his legs 
and looked up towards the salary worker. 

"Why should I offer up my seat? There's no reason for me to do 
so." he continued in a condescending manner. 

"You're sitting in a priority seat. It's natural to offer up those seats 
to the elderly." 

"I don't understand. Priority seats are just that: priority seats. I 
have nolegal obligation to move. Since I'm currently occupying this 
seat, I should be the one who determines whether or not I move. 
Am I supposed to give up my seat just because I'm young? Ha! That 
reasoning is nonsense." 

He didn't speak with like a normal high-schooler. He had now 
captured the attention of nearly everyone on the bus. 

"I'm a healthy young person who certainly wouldn't find standing 
inconvenient. However, I'd obviously expend more energy by 
standing than I would by sitting. I have no intention of doing such a 
pointless thing. Or are you suggesting I should act a bit livelier, I 
wonder?" 

"Wh-what kind of attitude is that to take with your superiors?" 
the woman shot back, however it seemed to have no effect on the 


man, 

"Superiors? Well, it's obvious that both you and the old woman 
there been alive longer than I have. There can be no doubt about 
that. However, the word 'superior' implies that you're referring to 
someone of a higher position.In addition, we have another problem. 
Even though our ages are different,wouldn't you agree that you 
have an impertinent attitude and are being extremely rude?" the 
boy replied with a smirk. 

"Wha— You're a high schooler, aren't you?! You should be quiet 
and listen to what adults tell you!" 

"It's f-fine, whatever..." the elderly woman interjected in a muffled 
voice. 

"Apparently, this elderly woman is more perceptive than you, 
which is nice. Also, I haven't given up on Japanese society yet. 
Please enjoy your remaining years." the boy said with a vigorous 
smile and, with that, slid his earphones in and began listening to his 
music. 


The office lady clenched her teeth in frustration. She attempted to 
needle the boy by arguing further but his smug, self-important 
attitude remained fixed. 

In any case, I couldn't exactly fault the boy since I didn't disagree. 
His tone was condescending but nothing he said was wrong - if you 
ignore the question of moral imperative, it was true that he wasn't 
legally obligated to give up his seat. 

"I'm sorry..." Desperately fighting back her tears, the office lady 
apologized to the elderly woman. 

Well, it was just a minor incident on the bus. I was glad I wasn't 
caught up in the situation. Honestly, I also couldn't care less about 
giving up my seat for an elderly person. 

Clearly, the egotistical boy had won. At least everyone secretly 
thought so. 

A girl wearing our school uniform was about to speak up, but 
before she could someone else did first. He was a boy with messy 
brown hair and piercing, emerald green eyes. He was also wearing 
the same uniform as me. 

"You can have my seat. I will gladly stand." he said as he stood up 
from his seat. 

He gestured towards his now vacant seat. The office lady looked 
at him appreciatively as the elderly woman made her way over and 
sat in his seat. 

The pretty girl who was going to speak up approached the boy 
with a smile on her face. I listened to their conversation as I turned 
my gaze away. My eyes met with the girl sitting next to me for a 


second. She had long black hair and gradient red eyes. While no 
words were said, we both understood that we shared the same 
opinion on the matter - neither of us thought it necessary to give up 
our seats. 

"Thank you for giving up your seat! It was a kind thing to do and 
saved a lot of trouble!" A bright voice said. 

It was the pretty girl who was going to speak up earlier. She had 
started a conversation with the boy who gave up his seat. The way 
she could just initiate conversation with strangers in that cheery 
tone of hers was certainly impressive, at least to me. 

"It was simply the right thing to do. I have no problem standing 
up." the boy responded. 

"But no one else volunteered which makes you altruistic by 
comparison, right?" 

"I guess so." 

"Hey you're wearing the same uniform as me, that means we're 
going to the same school! I'm Kushida Kikyo in class 1-D." 

She had effortlessly introduced herself and took the intiative in 
the conversation. When it comes to social skills this girl, Kushida, 
was at the pinnacle I thought. 

"My name is Kururugi Suzaku, class 1-E. Nice to meet you." the 
emerald-eyed boy replied. 

The boy was in the same class as me, 1-E. He also seemed like he 
would end up being decently popular - he was quite good-looking 
and acted with benevolance. Additionally, he was polite and 
seemed able to hold a conversation well. 

I closed my eyes, disinterested in whatever small talk they were 
going to make. Before long, we arrived at our destination and all 
the high school students began to disembark. 

As I got off the bus, I saw a agate formed from natural rock 
waiting just ahead. All the young boys and girls dressed in school 
uniforms were passing through this gate. 

Tokyo Metropolitan Advanced Nurturing High School. The 
Japanese government had created this school with the express 
purpose of developing future leaders. For the next three years, this 
would be my home. 

Okay, stop for a moment. Take a deep breath. All right, here we go! 

"Wait!" 

The instant I tried to take my first courageous step, someone 
called out to me. It was the girl who'd sat next to me on the bus. 

"You were looking at me. Why?" she asked 

She narrowed her eyes while we spoke. 

"Sorry. I guess I was just interested, is all. I mean, you didn't think 
about giving up your seat to the old woman, did you?" 


"That's right. I didn't consider giving it up. Is there something 
wrong with that?" 

"Oh no, not at all. I didn't intend to give up my seat, either. In 
fact, I firmly abide by the philosophy of letting sleeping dogs lie. I 
dislike trouble." 

"You dislike trouble? Then I don't think you and I are anything 
alike. I didn't give up my seat because I thought it would be 
pointless. That's all." 

"But doesn't that seem worse than just not liking trouble?" 

"Perhaps. I'm simply acting according to my own beliefs. That's 
different from someone who just dislikes trouble, like you. I don't 
want to spend any time around people like you." 

"I feel the same way," I muttered. 

I had only wanted to share my opinion but I wasn't too keen on 
going back and forth with her like this. We both sighed and 
proceeded to walk in the same direction. 


Chapter 1-1: Introductions 


Ayanokoji's POV 

Similarly to most of the student body, I disliked the entrance 
ceremony. There was far too much time spent in lines and far too 
many words of gratitude exchanged between the prinicpal and the 
students. But those weren't my only issues. The entrance ceremony 
represents the start of a new trial for the students. In order for 
students to enjoy their time at school, they must make friends, and 
there are only a few key days after the entrance ceremony to do 
that. Failure to do so signals the beginning of a tragic three years. 

As someone who dislikes trouble, I decided I'd like to establish 
proper relationships. However I was unfamiliar with the notion and 
consequently I'd spend the day before agonizing over various 
scenarios and how I'd make friends. 

I pondered this as I walked through a corridor, sometimes 
glancing into other classrooms full of students. When I reach mine, 
Class 1-E, should I burst into it and actively start talking to people? 
Should I secretly pass around a slip of paper with my email 
address? Someone like me needed to practice beause this 
environment was so alien compared to everything I'd experienced 
thus far. I was completely isolated on this battlefield, and it was do 
or die. 

I reached class 1-E and as I entered through the door, I 
immediately noticed something odd. Compared to all of the other 
classes, which were lined with multiple rows of desks which 
spanned the entire room, this classroom had a mere 7 desks 
positioned in a straight line. 

Four of these were occupied already while the other three 
including mine were vacant. I made my way over to the desk at the 
far side of the room, the very end desk in the line. I realised that no 
one had paid any attention to my entrance. Rather, two of the 
students were having a debate while the other two watched with 
mild interest. 

One of the students in the debate was the boy who gave up his 
seat to the old woman on the bus - Kururugi Suzaku was his name if 
I recall correctly. His seat was the third one from the window, 
which means there is one desk between me and him. 

In the desk between us was the boy he was having a debate with. 


He was raven-haired and his eyes resembled amethysts - they had a 
brilliant purple colour. He was leaning back in his chair away from 
his desk, his right leg crossed over his left giving off a confident 
aura. 

"Your outlook is naive. If you spend your time doing everything 
by the book and trying to help everyone, you'll end up wasting your 
entire life." he said, looking at Kururugi and ignoring everything 
else around him. 

"Results gained the wrong way are meaningless. When you're 
done, all you'll be left with is an emptiness as you look back at the 
path you've taken." Kururugi replied, slightly heated. 

"Do you truly believe that, Suzaku?" 

"Of course. As long as you make sure to do the right thing, 
whatever result you come out with is justified." Kururugi said this 
as if it was an indisputable fact. 

"That's wrong. The ends justify the means. There will be times 
where you cannot afford to fail. What will you do then? You will 
have no choice but to use other people and discard them once their 
usefulness expires." the raven-haired boy replied calmly. 

I see now. It appears that the 2 boys are having a discussion 
about their clashing ideologies which was effectively Individualism 
versus Altruism. If you asked me, I would have to side with the 
raven-haired boy. I have no interest in helping someone else if it 
negatively impacts me, and I have no problem using people for my 
own gains. 

"It seems that we'll never see eye to eye when it comes to this. 
However, I think you'll end up living a life of isolation if you stick 
with that mindset." Kururugi sighed. 

The raven-haired boy didn't respond and directed his attention 
toward the door. Two students had just entered the room, a boy and 
a girl who were holding hands. 

Are they dating? I thought to my self but somehow, I didn't get 
that impression from them. 

The boy was tall and lean - he had spiky black/maroon hair and 
red eyes with dark bags under them. He had quite a disheveled 
appearance. A sly grin sat on his face and he carried himself with 
an air of cockiness. 

The girl was short and had extremely long and messy white hair. 
Curiously, her hair had a pale blue, purple, pink, green and yellow 
tint that covered it like a sheen. Like the boy, she was rather slim 
and had passive eyes which, similarly to her hair, consisted of an 
odd colour. They were a gradient yellow-red colour with golden 
pupils. She was quite cute, all things considered. 

It seems that the last of us have arrived. I wonder, what is with this 


excessively small class? 

Shortly after the new arrivals sat down, a woman entered the 
classroom. She was wearing casual clothing - a pink shirt 
accompanied by blue jeans. She had pale blue eyes which flickered 
around the room as she walked towards the podium in the centre, 
and long mint-green coloured hair which reached down to her 
lower back. She had delicate features and looked like a young adult 
- if I had to guess, I'd say her age is somewhere around twenty-four. 

"Good morning everyone! My name is Ishihara Akiko and I'm 
going to be your homeroom teacher for the next three years, so we 
should get to know each other ‘kay? I'll also be your instructor for 
English classes. The entrance ceremony will be in an hour, but 
before that I've got some written materials with information about 
this school's special rules for you all, as well as the admissions 
guides." 

Ishihara-sensei passed each of us the familiar documents I'd 
recieved after being accepted. 

This school differed from the multitude of other Japanese high 
schools in a few key ways. Here, all students were required to live 
in dormitories located on school premises. Also, except for special 
cases, such as studying abroad, students were forbidden to contact 
anyone outside the school. Even contact with your immediate 
family was forbidden without authorization. Naturally, leaving 
school grounds without permission was also strictly forbidden. 

However, the campus also came equipped with many excellent 
facilities. With its own karaoke spot, theater, café, boutique, and 
more, you could easily compare this school to a small city. The 
campus spread over more than 600,000 square meters. 

This school boasted another unique feature: the S System. 

"T will now hand out your student ID cards. Using these, you can 
access any of the facilities on campus, purchase goods from the 
store and so on. Basically, it's your credit card for your next three 
years here. Be careful with how much you spend, 'kay? I wouldn't 
want any of you running out of money in the first month. At this 
school, you can buy anything with points - you can purchase 
anything located on the school campus." 

Our points, which were loaded on our ID cards, acted as our 
currency. It looked like the school would provide these free of 
charge. 

"Your student cards are easy to use, all you do is swipe them 
through the machine scanner like you would a real credit card. 
Points are automatically desposited into your account on the first of 
every month. You should all have been given 100,000 points for 
this month. One point is equal to one yen, so the value of currency 


shouldn't be confusing. That's all." 

Some eyes widened at the mention of being given 100,000 points, 
namely Kururugi and the white haired girl wore an expression of 
surprise. Ishihara kept the cheerful smile on her face and continued 
in her jovial tone. 

"This school evaluates students' talents. All of you managed to get 
accepted her which speaks for itself about your value and potential. 
The amount you've been given reflects the evaluation of your 
worth. After you graduate, all your points will be returned to the 
school and there's no way to convert points to cash, so there's no 
point in saving them. You can do anything you want with your 
points - you can also transfer them to another student if you wish. 
Stealing and Extortion is strictly forbidden and will be punished if 
it's discovered, so make sure you don't do anything like that or 
you'll be in trouble~. This school monitors bullying very carefully." 

Some students showed an expression of understanding while 
Ishihara-sensei spoke, while some others like myself and the raven- 
haired boy who was in the debate earlier looked disinterested. 
Kururugi and the white-haired girl still looked somewhat 
bewildered. 

"There's also one more thing I need to tell you all about before I 
leave." Ishihara-sensei said in a slightly more serious tone than what 
she had used thus far. 

"I'm sure you've all noticed by now that this class is different to 
all the others. You only have seven students and no one here 
exactly fits the normal description of a high-schooler." 

It appears that there was something up, after all. I felt a little 
concerned about none of us fitting the description of a 'Normal 
High-Schooler'. If it was known that our class is some kind of 
special class consisting of unusual individuals then it would be hard 
for me to blend in as an ordinary student. 

"In truth, you've all been evaluated by the school as excellent 
students. One could even call each one of you here a once-in-a- 
generation talent. It just so happens that seven of you applied to 
this school in the same year, so the school decided to create an 
experimental special class for you: Class-E. Normally, there are only 
classes A through D at this school each year and so none of the 
other students will know about the existence of this class until next 
month. Does anyone have any questions~?" 

This was certainly a concerning development. It will be near 
impossible for me to act like an ordinary student now, at least 
within this class. In a normal classroom, it would be simple but in a 
classroom specifically designated for outstanding students it would 
be extremely difficult to act like an average run-of-the-mill high- 


schooler. Additionally, if what Ishihara-sensei said about each of us 
being a once-in-a-generation talent is true then it's likely that they 
would see through me. How troublesome. 

"Sensei, what is the purpose of the school changing its entire 
system and assigning us a unique class? Would it be a problem if we 
were placed in the other classes?" someone spoke up. 

It was one of the two boys who had been silently observing the 
debate before Ishihara-sensei came in. He was above average in 
height, with light brown hair and brown eyes. He spoke in a calm 
yet polite manner. 

"At this time I can't tell you the specifics, but there is a reason 
why the school decided to give you your own class. As for your 
other question, it would probably pose a problem if you were all 
fairly allocated to the other classes though I can't tell you why that 
is yet either~." 

Ishihara-sensei was back to speaking in her bright and cheery 
tone. This school truly did seem to be unique seeing as the classes 
didn't seem to operate simply as groups of students learning in the 
same room. If it did, then there would be no reason for the school 
to allocate us to a special 'experimental' class. There was likely a lot 
of things the teachers aren't letting on at this time. I looked around 
the room to gauge the reactions of my classmates. 

Kururugi and the white-haired girl looked more confused than 
before Ishihara-sensei elaborated. If anything, this tells me that 
these two were not evaluated highly based on their deductive 
reasoning. The two boys who stayed silent during the debate earlier 
both had a relaxed and calm expression, as if nothing out of the 
ordinary had been said. The spiky black haired boy's expression was 
still identical to how it was when he entered the class, the sly grin 
ever present on his face. The last student, the one with amethyst 
eyes who argued in favour of individualism earlier and sits next to 
me, just looked disinterested. He is the one that I'm most curious 
about right now. Like me, he looks apathetic towards what sensei is 
saying and he also shares the same view on individualism as I do. 

"If no one has any more questions then I'll be taking my leave. 
Make sure you have fun during your time here, 'kay?" with that, 
Ishihara-sensei left the classroom. 

Despite all the restrictions like being forced to live in dorms, 
being forbidden from leaving campus and being prohibited from 
contacting anyone on the outside, no one seemed to have any 
complaints. In fact, you could say that we've been given such 
preferential treatment that it was lik we'd been transported to 
paradise. Of course, the Advanced Nurturing High School's most 
impressive statistic was its near 100 percent placement rate for 


students advancing into higher education or entering the workforce. 

This government-sponsored school's thorough guidance of its 
students hoped to ensure a better future. In fact, the school heavily 
advertised this. Many of its alumni went on to achieve fame. 
Typically, no matter how famous or impressive a school might be, 
the areas of specialization are limited. For example, one school 
might specialize in sports or in music. Another might focus on 
something related to computers. However, at this school, any 
student could hope to succeed, regardless of their field. 

Only this school had that kind of name-brand value. I'd assumed 
that the atmosphere would be cutthroat, but the majority of 
students looked like typical kids. In fact, the seven of us in class 1-E 
are probably the ones that look the least like typical kids. 

"This all seems a bit too generous..." I heard my raven-haired 
neighbour mutter. 

"Hey, can I have everyone's attention for a quick second?" 

The spiky, maroon-haired student who entered the classroom last 
spoke up from his desk, which was second from the door on the 
other side of the classroom from mine. Normally, you'd picture 
someone who speaks up in a classroom of strangers as an outgoing 
honor student, however this boy was the antithesis of that image. 
Not only was his appearance disheveled and messy, but he wasn't 
outgoing either - he seemed like he was speaking up out of 
obligation rather than genuinely wanting to talk to his new 
classmates. 

"It seems like the seven of us here are gonna be acquaintences for 
the next three years. We have an hour before the school requires us 
to go somewhere so we might as well use some of that time to get 
to know each other, right?" he continued. 

His manner of speech was was informal compared to the brown- 
haired boy who asked a question earlier. While he was polite and 
calm while talking, this boy was much more upfront and blunt. 

"I have no issues. You can introduce yourself first, and we'll make 
our way down the line towards this way until everyone has 
introduced themselves." the raven-haired boy next to me said. 

"Sure. I'm Sora and this is my cute little sister, Shiro." he said, 
gesturing toward the white haired girl he entered with. 

Ah, sister. I had a feeling they were close but weren't dating. That's it, 
then. 

"Shiro doesn't do that well with other people, so I'll just introduce 
us both. We've been shut-ins our whole lives, this is the first school 
we've properly committed to attending. If you put the kanji from 
our names together, you get Kihaku, or Blank as we go by. 
Throughout the thousands of games we've played before, Blank has 


never once lost and this school isn't going to change that. I hope we 
can get along with you all. Oh and also, both Shiro and I abandoned 
our last names long ago so we go by just out first names now." 

It seems Sora and Shiro were similar to me in the sense that this 
is also the first school I have ever attended. They made a rather 
bold declaration that they'd never lost before while working 
together despite playing thousands of games. I wondered if that was 
actually true - normally I would brush it off as a ridiculous claim 
but after what Ishihara-sensei said about this class, there is a chance 
it could be true. The matter regarding their last names also seemed 
interesting, but I didn't think too much about it. 

"Your turn." Sora said, nodding towards the boy sitting to his left. 

This boy was the person I had paid the least attention to so far. 
He looked very slim and pale, and had extremely messy neck-length 
black hair. His eyes were like black holes, deep orbs of black that 
stared in to whatever he was looking at. He also sat in an 
excessively strange posture. He was perched on the edge of his seat, 
rather than sitting in it like everyone else. Judging by his 
appearance, I don't see how he could be considered a once-in-a- 
generation talent. He didn't look like a very good athlete and he 
didn't give off the impression of being particularly intelligent either. 
But then again, looks can be deceiving. 

"My name is.." he began, but hesitated before saying his name. 

He paused for a couple of seconds before looking like he made up 
his mind and continuing. 

"My name is Rue Ryuzaki, feel free to call me Ryuzaki. If you 
asked me what I like, I'd have to say sweets and solving crimes. I'm 
also very good at tennis, I was a junior tennis champion in Britain, 
though I'm not sure how useful that particular talent will be at this 
school. Nice to meet you." 

The fact that he hesitated before saying his name is odd, but 
probably not worth thinking about. It seems my surface-level 
evaluation was incorrect, as Ryuzaki claimed to be very good at a 
sport. He spoke in a rather flat tone, so I was genuinely unable to 
figure out whether he was joking or not when he said he likes to 
solve crimes. 

"Im next, then? My name is Yagami Light and I'd rather you use 
my first name than my last name. Coincidently I am also quite 
proficient at tennis. Aside from that, I don't have any particular 
interests - I think that I'd like to become a detective in the future. I 
can be friends with pretty much anyone as long as they aren't a 
delinquent." 

So far, Light seems to be the 'most normal’ out of all the 
introductions. He just seemed to be an ordinary student with a 


general plan for his future job. Sora and Shiro had made an 
extremely bold introduction claiming to have never before lost, and 
Ryuzaki was just pretty unusual in general. He didn't strike me as 
the type to climb far up the social heirarchy. 

Everyone looked towards Kururugi and it took him a few seconds 
to realise it was his turn. 

"I'm Kururugi Suzaku. From the short time I've spent in this 
classroom I already get the feeling that I'm significantly below 
everyone else here in intelligence," he said with a small chuckle. 

"I entered the military at a young age and so haven't really had 
the chance to go to a normal school before. In fact, the only reason 
I'm here is because I was ordered to enroll. Because of this I'm 
confident in my physical abilities, but never really had a thorough 
education. I hope to be friends with you all." 

Kururugi bowed slightly before sitting down. I think I'm 
beginning to understand a bit about Kururugi; he seems to value 
benevolance and discipline due to his background, which was 
probably what contributed to starting the debate that I walked in 
on. 

The raven-haired boy next to me stood up confidently and began 
his introduction once Kururugi sat down. 

"My name is Lamperouge Lelouch; I'm going to ask you all to just 
call me Lelouch because it makes me uncomfortable being called 
Lamperouge. Before enrolling here, I used to gamble on chess 
games instead of attending P.E classes. It was quite an effective way 
of making money and I'm seriously not cut out for anything that 
requires physical prowess. Pleased to make your acquintance." 

Lelouch had a relatively normal introduction. The one thing that 
caught my attention was him mentioning that he used to gamble on 
chess games. I've played a lot of chess and basically never lost, so I 
wondered if Lelouch could be a match for me. I doubted it, but in 
my head I secretly hoped that he would be able to beat me. 

Then I realised that it was now my turn. It just occured to me 
that I hadn't said a word since entering the class and was now 
expected to stand up and introduce myself. Everyone was looking at 
me expectedly and I hadn't planned my introduction at all. Not 
good. 

Clack! My chair rattled as I hastily stood. 

"Um. Well, my name is Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. And, uh, I don't 
really have any special skills or anything. I'll do my best to get 
along with all of you. It's, uh, nice to meet you." 

Well. Was that my introduction? 

I completely blew it. My social standing was pretty much doomed 
in this class now. I instinctively burned my head in my hands. I 


hadn't had the chance to properly construct an introduction since 
I'd been too busy analysing everyone else's. Ishihara-sensei 
interested me by saying all my classmates would be outstanding, so 
I had spent too much time judging them and completely forgot 
about my own introduction. 

Just when I thought I would be stuck being unpopular and a 
loner for the rest of my years at this school due to my complete 
failure of an introduction, a voice called out to me. 

"You should loosen up a little. I don't know about everyone else 
but personally I don't care for all the social heirarchy crap. The 
seven of us are expected to go up against the other classes even 
though they have somewhere around five to six times they amount 
of students as we do. We'll probably have to work together to 
accomplish this so you may as well tell us a bit about what you did 
before enrolling here." Sora said to me in his usual, blunt tone. 

"Nii, what do you mean about going up against other classes?" 
Shiro spoke up for the first time since entering the room. 

"Ah, so you didn't notice it? It seemed quite obvious to me. What 
other reason could there possibly be to segregate the brilliant 
students from the rest of the student body if we didn't have to 
compete with them? If we are just going to sit here in our class and 
get taught like at a normal school there would be no need for this 
‘experimental class' of ours. At first, I thought that the reason could 
be that our class will be taught much harder material than everyone 
else, but since Suzaku is here that can't be the case. As such, my 
conclusion is that the reason we're here in Class E is because if we 
were all placed into one of the regular four classes it would be 
unfair on the other three when we compete against them." Sora 
explained to his sister. 

It was an impressive deduction, given that we had almost nothing 
to go on but Sora already seems pretty confident that he's figured 
out the point of class 1-E. I had come to a similar conclusion during 
Ishihara-sensei's explanation which pretty much confirms Sora's 
deduction is correct. 

"That doesn't make sense though. Why not just spread us out 
among the other classes if us all being in the same one would be 
unfair?" Kururugi interjected. 

"Hmm, well, I haven't been able to come to a definite conclusion 
regarding that yet. We don't know enough about the school at this 
stage. One thing we do know is that our class is an 'experimental 
class', perhaps it's just that - an experiment. Maybe the chairman 
just wanted to see what would happen." Sora replied, his voice 
giving the impression that he was pondering multiple possibilities. 

"If we in fact do have to compete against the other classes then 


we are already at quite the disadvantage. As far as resources go, our 
class will cumulatively have much less than the others. If I'm not 
mistaken, this school has forty students per class and, usually, four 
classes per year, meaning each class cumutively has 4,000,000 
points as of the start of this month whereas our class E only has 
700,000. If points are just something used for our day to day lives 
then it won't make a difference, but if we need them to purchase 
things during class competitions then we really are going in to this 
from a very unfavourable position." Lelouch added. 

What Lelouch said was also very important. If things like points 
and possibly other resources given out on a per-student basis 
become important in the future, then we will be expecting to lose 
practically every class competition we enter. 

Before I realised it, our class of seven had already come together 
in discussion and started analysing the school after just one short 
interaction with out homeroom teacher. The deductions made by 
Sora and Lelouch were certainly convincing, and not something 
your average high-schooler would come up with immediately after 
hearing Ishihara-sensei's explanation. Perhaps my classmates truly 
are elites on my level after all. 

"At this point, all we can do is theorize. We simply don't have 
enough information to make any concrete conclusions about the 
school yet. For now, let's just refrain from doing anything that could 
come back to bite us in the future." Ryuzaki said rather matter-of- 
factly. 

Everyone nodded. It seemed like everyone came to the 
unanimous conclusion that we were already potentially on thin ice, 
so doing anything we could be punished for could end up even 
further jeoparadizing our class. 

"Back to the original matter, Ayanokoji you should tell us a little 
bit about what you're good at and what you did before coming here. 
Since we seemingly need to collaborate as much as possible to even 
stand a chance at this school, it would be quite uncomfortable 
having a completely unknown factor in our class." Light said to me, 
bringing the topic back to the introductions. 

"Also, there's no need to make sure you give a good introduction 
or anything. Since our class is only seven students we'll likely end 
up as quite a tight-knit group, especially since a lot of us are similar 
here - at least from what I've seen thus far." he continued, and 
urged me to talk. 

"Ah, right. Similarly to Lelouch, I used to play quite a lot of chess. 
I've also read a lot of books during my time. I'm quite confident in 
both my academics and physical ability." 

I decided to give a vague rundown rather than go into the 


specifics about my true abilities. At this stage, revealing things like 
that to who are effectively strangers certainly wouldn't do me any 
favours. My introduction seemed to satisfy my classmates enough 
though. 

"See, that was much better than your... Initial introduction. It 
seems like we have quite a lot of chess players here. Shiro and I 
have also played a lot of chess games; thousands, in fact." Sora said. 

I wasn't sure if he was complimenting my second introduction or 
mocking my first. In any case, nobody seemed bothered that I had 
given such an awkward initial introduction so I should be thankful 
for that. 

"That's certainly intruiging to say the least. I'm not a serious or 
regular chess player, but I have played my fair share of chess 
matches. From what I understand, chess isn't a game where if you're 
good enough, you can easily destroy any top-level player every 
time. You said that you and your sister together have never lost a 
game before, but I find that rather hard to believe if you have 
indeed played thousands of chess games." Ryuzaki pointed out. 

He makes a good point. Chess isn't like a video game where the 
absolute limit of what is possible in the game is far beyond what a 
human can consistently do. In a first-person shooter game for 
example, if there was a human who could consistently aim equal to 
the abilities of an aimbot it is believable that they could win every 
match they play. In chess however, hundreds of years of theory 
have been developed which the top players use, and there is a clear 
ceiling on how much you can improve. The absolute best you can 
possibly perform in chess, which is always playing the best possible 
move, is not too far above what is currently achieved by 
grandmasters. Top level players rarely play a bad move, and almost 
always play a very solid move and frequently play the best move. 

Thus, even if there was a person who was above what humans are 
currently capable of in chess, he wouldn't be so far above everyone 
else such that he could crush his opponent every match. To never 
lose a match, you would have to be able to consistently play at a 
near perfect level. Not to mention there will be some anomalous 
games, such as if your opponent happens to play a very good game, 
or if you're off your game on that day. If Blank truly has never lost a 
chess match before, then they are a terrifying force to be reckoned 
with. 

"In that case, would you like Blank to prove our superiority right 
now? Since our class is small, we were able to finish our 
introductions rather quickly. We still have about half an hour 
before we have to go to the entrance ceremony, that's plenty of time 
for a game, right?" Sora said, adopting a more condescending tone 


than usual. 

Sora, on behalf of Blank, had challenged the entire class to try 
and beat them at chess. Glances were shared around the room as he 
waited for an answer. Admittedly, I also wanted to judge how 
strong Blank actually was, to see if they could live up to their claim. 
However, I didn't want to be the one playing. 

"Hey, how are you going to play. None of you have a board with 
you, right?" Kururugi asked. 

"We don't need one. At least, anyone that does need one has no 
right to even challenge Blank in the first place. Right, Shiro?" Sora 
replied, his cocky aura growing. 

Shiro simply nodded her head. It was true that players who have 
had a lot of experience in chess could visualize positions and even 
play entire games in their head. The world champion, Magnus 
Carlsen, has played multiple games against other masters at the 
same time while blind before, and won all of them. If anything, 
Sora's challenge proves that he has actually played a lot of chess 
before. 

"You're quite arrogant. Perhaps, that level of cockiness can only 
be achieved if you actually have never lost before. I, Lelouch 
Lamperouge, will grant you your first loss right here then, Blank." 
Lelouch said. 

Both Sora and Lelouch were quite arrogant, they gave off the 
impression if being used to being superior to their opponents. 
Because of their attitudes, their prides were on the line for this 
upcoming game. If either of them wins convincingly, it will be a big 
hit to their opponent's ego. 

"Confident, eh? Well then, how about we make this match more 
interesting? Ishihara-sensei mentioned that we can transfer points 
earlier, and you mentioned that you used to gamble on chess 
matches. So then, I propose we bet on this match. If you win, Shiro 
and I will each give you 10,000 points. Conversly, if we win, you 
will give us 5,000 points each." 

Sora's proposal was certainly skewed in Lelouch's favour. If 
Lelouch wins, he gains 20,000 points total from Blank whereas if he 
loses, he only has to pay up 10,000 points. Also, he will get the 
opportunity to size up two of his classmates. Were I in his position, 
I would accept the proposal. 

Of course, Lelouch seems to be quite confident in himself and has 
a history of gambling. In fact, he said he has a history in gambling 
on chess - if anything, you can say this is his specialty. For this 
reason, I have no doubt that Lelouch will accept this offer as well. 

"Sure, I'll take you up on that. I'm no stranger to betting on my 
own victory after all, especially because I usually win." Lelouch 


smirked. 

At this, Sora took out his school-issued phone and opened the 
recording function. Then, he began to speak in a manner that was 
unusually formal for him. (A/N: It's never mentioned where the 
students get the phones from in the Light Novel, so I'll just 
assume they were given out before the first day along with the 
acceptance documents) 

"I, Sora am betting points on behalf of Blank, which consists of 
myself and Shiro, against Lelouch Lamperouge in a game of chess. 
Should we win, Lelouch will have to pay me and Shiro 5,000 points 
each. Conversly, if Lelouch wins, both Shiro and I will pay him 
10,000 points each. If the game results in a stalemate, no points will 
have to be paid by either side. Do you both agree to these terms?" 

"Yes" 

"Yeah" 

With that, Sora stopped the voice recording and slipped the 
phone back into his pocket. Then, he picked up his chair and moved 
it opposite Lelouch's desk, and sat down. Shiro then joined him and 
sat on his lap, which surprised me and quite a few others. I wasn't 
too sure since I'd never actually seen a sibling relationship before, 
but I was relatively confident that most siblings aren't that close 
with each other. 

"Sorry about the voice recording but I'm sure you can understand. 
We've only known each other for around twenty minutes so there's 
not exactly a great deal of trust between us. Ishihara-sensei said 
that stealing and extorting points from each other is strictly 
forbidden, so this recording should be sufficient evidence to ensure 
the bet is fair." Sora says as he settles into his chair and looks across 
the desk at Lelouch. 

"Don't worry, I understand. Making sure both parties uphold their 
sides of the deal is essential to gambling, after all." Lelouch says 
calmly. 

If anything, I'd certainly found myself an interesting school. Or 
perhaps, these were just interesting people. Most other classes right 
now were probably either still doing introductions or talking about 
mundane things with their new acquaintances like what they're 
going to buy. Class E however seems to have already launched into 
competition after having shared very in-depth insight into the 
school itself - something no regular high-schooler would be 
discussing during the first half-hour. 

As I watched the first ever game played during this year at the 
Tokyo Metropolitan Advanced Nurturing High School commence, I 
couldn't help but wonder. Perhaps, it wouldn't be too bad to become a 
part of this group, as opposed to trying to blend in as ordinary for the 


next three years. 

A/N: 5901 words for the first chapter, I wrote more than I 
thought I was going to when I started this. 

If any of the characters seem OOC, please let me know. It's 
been a while since I watched some of the series, specifically it's 
been a while since I watched Death Note and NGNL. 

This is my first story, so critique is welcome. Next chapter 
should be out pretty soon. 

What do you think will be the result in this chess match 
between Lelouch and Blank? 


r 


Chapter 1-2: Versus ' 4 


Lelouch's POV 

As it turns out, it seems I had greatly underestimated Blank. I've 
learned a great deal about these two siblings just through this chess 
match. I opened my eyes, temporarily breaking out of the deep 
concentration I had been in up until now and looked over my desk 
at my opponent. 

Sora's sly grin has still not left his that face of his, and Shiro was 
as stoic as always. Shiro was a person who operated based on cold, 
calculating precision. Her ability to think was extraordinary; 
throughout this game she had flaunted her immense calculating 
ability that puts even chess engines to shame. If it was any other 
game but chess, I'd think she has some kind of precognition - it's 
almost as if she has a map in her head which shows all possible 
continuations with terrifying depth and accuracy. 

That being said, I think I would be able to beat her. If anything, 
her being like a supercomputer is both her biggest strength and 
weakness. Identifying traps and tricks, and intuitively knowing 
which kinds of moves - like an early b6 push by black for example - 
can result in long term weaknesses which will be exploitable down 
the line. Shiro, as well as most computers, can avoid this for the 
most part by analysing the position at a depth of around twenty 
moves; if a move won't create a big weakness within that amount of 
moves then a computer will judge it as a good move, especially if it 
accomplishes a short-term goal or prevents an opponent's tactic. 

There is a problem with this, however. In fact, it has a name: The 
Horizon Effect. Also known as The Horizon Problem, it's a name for 
the issue wherein a game such as chess has so many possible game 
states that computers and AI can only feasibly evaluate a small 
percentage of them. 

Human beings can overcome this weakness by using their 
intuition and pattern recognition. A human chess player for 
example will easily be able to identify a variety of traps and tricks 
in a game by virtue of recognising them. Once a player falls for a 
trap once, they won't do so again because they'll remember it next 
time. A computer however has no simple way of doing this - the 
only way a computer can identify a trap is by evaluating the game 
state many moves down the game tree. 


I had fallen behind a bit but when I realised all of this, I figured 
out how I can win. By exploiting tricks and traps that would have a 
negative effect mainly on the positional play of the game - 
something Shiro can't easily see, if at all. 

"Knight g6" I said confidently. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed some of the observers look 
surprised for a second. Namely, Ayanokoji narrowed his eyes when 
he heard my move - it was the first time a noticeable change 
appeared on his face since he entered this classroom. There are two 
possible reasons a person would have this reaction to my move and 
my evaluation of Ayanokoji would change drastically depending on 
which reason he gave for his reaction. I made a mental note to ask 
him later. 

On one hand, he could be surprised because on the surface it 
looks like I'm simply giving away my knight for free. However, this 
was the trap I knew that Shiro would fall for. If the pawn on f7 
takes my knight, it will open up a diagonal which the pawn 
previously blocked which I can use to force Shiro's castled king 
from out of its safety into the centre of the board. From there, it 
will be easy to attack and will eventually result in checkmate; even 
for a supercomputer, recovering from a position where your king is 
isolated is near impossible. 

Despite this, the move I had played - knight to g6 - was still 
objectively a bad move. Why? It's because black can respond with a 
passive move that covers the diagonal. By doing this, it 
accomplishes two things - it makes black's pieces more active and 
developed and also forces me to retreat my knight back to where it 
was which effectively means I wasted two moves meanwhile black 
has been developing their pieces and building an attack. 

If Ayanok6ji noticed this, then he could be anywhere from a good 
player to a grandmaster - perhaps, even beyond that. However if his 
reasoning for why my move was bad is because it gives up a piece 
for free, then he's just an idiot. 

I looked at Shiro expectedly, waiting for her response which 
would inevitably be 'f7 takes on g6', sealing the game. I couldn't 
help but feel a smug joy as she opened her mouth from across the 
desk. 

With this, my victory is all but assured and I'm 20,000 points richer. 

However, no response came from Shiro. Just as she was about to 
state her move, Sora stopped her. Then, he spoke for the first time 
since the game began. 

"Don't take it, it's a trap. Play Knight to a5 instead." 

My internal joy immediately vanished and I felt my blood run 
cold as a sudden realization hit me. I'd been so focused on 


deciphering Shiro and planning how to beat her that I'd completely 
forgotten: I wasn't playing against Shiro, I was playing against 
Blank. 

Shiro's one weakness in chess - her lack of intuition and pattern 
recognition - was entirely covered by Sora, the man I had neglected 
to consider until now. 

This is their dynamic, how they work together. They have no 
weakness. 

I glanced at the clock on the wall. There was still technically 
eighteen minutes until the opening ceremony, but this school's 
campus is practically a mini-city and so it takes a surprising amount 
of time to walk from here to where the ceremony is located. 

In short, I have only around five minutes to turn this around. I'm 
already six points of material down and due to the tempo I just lost by 
going for that trap, I'm going to have a worse position too. In short, it's 
not possible to recover now. Perhaps I could've forced a stalemate if I 
had kept playing as normal, but I got overconfident in thinking I had 
deconstructed Blank. This trap which I had intended to set for Shiro 
ended up being my undoing. Blank is a truly formidable opponent. 

"It's my loss. I resign." I said. 

Somehow, I felt a strange sense of calm even though I had been 
thoroughly beaten. Perhaps it was because I had been so used to 
looking at the world from the sidelines. Everything, from school to 
chess and everything in between, came easy to me and so I 
developed apathy towards my daily life. Maybe this school, no, this 
class can reignite me and give me a goal to strive for. 

Hmph. I'l beat you one day, Blank. I swear it. 

"You look unusually happy for someone who just lost 10,000 
points," Sora said in a teasing manner. 

"Ah, I was so caught up in finally meeting worthy competition 
that I totally forgot about that." 

Saying that, I pulled out my phone and transferred 5,000 of my 
points to both Sora and Shiro, as promised. I realised I had a smile 
on my face. I understood now a bit of what Ishihara-sensei meant 
when she said all of class E is once-in-a-generation talent. If 
everyone else here is comparable in overall strength to Blank, then 
this class can certainly be considered a miracle. 

"You guys together seriously don't have any weaknesses, then? 
You completely cover each other's bases." I said, a slight trace of 
irritation in my tone. 

"Well, that's not entirely true. Blank does have one weakness." 

Well that's a surprise. I thought hard about it, but I couldn't think 
of anything. Light must've noticed my puzzled expression because 
he spoke up. 


"Can't you figure it out? If not, then you're too caught up in the 
game you just played. Take a step back and look at the bigger 
picture." he said 

Too caught up in the game I just played? What does that mean? 
Honestly, if everyone here is going to speak in riddles for the next 
three years then it's not going to be a fun time. I glanced over at the 
one guy I knew would also be bewildered along with me - the boy 
I'd know since I was a child - Suzaku Kururugi. As predicted, he 
wore an expression of confusion even more so than I did. 

"I feel like I'm seriously losing it here. You're all acting like it's 
obvious. What is it?" I asked with clear frustration. 

"It's violence." Ryuzaki, the ever-calm observer, said from his desk 
on the other side of Suzaku. 

Then it clicked. Violence. What Light had said was true. I was 
thinking so much about how I could beat them at chess that I 
completely neglected to think about the bigger picture. Sora had 
even said it during his introduction - he was a shut-in, meaning he 
had probably never been in a direct confrontation, and Shiro was 
just a small girl. Beating them with violence seemed by far the most 
effective method. Somehow though, I felt like I didn't want to do 
that. I wanted to beat them fair and square on their own turf. 

"I see..." was all I could say. 

"In any case, if anyone here is threatened with violence I will be 
able to guard them. I don't know about students in this class, but 
I'm confident that I won't lose to any other student at this school. 
My training was very... rigorous." Suzaku said. 

I'd severely hope he wouldn't be able to be beaten by anyone else 
at this school. If there is someone in this school that can beat 
Suzaku in a fight then I seriously have no idea why he's even in this 
class. 

"That's... reassuring. It will be more reassuring once we see what 
you're capable of in P.E though." Sora said with a chuckle, to which 
Suzaku responded with a smile. 

"Hey, there's only twelve minutes left until the opening ceremony 
starts. We'd better get going before we end up late." Light 
interjected. 

Nods of agreement spread around the room, so I picked up my 
bag along with everyone else and headed out. 


AVAVAVWA 
Ayanokoji's POV 


I'd expected this school's opening ceremony to be special in some 
way judging by what I knew of how the school operates but it was 


actually pretty generic. 

After the ceremony, 70-80 percent of students headed back to the 
dormitories since we don't have anything left to do in school for the 
rest if the day. I decided to visit the convenience store on a whim. 

I was lost in thought as I walked. I was pondering how much I 
should hold back at this school, if at all. Usually, I would do my 
best to just blend in and become a completely average student, 
allowing me to live a peaceful, ordinary student life. 

However, that is practically impossible now. I'd been assigned to 
Class E - the ‘experimental class' which is a small group of 
generational talents. Come next month when Class E is revealed to 
the rest of the student body, my standing out will be inevitable even 
if I try to pass my allocation off as a mistake. 

In fact, if I try to act like a regular high-schooler I will probably 
stand out more in my class which is full of geniuses than I would if I 
didn't try to blend in. 

The question, then, becomes this. How much should I hold back? 
If I become the weak link in the class I will surely be the centre of 
attention, at least in that classroom. Conversely, if I put myself 
forward as the most superior student, I will probably be challenged 
often and perhaps even end up with a target on my back born of 
jealousy. 

Would I be accepted by the rest of Class E if I were to reveal my 
full capabilities? I couldn't be sure at this time. I'd only met my 
classmates earlier in the same day, after all. For now, I'll just do my 
part and sit at the average of my class. Of course, the average level 
in Class E is still probably far above even the best students in the 
other classes. 

"My, what an unpleasant coincidence." 

A sharp voice cut through my thoughts and grounded me back in 
reality. I looked toward the source. It was the girl who'd sat next to 
me on the bus, starting at me with contempt. 

"There's no need to be so confrontational. My name is AyanokOji 
Kiyotaka." I replied calmly. 

"And you just introduced yourself like that?" 

"Is there a problem with that? We've met each other multiple 
times now. Sharing my name is common courtesy, no?" 

The girl didn't respond. I scanned my eyes over the shelves of 
various necessities like shampoo and thought about what I should 
buy. Cheap products should be the way to go for me, seeing as 
blowing through all my points could potentially have severe 
consequences - not just for me but for the rest of Class E as well. 

"Horikita Suzune." 

"Hm?" I involuntarily responded. 


"It's my name. Don't get the wrong idea though. We aren't friends. 
I have no need for things like that." 

"I see..." 

Really, I thought that I had got off to a bad start at this school but 
Horikita seems to be doing arguably worse. I couldn't exactly call 
my classmates friends but our group seemed to get along fine 
collectively. Then again though, if Horikita was choosing isolation 
voluntarily then perhaps she's more content than I am. 

I picked up a basket and dropped some basic necessities into it. I 
went for the cheaptest options because I didn't feel the need to be 
overly luxurious. I glanced in Horikita's direction and noticed she 
had also chosen the cheap options. 

"I thought girls usually made a fuss over what kind of shampoo 
they bought." 

"Well, that depends on the person, doesn't it? I'm the sort who 
doesn't know when you might need money," she replied. 

She shot me an icy glare that seemed to say, Could you please not 
inspect other people's purchases without their permission? 

"So, what was your first day here like?" I asked in an attempt to 
further the conversation. 

"You don't seem like the kind of person to care about that." 

"I'm just trying to make small talk." 

".. I see. The opening ceremony was tedious, as was my 
classroom. Everyone decided to do introductions so I made a swift 
departure." she finally responded. 

"You're going to be here for the next three years you know. Are 
you sure you want to be alone for that much time?" 

"I've been alone for pretty much my entire life. Another three 
years is nothing to me," she told me a rather depressing fact. 

"And what about you? I suppose you have already made a number 
of friends in the double-digits, which is why you're lecturing me, 
right?" she continued in a challenging tone. 

"Ah, well, uh, not exactly..." Was all I could say 

"That's the difference between you and I then. I am alone by 
choice, whereas you are alone because your social skills are tragic." 

Ouch. 

The ding sound that signifies when the door is opened 
reverberated in my ears, and I looked over to the entrance. 
Someone from my class had entered the store. 

"Hey, Ayanokoji. So, you came here too?" 

"I guess I was just curious," I responded. 

He took a few seconds to look between me and Horikita, before 
speaking again. 

"Don't tell me, you two are already dabbling in the dating scene?" 


he asked. 

"Me, with this guy? Don't joke around." Horikita said coldly. 

"You don't have to be so harsh about it," I sighed exasperatedly. 

The new arrival smiled at our antics, and turned to address 
Horikita. 

"I'm Yagami Light, AyanokOji's classmate." 

"Why does everybody feel the need to introduce themselves at 
every opportunity?" Horikita asked incredulously. 

Light and I shared a quick glance. 

"That'd be because it's social etiquette. Do you really think you 
can get far with that attitude?" I responded. 

"I can get farther than you all on my own, thank you very much. I 
don't need your concern." 

Light looked at me with a smug grin just before he was about to 
speak. Somehow, I felt like I knew what he was going to say. 

"You've gotten yourself quite the interesting girlfriend, AyanokOji. 
What's her name?" he asked. 

He had purposely said that and asked me for her name rather 
than asking her directly to get under her skin. And it seemed to 
have worked, as Horikita's expression turned to one of irritation. I 
decided to play along. 

"She's called Horikita. Quite the Ice Queen, isn't she?" I replied. 

"What could you two idiots possibly be talking about, I wonder," 
Horikita said, clearly annoyed. 

I was about to retort when something caught my interest. Some 
toiletries and food had been tucked away in the corner of the 
convenience store. At first glance, they appeared to be the same as 
the other items, but there was one big difference. 

"Hey what's up with that," I said, pointing towards the clearance 
bin in the corner. 

"Free?" 

Horikita obviously also thought it was strange. Her irritated 
expression was replaced by a quizzical one. Light, on the other 
hand, just kept his relaxed smile. He probably already had an idea 
of why a store on campus would have free necessities. 

"They must be emergency relief supplies for students who use up 
their points. This school is so incredibly lenient," I said 

"What kind of idiot could burn through 100,000 yen in a month?" 
Horikita asked condescendingly. 

My eyes met Light's and we both understood the same thing. 
Despite the air of superiority that surrounds Horikita, she hadn't 
noticed anything suspicious about the S System yet. 

"Hey, shut it! Just wait a sec! I'm looking for it right now!" 

A sudden, loud voice dornwed out the store's peaceful 


background music. 

"Come on, hurry up. You have a line of people waiting on you!" 

"Oh, yeah? Well, if they have any complaints, they can take it up 
with me!" 

Apparently, trouble was brewing by the register. A dispute had 
broken out between two young men who were glaring at each 
other. I didn't recognize either of them, but one stood out as a well- 
built man with striking red hair. He had a thoroughly ill-tempered 
look on his face and his hands were full of noodle cups. 

I was about to approach him and speak up, but Light grabbed my 
arm and stopped me. 

"He's clearly forgotten his student ID card. You were about to do 
something stupid like offering to pay for him, weren't you?" 

It appears that Light had seen right through my intentions. I 
didn't think it was a particularly big deal, though. 

"It's a few noodle cups. They're only around 150 yen each," I 
replied. 

Light just looked at me and shrugged, as if to say Whatever, you 
do you. 

I approached him and spoke up. 

"What's going on here?" 

"Huh? Who are you?" 

I had meant to appear amicable, but the guy with red hair 
scowled at me. Apparently, he was under the mistaken impression 
that I was an enemy. 

"My name's Ayanokoji. I just asked because it sounded like there 
was trouble." 

At my explanation, the red-haired guy looked somewhat pacified 
and lowered his voice a little. "Oh. Gotcha. I forgot my student ID 
card. Forgot that it pretty much acts as our money from now on, 
too." 

I looked at his empty hands. He'd put the noodle cups away. He 
started to leave, probably heading back to the dorms, where he'd 
likely forgotten his card. To be honest, the fact that the student ID 
card was necessary for payment hadn't clicked in my head until 
Light mentioned it, either. 

"I can pay for you. I mean, it'd be annoying if you had to head all 
the way back to the dorms. I don't mind." 

"That's true. You're right, it'd be absolutely annoying. Thanks." 

The store wasn't particularly far from the dorms, but by the time 
he got back there would be a long line of students buying lunch. 

"My name's Sudo," he said. "Thanks for helping me out. I owe 
you." 

"Nice to meet you, Sudo." 


Sudo handed me his noodle cup, and I walked over to the hot 
water dispenser. After watching our short exchange, Horikita 
sighed, aghast. 

"You're acting like a pushover from the start. Do you intend to 
become his servant? Or are you doing this to make friends?" she 
asked. 

"You know, people sometimes do things just to help another 
person out." Light interjected. 

"That's right. I wasn't particularly planning on becoming his 
friend." 

"You don't seem to be afraid." Horikita observed. 

"Afraid? Why? Because he looks like a delinquent?" I asked. 

"A normal person would try to keep someone like him at a 
distance." 

"But Horikita, he doesn't look like an especially malicious person, 
he just seems a bit short-tempered. Besides, you don't look scared 
either." Light said in his usual, relaxed tone. 

"Obviously, that's because only defenseless people would be 
frightened. If he acted violently, I could easily keep him in check." 

"Easily, huh?" Light said with a raised eyebrow. 

"We'd better finish up here. We'll be a nuisance to other 
customers if we linger around." I said before Horikita had the 
chance to snap at Light's remark. 

They both nodded in agreement so we presented out student ID 
cards to the machine by the register. Since we didn't have to deal 
with small change, our transaction was fast and efficient. 

"You really can use it like money..." I said to no one in particular. 

My receipt showed the price of each item and the remaining 
amount of points. The payment had gone through without any 
problems. I poured hot water into my noodle cup while Light and I 
waited for Horikita. I'd thought it might be tricky, but opening the 
lid and pouring hot water up to the line was simple enough. 

Anyway, this school was certainly eerie. 

What merit could every student possibly have that would warrant 
such a massive allowance. Considering that there were about 160 
people enrolled in my grade, that means that the school had forked 
out 16,000,000 yen to the first-years alone this month. Even for a 
government-supported school, that amount seemed quite excessive. 

"How does this school benefit from giving us this much money?" 

"They probably wouldn't." Light said nonchalantly. 

Horikita, having just finished paying, shot him a quizzical look. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" 

"Just what I said. This school probably wouldn't benefit from 
giving every student 100,000 yen a month." 


It seemed like Light was dropping a few more subtle hints for 
Horikita, but it seemed that she had no interest in looking for a 
hidden meaning in his words. She just stared at him like he was an 
idiot. 

"Ah, whatever. Forget I said anything," Light sighed. 

"I won't tell either of you what to do, but I'd advise against 
wasting money. It's difficult to fix frivolous spending habits. Once a 
person gets used to an easy life, they find they need more and more. 
When you lose it, the shock can be great," Horikita said. 

I had no intention of wasting my points on miscellaneous junk, 
and I had no doubt that Light didn't either. After paying and exiting 
the store, I found Sudo seated outside, waiting for me. When I saw 
him, he gently waved me over. I waved in return, feeling somewhat 
embarassed, yet happy. 

"Are you really going to eat here?" I asked him. 

"Of course. It's just common sense." 

Sudo perplexed me with his matter-of-fact reply. Horikita sighed 
in exasperation. 

"I'm going back. I'll be stripped of my dignity if I spend more time 
here," she said. 

"What do you mean ‘dignity'? We're just high school students. 
We're ordinary. Or, what, are you the high-born daughter of some 
noble family or something?" 

Horikita didn't flinch at Sudo's harsh tone. Seemingly irritated, 
Sudo set his noodle cup on the ground and stood. 

"Huh? Hey, listen to people when they're talking to you! Hey!" he 
said. 

"What's his problem? He just sudenly got angry." Horikita said 
this to me and Light, completely ignoring Sudo. This was apparently 
too much for Sudo, who started to shout. 

"Hey, get over here! I'll smack that smug look off your face!" he 
yelled. 

"Hey, while it's true that Horikita is pretty rude you're also taking 
this too far." Light said. 

It was apparent that Sudo's patience had run out. "Huh? What 
was that? She has a bratty, obnoxious attitude. That's bad, 
especially for a girl!" 

"For a girl? That's rather outdated thinking. Ayanokoji, I would 
advise you not to become his friend," Horikita said. With that, she 
turned her back on Sudo. 

"Hey, wait! You shitty girl!" 

"Calm down." I help Sudo back as he actually tried to grab 
Horikita. She made her way in the direction of the dorms without 
stopping or glancing back. 


"What the hell is her deal? Goddamn it!" he shouted. 

"There are many different types of people, you know." I said. 

"Yeah and besides, your attitude wasn't exactly praiseworthy 
either." Light added. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Sudo glared at Light. 

Still staring at Light, Sudo ripped the cover from his noodle cup 
and began eating. Just a little while ago, he'd fought in front of the 
register, too. He probably had a short fuse. 

"Hey, you guys first years? This is our spot." 

As Sudo slurped his ramen, three boys called out to us. They 
seemed to have just come out of the same store and were carrying 
the same brand of noodle cups. 

"Who are you? I was already here. You're in the way. Get lost," 
Sudo barked. 

"You certainly have a way with words, Sudo." Light said 
sarcastically. 

"You hear this guy? 'Get lost,’ he says. What a cocky little first- 
year punk." 

The three laughed in Sudo's face. Sudo shot up, slamming his 
noodle cup against the ground. The broth and noodles splashed 
everywhere. I heard Light stifle a laugh from beside me. I knew he 
was going to make fun of me for buying Sudo those noodles later, 
but I ignored him for now. 

"First-year punk,' huh? You tryin' to make fun of me, huh?!" 

Sudo had an extremely short fuse. If I had to guess, he was the 
type to immediately threaten anyone or anything that crossed him. 

"You're awfully mouthy, considering we're second-year students. 
We already put out bags here, see?" 

Plop! With those words, the second-year students put down their 
bags and guffawed loudly. 

"See, our stuff's here. Now, beat it," one of them said. 

"You got a lot of guts, asshole." 

Sudo didn't back down, unfazed by being outnumbered. It looked 
like fists were going to fly at any moment. I, of course, didn't want 
any part of it and I'm sure Light didn't either. 

"Oh, wow, scary. What class are you in? Wait, never mind. I think 
I know. You're in Class D, aren't you?" 

"Yeah, so what?" Sudo snapped. 

The upperclassmen students exchanced glances and burst into 
laughter. Seeing this, Light and I also exchanged glances, as if to say 
That wasn't just a guess, right? 

"You hear that? He's in Class D! I knew it! It was a dead 
giveaway!" 

"Huh? What's that supposed to mean? Hey!" 


As Sudo barked at them, the boys grinned and stepped 
backwards. 

"Aw, you poor things. Since you're 'defective,' we'll let you off the 
hook, just for today. Let's get going, guys." 

It appears Light and I had been lumped in with Sudo. 

"Hey, don't run away! Hey!" Sudo shouted. 

"Yeah, yeah, keep on yapping. You guys'll be in hell soon enough 
anyway." 

Be in hell? 

They appeared calm and composed. I wondered what they'd 
meant. Previously, I'd been certain this school would be filled with 
upper-class young men and women, but there seemed to be plenty 
of rowdy, combative people like Sudo or those upperclassmen. 

"Ah, damn it! If those had been nice second-year students, or cute 
girls, that would've been great. Instead, we had to deal with those 
annoying morons." 

Sudo didn't bother to clean up his mess. He thrust his hands into 
his pockets before heading back. I looked at the wall outside the 
convenience store, discovering two surveillance cameras. 

"That might lead to problems later," I muttered. 

Light seemed to agree, as he reluctantly bent down and started to 
help me pick up the cup and clean up the mess. Come to think of it, 
as soon as those second-year students found out Sudo was in Class 
D, their attitudes had changed. Although it ate at me, I couldn't 
explain it. 


AVAVAVWA 


I made idle conversation with Light as we headed back towards 
the dormitory, our homes from that day onward. 

"It appears we've been blessed with a rather valuable hint," Light 
said. 

"Yeah. We should let our classmates know tomorrow." I replied. 

"Speaking of our classmates, what's your impression of them, 
Ayanokoji?" he asked me. 

My impression of my classmates, huh? Although I hadn't spent 
much time with them at all, I had already begun to paint a picture 
of what they were like in my head. It was much easier to do so 
when you have six classmates, as opposed to the usual thirty-nine. 

"Shiro has caught my interest the most," I said. 

"Really, why's that?" 

"I take it you aren't a chess player then, Light. During Blank's 
game against Lelouch, she displayed extraordinary calculative 
abilities. Her moves were played with utmost accuracy." 


"Ah, that's right. I have played a bit of chess but never really 
studied it seriously." 

"Who are you most interested in then, Light?" I asked him. 

"Definitely, it would have to be Sora. He claimed to be a shut-in 
his whole life but had no problem speaking up to our class. 
Additionally, his deductive reasoning is very impressive especially 
since he had barely anything to go on and he didn't look like he had 
thought that hard about it at all. Oh, and his one move during that 
chess game seemed to really shake Lelouch up. I can't help but be 
intruiged by him." 

"I'd be inclined to agree, Sora is also very enigmatic. But then 
again, our whole class is enigmatic." 

Class 1-E was shrouded in mystery. Ishihara-sensei had told us we 
were an ‘experimental class' but refused to elaborate on what 
exactly that meant. Additionally, we were supposedly made up of 
generational talents which would pique almost anyone's interest. 

"That's true," Light said with a small laugh. 

"Oh, right, Ayanokoji," he called out to me. "Can I have your 
contact info? I think it will be a good idea for us to establish 
connections within our class as soon as possible." 

He was definitely right about that. If our deductions about being 
disadvantaged and having to compete against other classes was 
true, then we'll have to do everything we can possibly do to make 
up for that. Establishing trust and relationships between the 
students of Class E was one of those vital things. 

After exchanging contact information with Light, I received a 
keycard for Room 401 in the dorms and a handbook containing 
information about the dorm's rules. It seemed that Light's room was 
on a different floor than mine, so I split off from him on the 
elevator and made my way to my room. 

"So they don't place restrictions on electricity or gas usage?" 

I'd initially assumed that the school would deduct the cost from 
our points. This school really went to great lengths to have a perfect 
system for its students. However, I was a little surprised that they'd 
implemented co-ed dormitories. After all, this was high school, so 
the rules stated that unsuitable romantic relationships were frowned 
upon. In short, sex was strictly forbidden... obviously. I mean, a 
member of the clergy wouldn't say that engaging in illicit sexual 
activity was okay. 

I lay on my bed and thought about everything I'd learned in this 
short day. I'd met a very intruiging group of classmates and 
seemingly made my first friend, in Light. This school seemed to 
operate in a very luxurious yet mysterious fashion, and I felt that 
our class had only scratched the surface when it comes to 


deciphering the inner workings of the school. 

Most importantly though, I was finally free. When I wanted to eat 
something, I could eat it. When I wanted to do something, I could 
do it. I almost didn't want to graduate. Before being accepted, I'd 
honestly thought I would've been fine either way, that the 
difference between passing and failing would have been trivial. But 
my true feelings finally welled up. I was glad to have been admitted 
here. 

This is the start of my new life, my chance to redefine myself. For the 
first time since I can remember, I am truly excited. 


A/N: 5398 words! A bit of a quiet chapter compared to 
chapter 1, but some downtime was necessary for me to set up 
the next few chapters. 

I should have another chapter out in a day or two, maybe 
three. I tend to favour longer chapters over more regular 
updates because I think it allows each update to be better and 
also gives a better structure to the story. Next one should be 
the longest yet, since there's quite a lot to go over. 

The first day has roughly followed the events of the original 
Light Novel - after all, there's not too much that can happen 
this early on. Expect some unique developments and subplots 
to come up in the upcoming chapters though. 

Thanks for reading <3 


Chapter 1-3: The Strongest Weapon 


Ayanokoji's POV 

Our second day of school - well, technically our first day of class, 
was mostly spent going over the course objectives. All of our class 
was listening with completely blank expressions except for 
Kururugi, who appeared to be much more invested in the 
explanations than everyone else. I'd expected the classes to be quite 
intense, but they were very laid-back; so laid-back that it was 
suspicious. 

I took in the relaxed atmosphere and soon it was lunchtime. After 
sensei left we could hear all the students from the other classes 
disappearing from the school building. Class E, however, made no 
movements after our instructor left. I suppose, due to the nature of 
our class, no one has had a chance to make new acquaintances. 

"Can I share some knowledge while everyone is here?" 

I decided to take the initiative and speak up for the first time. 

"Of course. Knowledge is the most powerful weapon, after all." 
Sora said with his signature grin. 

I proceeded to recount the events that occurred the previous day, 
when Sudo, Light and I were confronted by three upperclassmen 
and how they had implied that they knew he was in Class D just 
from the way he acted and that we would 'be in hell soon’. 

"Though it was just some upperclassmen mocking one of the new 
students, I think we can deduce quite a bit from what they said." I 
finished my explanation. 

The other Class E students took a minute or so to think through 
everything I had told them. Before long, Sora asked me a question. 

"You said that they were very deliberate with their emphasis on 
the word 'defective,' right?" 

"That's right." I replied. 

"Hmm... Could it be that this school purposely accepts lesser 
students and sorts them all into Class D?" Sora mused. 

"I doubt they would do that, it seems a bit too shallow. Thinking 
about what we've learned today and taking into account the 
deductions we made on the first day..." Lelouch began, "Perhaps 
your class is a sign of status? Like, being in Class A is a sign of 
superiority whereas Class D is viewed as a 'defective' class?" 

"I feel like we're still missing a piece. If anything, we can 


probably confirm that the closer your Class' letter is to A, the more 
elite you're viewed as, with the lowest class, Class D, viewed as the 
trash of the school. It probably somehow ties in to our discussion 
yesterday about classes competing against each other somehow but 
we're missing a crucial link to piece it all together." Sora said. 

Sora was right. While we certainly had some clues - the fact that 
Ishihara-sensei said it would be an issue if we were all put into one 
of the normal classes together, and the fact that upperclassmen 
students view Class D as 'defective.' I had no doubt that these hints 
were linked somehow but, as Sora said, we were still missing a vital 
piece of the picture. 

"It would be cruel for students to be arbitrarily sorted into Class 
D, and then treated as defective for the next three years." Shiro said 
in her voice which was almost a whisper. 

In a normal classroom, her voice would probably be drowned out 
by classroom ambience like phones and chatter during this time. 
However, Class E is usually silent and there is never more than one 
person talking at a time. If anything, it makes discussion in our 
class very easy and inclusive, even for someone like me who hasn't 
had much social experience. 

"I agree. Hey Ayanokoji, do you think it's possible that those 
upperclassmen were simply talking nonsense?" Light addressed me, 
probably because I was the one present with him at the time. 

"It's doubtful. Something like that isn't something a person would 
just say for no reason. Also, the upperclassmen were right in their 
‘deduction’ that Sudo is in Class D which means that even if they 
were just saying random things to trick us first-years, it would only 
have a 25 percent chance of working considering there are normally 
four classes. And from the way they were acting, there must've been 
some reason for them to believe that there was a good chance Sudo 
is in Class D purely based on their short interaction." 

I voiced my honest opinion on the matter. I don't think that those 
upperclassmen were the type at all to play some elaborate trick on 
the first-years that has a low chance of working. It's infinitely more 
likely that they were simply trying to provoke Sudo by being cyptic 
- in other words, they were insulting Sudo using insults that only 
someone who knew how this school worked would understand. 

"Hey I may be wrong because my deductive ability isn't genius- 
level like all you guys', but if what we discussed about classes 
competing against each other is true and if the lesser students truly 
are sorted into Class D, wouldn't that make the competitions very 
lopsided?" Kururugi added. 

"Yes. Under those circumstances, I would imagine it to be 
immensly difficult for Class D to compete with the other classes." 


Ryuzaki spoke for the first time. 

He was still sitting in his strange posture, more perched on the 
edge of his seat than actually sitting in it. He was similar to me in 
the sense that he doesn't actively join conversations often, rather he 
is mostly a passive observer only adding his opinion in every once 
in a while. I got the impression though that unlike me, who is 
simply bad at socializing, Ryuzaki had a different reason for staying 
quiet and constantly observing. 

"Also, what would that mean for our class. E is below D in the 
alphabet, after all," Lelouch pointed out. 

"Abh that didn't even cross my mind. If we get harassed because 
of our stupid class letter then I'm going to be seriously annoyed!" 
Sora complained as he defeatedly slumped over his desk. 

"Don't worry. I'm sure there's more to it, like you said earlier 
we're still missing some information." Light comforted him. 

"You know, if we are assuming that we do indeed have to 
compete against other classes, that the lower classes are inferior to 
the higher classes and there is a missing link between these two 
assumptions, could it be that we have to steal our position in the 
hierarchy from the other classes via these competitions?" 

Lelouch came to such a conclusion. It certainly wasn't a bad 
deduction if we assume all of our previous deductions are also 
correct. At this point, we don't know enough to either confirm it or 
write it off. There was one glaring hole in Lelouch's theory though 
that I couldn't help but point out. 

"The issue with that idea is incentive. If Class D is viewed as the 
worst then that means that Class A would be the best, right? But for 
what reason would anyone want to be in Class A as opposed to 
Class D? It's just a difference in letter, and I doubt the classes would 
interact with each other outside of the hypothetical competitions." I 
said. 

"There could be a million different reasons why. Or maybe none 
at all. We simply don't know enough," Sora said. 

His tone screamed 'I've thought so much in the last ten minutes that I 
don't want to think again ever,' but as if a switch had just been 
flicked, his face regained it's signature smug look and his voice 
returned to its usual confident tone as he continued speaking. 

"On the topic of knowledge, we need to gather intel on not only 
the school itself but the other classes as well. This small piece of the 
puzzle Ayanokoji gave us has piqued my interest in Class D so I'm 
going to go pay them a visit with Shiro after our last class. Can you 
guys investigate classes A through C? I have nothing to do after 
school and I doubt any of you do either, so I'd like to arrange a 
meeting for this evening. Give me all your contact info and I'll make 


a group chat. I'll text where to meet tonight and at what time later." 

"So you're taking charge are you?" Lelouch smirked. 

"I'm merely suggesting an idea. But only an idiot would fight a 
battle without knowing anything about their enemy," Sora said 
arrogantly, clearly challenging Lelouch's smirk. 

"Very well, I'll follow your suggestion. I have nothing better to do 
anyway. Here's my contact info. I'll take Suzaku with me after 
school and have a look at Class C." 

Saying that, Lelouch chucked his phone across the room - from 
his desk, the second in the row, to Sora's, the sixth in the row. 
Miraculously, both the throw and catch were perfect and Sora took 
out his own phone to input Lelouch's contact information. 

"Tll check out Class A. Would you mind accompanying me, 
Light?" 

Surprisingly, Ryuzaki volunteered and asked for Light to go with 
him. I had thought Ryuzaki would be like me and just go with what 
we're given. Could he have a reason for volunteering now? I was 
also secretly hoping to go with Light since he was by far the one in 
this class I had spoken to the most - it looks like my hopes were 
swiftly crushed though. I would have to gather intel on my own... 
How troublesome. 

"I guess that leaves me with Class B," I sighed. 

After typing in what I assume was Light's contact information, 
Sora walked over to my desk and handed Lelouch's phone back to 
him on the way past. 

"Give me your contact info as well, Ayanokoji. With that, I'll have 
at least one from each espionage group. Lelouch can add Suzaku 
when they leave after class and Light can do the same with 
Ryuzaki." 

"Sure." I simply replied, handing over my phone. 

Sora took a few seconds to add my contact information to his 
phone and then handed mine back to me. He's quite fast at using 
that, I couldn't help but think. 

"No one is expecting a detailed rundown, but at least try to find 
out the general social standings of each class. Even that information 
will be useful to us down the line. Another disadvantage to having a 
seven-student class is the lack of access we have to the social 
networks in this school, so this operation is a vital kickstarter! If 
anyone fails to gather any knowledge at all then it'll be 
inconvenient so, uh, don't do that." 

Sora fumbled the end of his minature speech, but everyone seems 
to have gotten the message. It seems like I will have to make sure to 
complete my task. If I fail to find out anything at all, it seems like it 
will be very bothersome for me. It doesn't help that I'm alone and I 


have almost no experience talking to people. This little mission of 
mine seems like it will put me to the test in the worst way possible 
for me - social skills. 

"Nii, I'm hungry. We have enough time to go and get lunch." 
Shiro tugged her brother's sleeve. 

Cute. 

With that, the siblings left the classroom. I was thinking of just 
staying in the classroom until the next period starts, until a voice 
rang out over the speakers. 

"At five PM Japan Standard Time today, we will be holding a 
student club fair in Gymnasium No. 1. Students interested in joining 
a club, please gather in Gymnasium No. 1. I repeat--" 

A girl with a sweet voice continued the announcement. Club 
activities, huh? Come to think of it, I'd never joined a club before. 

This could be a good opportunity for me to gather some intel 
about Class B, I suppose. Seeing who decides to take the initiative 
to go the the club fair and who just follows the crowd could give 
me a good idea of the social structure of the class. Thinking that, I 
set out towards the 1-B classroom. 

I found my way to the 1-B classroom and noticed something 
almost immediately through the window. One girl seemed to be 
attracting the attention of the entire class, boys and girls alike. She 
was attractive, with strawberry-pink hair and very generous 
proportions. She looked very bubbly, and seemed to give off an 
infectious, bright aura. I had no doubt that she was the one who 
had become the leader of class B. 

Of all the ways to become the leader of something, doing so by 
simply being friendly and trustworthy was certainly one of the 
harder ways to do it, so this girl had my respect already. Gaining 
the admiration and intimate trust of an entire class in just two days 
was definitely not an easy task - in fact, it was something that I'd 
never be able to do. 

It seemed that the strawberry girl had likely asked her class to 
stay in during lunch so she can discuss something with them. I 
briefly wondered what a class could possibly need to discuss during 
the second day of school. It may be hypocritical coming from a 
Class E student, but I couldn't imagine any reason why an entire 
class would need to come together for a dicussion this early into a 
new school year. It couldn't be anything that important, right? At 
the very least, it probably didn't concern me in the slightest. 

I came to the sudden realization that I probably looked very 
conspicuous just hanging around outside another class' classroom. I 
already got some good information regarding Class B and now I just 
had to swiftly depart. If someone in Class B spotted me, the entire 


class would likely become aware that I had been watching them; if 
that were to happen it could turn out very troublesome. 

I was just about to make my stealthy exit when I was struck by 
misfortune. A bright, cheery voice called out to me from behind. 

"Hey, are you waiting for someone from Class B?" 

Damn. If I don't watch what I say I could be in trouble here. 

It was a girl of average height - she had short beige-colored hair 
and a rather well-endowed figure. Similarly to Class B's leader, she 
emitted an aura of excessive friendliness. All things considered, I 
found her to be quite attractive. 

"Oh, uh, no I'm just a little lost. I missed the first day of school 
and I was just looking for a friend who is in one of the other 
classes." 

It was possibly the most pathetic excuse any human had ever 
given and I was sure that the girl would see right through my lie, 
but she surprisingly showed an expression of understanding. I 
couldn't tell if she was just overly-friendly or gullible. Perhaps a mix 
of both. 

"Ah I see. Even though it's only the second day, I've already 
gotten a lot of people's contacts. Maybe I can help you reach them? 
What's their name?" She asked, getting closer to me as she spoke. 

This girl could get close to people as if they were friends for years 
when meeting someone for the first time. Of course, someone cute 
and cheery like her that could do that would easily become 
extremely popular and would quickly accumulate contacts. This is 
what Sora was referring to when he said that Class E lacked 
convenient access to social networks in the school. I'd overlooked 
this and found myself in quite an awkward situation, but I was too 
far in to back out now. I chose to give the one name that I thought 
would cause the least damage. 

"Horikita Suzune," I said, acting as natural as I could. 

After hearing that name, the girls face stiffened up. Though it was 
only for a flash and she was quickly back to her normal, jovial 
expression, it was enough for me to notice. I was wondering what 
the reason for this reaction could be, but it turned out I didn't have 
to wait long to find out. 

"Oh. That's... the one contact that I don't have in my class..." she 
said, her gaze lowered. 

So that was it. Knowing Horikita, she had probably acted cold 
towards her classmates and rejected any advances. This girl, who 
acted friendly towards anyone, was probably quite hurt by 
Horikita's attitude. I envisioned her saying something like I dont 
have any desire to be friends with people like you. Leave me alone. In 
my head. 


"It's fine. I'm sure I'll be able to find her eventually. Thanks for 
your concern, though." I said in an attempt to lift her spirits. 

She looked back up at me, seemingly rejuvinated, and spoke in 
her bright voice once again. 

"I'm Kushida Kikyo from Class 1-D. Nice to meet you!" she said 
with a smile. 

"Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. Pleasure to meet you as well." 

I seriously suck at introducing myself. 

"Can I have your contact information? I've made it my goal to be 
friends with everyone at this school you see," she asked. 

That was quite the ambitious goal. But, if I had to say one person 
who I think could do it, it would be Kushida. 

"Sure," I said, handing her my phone. 

She entered my contact information into her phone and then gave 
it back to me. 

"Well, I promised some of my classmates that I'd join them for 
lunch so I'd better get going." I lied. 

Matters could get even more annoying than they already are if I 
stick around here. Class B won't stay inside their classroom forever 
and if I'm seen with who I presume is one of the most popular girls 
in the school here misunderstandings could arise. I turned my back 
to Kushida and began to walk away, but- 

Kushida grabbed my hand as I tried to leave. This definitely 
wasn't something most people would do the first time they meet 
someone, especially someone of the opposite sex. 

"Say, Ayanokoji-kun..." she began in a more timid voice than 
usual. 

"What is it?" 

"You said you were friends with Horikita-san right? Could you 
maybe help me get her contact? She looks really lonely during class 
and she never speaks to anyone. She's rejected my attempts to 
befriend her so far but you've already become her friend. Will you 
help me, Ayanokoji-kun?" 

Kushida wholeheartedly asked me while holding my hand and 
looking at me with pleading eyes. I really didn't want to get mixed 
up in even more trouble than I already was by even mentioning 
Horikita, but... There probably isn't a man alive with the willpower 
to reject this cute girl's plea for help. I sighed internally. 

"Alright. I'll help you befriend Horikita." 

"Thank you, Ayanokoji-kun!" she exclaimed, grabbing hold of my 
arm. 

I became acutely aware of Kushida's... generous assets as she 
hugged my arm. This girl was very trusting, to act this intimate 


with someone of the opposite sex that she'd just met a few minutes 
ago. This wasn't a good situation to be in. If some of the other boys, 
especially the ones in Class D, saw me right now, I'd probably get 
lynched. 

"Hey, uh, Kushida, could you let go?" I asked uncertainly. 

"Aha, sorry if I made you uncomfortable." 

"It's not that it's just... People could misunderstand if they saw 
us." 

"But we could just tell them otherwise and then it would be 
cleared up, right?" 

No, Kushida. You're way too trusting of people. 

"I guess..." Was all I could say. 

Wow. I really need to work on my conversation skills. 

"T'll text you when I need your help, Ayanokoji-kun! Sorry for 
holding you up." She said with a sweet smile. This girl was 
dangerously cute. 

"Don't worry about it." 

With that, I was finally able to leave. It seems that I'd narrowly 
avoided trouble somehow. At least until Horikita learns that I 
dropped her name and 'friend,' in the same sentence. I felt mentally 
exhausted just thinking about that interaction. 

After lunch I made my way back to Class E and _ half-paid 
attention to what we were being taught. Before long, the end of the 
school day rolled around and we were dismissed. 

"We might as well just meet at the club fair at five, that'll give us 
plenty of time to get a rough outline of the situations in each class 
and it's much more convenient than arranging a meeting later." 
Kururugi said as we stood from our desks. 

"That's true. Is anyone thinking of joining a club?" Light asked. 

Somehow I doubted that anyone in Class E was the type to 
voluntarily increase their workload. That was just my conjecture 
though, perhaps I would be proven wrong. If anyone was going to 
join a club, I think the most likely one would be Kururugi joining 
some athletics-based club. 

Personally I had no interest in joining a club. It seemed like an 
unnecessary burden and would just end up being another thing 
causing me to stand out, which wasn't what I wanted. 

"Who would do something so pointless? Isn't it just a waste of 
time?" Lelouch asked somewhat mockingly. 

"Ordinarily, I'd agree," Ryuzaki said as he was about to leave the 
room, "but there's always a chance this school has some kind of rule 
like 'Club members receive an additional sum of points each month,' or 
something like that." 

It was a reasonable assumption, given everything we've learned 


about this school thus far. I weighed up the risks and rewards in my 
mind. If we didn't join any clubs now and it turned out that being in 
a club came with useful class bonuses, then it would become much 
harder to join since it was likely most clubs - especially the 
competitive ones like basketball for example - were doing trials for 
the first-years around this time. 

On the other hand, if we do all join clubs and it turns out they're 
actually just optional passtimes, then we will end up wasting a lot 
of valuable time. Of course we could always just drop out, but that 
in itself could cause some unwanted attention. 

"Well, no point thinking about it now. I have some class 
espionage to commit, so Shiro and I are heading out. See you all at 
five." Sora said as he left, holding Shiro's hand. 

I felt like I already gathered some useful information during 
lunch - in fact, I don't really know how much more I could learn 
about Class B. At this stage, the end of the second school day, one 
person being the popular centre of attention was probably the 
extent of their class hierarchy. For that reason, I decided to just 
return to my dorm until the club fair started. 


AVAVWAWA 


Horikita's POV 

It was the end of our second day at the Tokyo Metropolitan 
Advanced Nurturing High School. In my class, Class D, the 
atmosphere was extremely relaxed. The teachers were very lenient, 
neglecting to even say anything if a student was sleeping or using 
their phone during the class. 

Social cliques had already began to form; I was not a part of any 
of them, of course. I was alone, just like I had always been. I liked it 
better that way. 

We had just been dismissed and groups of students were chatting 
away about where they wanted to go on campus, what shops they 
were going to visit and so on. Everyone seemed carefree, probably 
already used to the luxurious allowance given to us by the school as 
they formed various social circles within our class. Good for them, I 
suppose. 

I was just going to leave quietly and return to the dormitories. 
There was a club fair at five PM today and it seemed like everyone 
was idly chatting away about what clubs they wanted to join and 
various things like that. I had no interest in even attending the club 
fair. Joining a club meant becoming part of that circle, and I had no 
need for pointless things like friends. 

Just as everyone got up with the intention of leaving, the door to 


our classroom opened from outside. Why would anyone be entering 
the 1-D classroom at this time? Chabashira-sensei had already left 
for the day and since she was our homeroom teacher that meant 
there wouldn't be any teachers coming into our classroom for the 
rest of the day. That meant that it was a student. 

The door swung open and two students nonchalantly strutted into 
our classroom, shutting the door behind them. One was a tall and 
slim boy with spiky, maroon-colored hair and crimson eyes - his 
face was irritably smug for no obvious reason. In his hand, he held 
the hand of a short girl, with long white hair tinted with other 
various colours and inquisitive golden eyes. 

The pair stopped a few steps into the room and took the 
opportunity to gaze around the room. By now, all the Class D 
students had gone quiet and were staring at the pair. Neither of 
them appeared particularly bothered even though they were in a 
foreign classroom being stared at by forty strangers. 

After a few awkward moments of silence, Hirata-kun took the 
initiative like the class golden-boy that he is. 

"Uh, can we help you?" he asked, somewhat hesitantly. 

"So this is the fabled ‘defective class,’ huh?" the boy said in an 
arrogant, condescending tone. 

"Again with that ‘defective,’ crap! What the hell are you on 
about?" Sud6o-kun appeared to lose his temper at the mention of the 
word ‘defective’. 

"Do you know him, Ken?" Ike-kun asked. 

"No, I've never seen him before. But yesterday I had an argument 
with some second-years and they called me defective as well. The 
hell is up with that, huh?!" 

The boy's grin only widened as he watched the interaction 
between my classmates, whereas the girl simply stood with a flat 
expression, still gripping the boy's hand. 

"Don't you know? This school sorts students into classes A 
through D using a system of merit, with A standing at the top. In 
other words, you were all judged as trash." 

"Oh, yeah? Are you picking a fight, you scrawny bastard? I'll beat 
the shit outta you right here!" Sudo-kun exploded. 

I just sighed to myself. Sudo-kun is probably giving the boy the 
exact reaction he wants. 

"Sudo-kun, violence won't solve anything. Also, theres a 
surveillance camera in here. You'll end up in big trouble if you hit 
him." Hirata-kun quelled Sudo-kun's anger. 

"So, can I assume you're the king of the sandpit?" the boy 
mockingly addressed Hirata-kun. 

Hirata-kun however, being the person he wasn't, replied in a calm 


and non-confrontational manner. He was doing his best to steer the 
class away from trouble. All the girls who had been flocking around 
Hirata-kun like moths were now glaring at the boy after he mocked 
Hirata-kun, but he paid them no heed. 

"I'm simply doing my best to be a figure everyone in my class can 
trust and rely on. I'll ask again, can we help you? You clearly didn't 
come here for a friendly conversation." 

"I was simply curious about the 'class of defectives,’ and wanted 
to come and see for myself." the boy replied with a shrug. 

I was starting to get very annoyed with this boy. The way he 
walked in like he owned the place and starting talking down to us 
as if he was some kind of superior human. I didn't realise it at the 
time but I probably had an expression of visible irritation. I couldn't 
help but interject into the conversation. 

"And, who are you to walk in here and look down on us? If 
anything, aren't you the defective one here?" I said. 

"Ah, that's right, my apologies. I forgot to introduce myself. My 
name is Sora and this is my little sister, Shiro." he didn't show any 
reaction to the icy glare I shot him, "As for your second question, 
no, I'm not. Don't tell me you consider yourself to be the best 
student here?" 

"That's right. I'll admit that some students in this class are idiots, 
but you aren't any better. I have no doubt that I'm superior to 
everyone else in this room." 

I insulted both the boy, Sora, and my own classmates which 
earned me a few scowls. Sora, though, just laughed in my face. 

"If you're that 'superior' to everyone else, why are you in Class D?" 

"There's no reason for me to believe what you said about students 
being sorted into classes by merit. That's just a baseless assumption. 
What class are you in, then? If you genuinely believe that and 
you're calling me trash then you must be in the 'mighty' Class A, 
right?" 

I acted like what he was saying was ridiculous, but he had in fact 
planted a seed of doubt in my mind. When I applied to this school I 
thought everyone would be upstanding students with great talents 
like myself, but my class turned out to be just an average high- 
school class. No, perhaps the level of my class is even below an 
average high-school class. 

"That's a secret." Sora merely smirked. 

"How preposterous. You come in here insulting Class D but you 
won't even say your own class?" 

"If you had any brains, you would've quickly realised that since 
Class D is the lowest of all the classes and I'm not in your class then 
I'm obviously in a class superior to yours. The fact that you couldn't 


even infer this much is proof of why you're considered defective by 
the school." 

He said that as if he was lecturing a child. This boy, Sora, 
somehow had managed to get under my skin like no one ever had 
before. I was actually getting worked up by his words. Why? Why is 
that? There's no reason why I should listen to, much less believe, 
anything he's saying. So why is the doubt in the back of my mind 
getting bigger? Why am I so frustrated? 

"Prove it then." I snapped. 

"Prove what?" he said with a grin. 

"Prove that you're superior to me." 

I challenged him. I was confident that I wouldn't lose to many 
both physically and mentally, much less this irritating boy who 
talks too much. In fact, talking is probably the only thing he's good 
at. 

Sora cracked a bigger smile after hearing my challenge, and 
reached his hand into his pocket. Even the girl he was with, that 
hadn't said anything or reacted to anything said so far, showed an 
expression of amusement. They're still looking down on me, then; 
looks like i'll have to correct them - my evaluation was definitely 
higher than Sora's. If it isn't, then it's wrong. 

"We'll use these," Sora said, producing a pack of playing cards. 

"Cards? What are we going to do, play poker?" I shot. 

What was he going to do with playing cards? All eyes in the room 
were trained on Sora now as they awaited his explanation. Even 
Koenji-kun, who normally showed no interest in anything but 
himself, was looking with an amused face. 

Sora sat the cards on Hirata-kun's desk, and motioned for me to 
come over. 

"What is your name?" Sora asked Hirata-kun as I walked over. 

"Hirata YOsuke. Why are you doing this at my desk?" Hirata-kun 
asked, somewhat bewildered. 

Admittedly, I was also confused at Sora's antics. Maybe this is all 
some stupid joke or dare that he's been made to do. By the way the 
situation has developed, though, it seemed unlikely. 

"Hirata, you're probably trusted the most in this class, so you're 
going to be the fair judge of our little game." Sora said as he looked 
at the face down deck of cards set on the table. 

"And what's the name of my brave challenger?" he turned to me 
as I arrived at the desk. 

"Horikita Suzune." 

There was no point hiding my name from him at this point. I was 
too far in to act like I wanted nothing to do with him at this point, 
and Sora would probably find out my name anyway even if I didn't 


tell him. 

"Here's how it's going to work. Both Horikita and I will take a 
chalk and write one card on the blackboard," Sora handed me a 
chalk he had picked up from the teachers podium and motioned 
toward the blackboard. "We'll both write down one card on the 
blackboard, which will act as our guesses. Once we've both written 
our guesses, we'll step back and reveal them to the rest of the 
students here." 

So we were going to be guessing cards? I failed to see how this 
would be an apt contest to determine who is superior, but I knew 
better than to interrupt his explanation. I decided to wait until he 
finished before making any conclusions. 

"Once you reveal your guess, you can't change it. Once both of us 
have settled on a card, Hirata is going to take the card from the 
bottom of the deck and show it to everyone. The winner is the one 
who wrote down the correct, corresponding card. If either both of 
us guessed correctly or neither of us guessed correctly, that card 
will be moved to a seperate discard pile, and we will write new 
guesses and continue the cycle. If we go through the whole deck 
and neither of us have won, the deck will be shuffled by Hirata and 
we will continue in that way." 

The rules of Sora's game sounded simple enough. Although I 
didn't like it, I had to commend him. He had come up with an easy 
to play contest that even someone like Sudo-kun could understand. 
This means that all of Class D will be watching with an 
understanding of what's going on, and no one can complain about 
cheating due to the fact that the rules are simple and neither of us 
are ever touching the deck. 

"Oh and finally, please note that there are no Jokers in the deck." 
he finished. 

"So, it's a memory game?" I thought aloud. 

"Hm?" 

"Obviously, the main premise of this game of yours is memory, 
right? At the start, the chances of guessing the right card are very 
low. However, as the deck gets smaller, your chances of guessing 
the right card go up depending on how many cards you can 
remember that have already been shown." 

Some of my classmates looked impressed by my deduction, 
namely the ones like Sudo-kun, whereas many of the others like 
Kushida-san and Yukimura-kun wore an expression that said I was 
thinking the same thing. Sora merely smiled and didn't respond to my 
words. 

"Just to clarify, no external help is allowed. So, none of your 
classmates are allowed to help you by remembering cards for you. 


Everyone except for Horikita, Hirata and me will be a silent 
observer." 

"Right. The rules of your game do seem fair, Sora-kun." Hirata- 
kun said which many students, especially the girls, seemed to 
agreed with. 

"But isn't it just a stupid game of luck? Even if you do remember 
a few cards, in the end it will just be whoever happens to guess 
right first. How is this testing either of their skill?" Kariuzawa-san 
said the question that was on everyone's mind. 

"If you think like that, you will be defective forever. There is no 
such thing as luck in this world." Sora said cryptically. Kariuzawa 
and some of her friends glared at him. 

If you ask me, that's quite an absurd thing to say. There's no such 
thing as luck? Even a child could clearly see that this wasn't the 
case - you need to look no further than a simple coin flip for proof. 

Most of the class looked at Sora like he was an idiot, but he paid 
no attention to their gazes and instead looked directly into my eyes. 
His crimson red eyes seemed like they weren't looking at me, rather, 
they were looking through me, as if they were deconstructing my 
entire being. It was uncomfortable, to say the least. 

"Anyway, let's start." Sora turned his back to me and approached 
the blackboard. 

I did the same and walked towards the other side of the 
blackboard. This was a game about memorizing previously drawn 
cards in order to improve your chance of guessing correctly each 
round. That being said, it was unlikely for a card to be guessed 
before at least half of them have been revealed already. Even then, 
the chances would still be 1/26, or just below 4 percent. 
Realistically, one could only expect the correct card to be guessed 
when we were down to around ten cards in the deck. 

At that stage, remembering all the cards that have been discarded 
already would be crucial. If you only remembered a few, then you 
would have almost no chance of guessing correctly since you could 
only rule out a few possibilities out of the 52 cards. In all 
likelihood, Sora was confident in his own memory which is why he 
proposed a game of this nature. I didn't mind though since beating 
someone on their own turf is always much more enjoyable. 

I put my chalk against the blackboard and started to write. This is 
the very first card, so it doesn't really matter what I guess - I should 
focus most of my energy right now into burning the early revealed 
cards into my memory. It was typically easier to remember a 
collection of items if you always remembered them in the same 
order rather than in an arbitrary fashion, which is why it was 
important that I pay attention to the sequence at the start. 


Six of Diamonds, I wrote on the blackboard. I just plucked a card 
out at random, since every card was still in the deck for the first 
draw. I looked over at Sora and he glanced towards me as well. It 
seemed we had both written our cards down. We both moved away 
from the blackboard over to Hirata-kun's desk, so that everyone 
could see our guesses. 

I turned my gaze over to Sora's side of the blackboard to see what 
he had written. 

Ace of Spades. 

"That's the most mundane card you could've chosen. The Ace of 
Spades is by far the most recognized and named card, couldn't you 
have been a bit more original?" I belittled him. 

"Mhm, you said it yourself. The Ace of Spades is by far the most 
popular playing card. That makes it a logical guess, no?" he 
explained as if it was obvious. 

What kind of logic was that? That's probably the least logical 
reason he possibly could've given for choosing it. Even saying that 
he just wanted to choose his generic favourite card would've been 
more acceptable. 

"Ready?" Hirata-kun asked. 

Sora and I nodded, and Hirata-kun pulled out the card from the 
bottom of the deck. Since it was still face down, he lifted it and 
slowly turned it around. 

Eyes widened around the room, but these expressions quickly 
turned to glares in Sora's direction. I myself was also dumbfounded, 
I found myself just starting at the card between Hirata-kun's 
fingetips. 

"Wh-What..." 

"That doesn't make sense..." 

"He cheated somehow, right?" 

Murmers spread around the students of Class D. This was 
because, of course, the card that Hirata-kun had revealed from the 
bottom of the deck was the Ace of Spades. I slowly lifted my eyes 
and noticed something odd. 

Not only Sora and Shiro, but also Koenji-kun as well didn't look 
surprised at all. Rather, those three all looked as if they knew for a 
fact that the Ace of Spades would be revealed first. But how? Sora 
couldn't have cheated, right? That would make everything he's said 
since entering our classroom immediately discredited, and he didn't 
seem like the type to go to all this effort and theatrics just to be 
labelled a cheater. 

Also, even if he did cheat, that didn't explain why Koenji-kun 
looked like everything went according to his expectations. He 
looked at the card in Hirata-kun's hand with disinterest, as if it was 


nothing to be surprised at. 

"Looks like I win," Sora simply stated. 

"B-but... How?" I queried, still somewhat in a state of shock. 

"Because the card that I guessed was revealed by Hirata." 

"W-well obviously! But how? How were you so confident the Ace 
of Spades would be the first card?" 

A laugh echoed around the classroom, snapping all of the 
incredulous students back to reality. It was Koenji, who took 
interest in his surroundings for the first time. He smiled at Sora and 
somehow, it looked genuine, not like the usual smug smile he wore 
when he spoke to people. 

"Horikita-girl, you along with all of these other defects seemed to 
have fell for Sora-boy's trap right from the beginning." he said 
condescendingly. 

"What the hell are you on about, moron? That Sora bastard 
obviously cheated! Stop acting like we're stupid!" Sud6-kun said, 
clearly outraged by the result. 

"Your existence is hardly beautiful, Red Hair-kun. To anyone who 
had actually been paying attention, this result was obvious." 

"How then? Explain." I demanded in exasperation. 

Seriously. I haven't felt this irritated in a while. Something about 
that smug look Sora has worn ever since he entered the classroom 
just got ten times more annoying. 

"It's simple," everyone's attention was brought back to Sora, who 
began his explanation. "Normally, if you pull a card at random, the 
chance of it being the Ace of Spades is 1/52, or 1.92 percent. 
However, these cards were not pulled out at random; they were 
taken from the bottom of the deck." 

"Yeah, and so what? That doesn't make any god damn difference!" 
Sudo-kun shouted impatiently. 

"Just keep quiet and I'll tell you. You're right that normally, it 
wouldn't make a difference where you pull a card from in a shuffled 
deck - the chance of pulling out the right one doesn't change. 
However, if you aren't dealing with any Jokers, pretty much every 
fresh store-bought deck of playing cards is in the same order. 
Consequently, the chance of the Ace of Spades being pulled first 
from the bottom of the deck wasn't 1.92 percent - in reality it was 
almost a 100 percent chance." 

Everyone went quiet at his explanation, while Koenji remained 
smiling as if he'd just witnessed the best thing to ever happen. 

"Isn't that cheating? You knew the order of the cards. That's not 
fair!" After a couple moments of silence, Karuizawa-san accused. 

"Nii never looked at the cards. He opened them for the first time 
in order to play this game. He didn't actually know for certain that 


the first card would be the Ace of Spades." Shiro spoke for the first 
time since we saw her. 

Her voice was quiet and she spoke in a reserved manner. Coupled 
with her small figure and long tinted white hair, I'm sure most of 
Class D would agree she was very cute if not for the fact that she 
had just helped Sora make a mockery of our class. 

"In other words, I merely used my knowledge of product trends 
and my history of opening a lot of packs of playing cards over the 
years to deduce that the Ace of Spades would have the highest 
chance of being drawn. I never hid any information from you. 
Rather, you simply neglected to gather knowledge before our game 
started." Sora lectured me like that. 

"You were probably making deductions and thinking about things 
like why I had chosen a memory-based game, perhaps I have a good 
memory? You were likely thinking about all sorts of things, but you 
came to the wrong conclusion about the contest due to your lack of 
information. Only an idiot tries to solve a problem without all the 
necessary pieces. Information is the strongest weapon in this world, 
and your neglect to ask about the state of the deck was your 
downfall. Don't try to fight a battle without knowing everything 
first." 

With that, Sora once again took Shiro's hand in his own and 
walked towards the classroom door, leaving Class D unable to even 
utter a single word. He opened the door but, just before taking the 
final steps to leave, turned back to say one last thing to us. 

"May 1st. Chances are, if you continue as you have been, you will 
all have a rude awakening on that day. Later." 

He had walked in with an air of arrogance, and now Sora had left 
with an aura of absolute superiority. All I could do was stare at the 
Ace of Spades, still resting in Hirata-kun's hand. 

Was he trying to teach us a lesson using playing cards? Or was he just 
toying with us? Honestly, I have no idea. 

A/N: 7371 words, the longest chapter yet! I really enjoyed 
writing this unique interaction between Sora and Class D. 
Original scenes are always the most fun to write, in my 
opinion. 

The next chapter will probably be Lelouch and Suzaku's visit 
to Ryiien's class and the club fair and probably also the 
dicussion about Class E's information on all the other classes, 
unless I go overboard and write too much for Lelouch and 
Suzaku's scene which is entirely possible. 

Next chapter should be out in 1-2 days, Thanks all for 
reading <3 


Chapter 1-4: The Tyrant 


Suzaku's POV 

It was currently half-past three in the afternoon, and I was 
standing in a corridor observing a room from a moderate distance 
away. The room in question was the classroom for Class 1-C, and 
the events unfolding through the window certainly betrayed my 
expectations. I had pictured ordinary high-school classrooms as 
having a somewhat relaxed yet upstanding atmosphere. Perhaps it 
was just Class C in particular or maybe all classes at this 'special 
school,' were like this, but this was nothing like what I'd expected. 

The raven-haired boy leaning against the wall next to me seemed 
to hold a similar opinion. His name was Lelouch vi Britannia or, as 
he goes by now, Lelouch Lamperouge. I first met him seven years 
ago and, while we didn't get along very well at first, we quickly 
became close with each other. The two of us, along with Lelouch's 
little sister Nunnally, share a great number of blissful childhood 
memories. 

We were eventually seperated and lost contact due to 
circumstances out of our control, and I'd thought I'd never see 
Lelouch again - that's why I was very surprised when I walked into 
the Class E classroom and saw him sitting there, looking as 
apathetic toward the world as ever. We quickly ended up bickering 
after our reunion, which was nostalgic to say the least. 

Thinking about how I would be spending the next three years 
here at this school with him, I couldn't help but crack a smile. I'd 
been through thick and thin with Lelouch, after all. Having 
someone like that that you can trust with anything, it was 
impossible to not be happy. 

"What are you smiling at? We're on a mission here, you know." 

Lelouch scolded me in a hushed tone, but this only made me grin 
further. 

"Sorry, I was just reminiscing about seven years ago. It's crazy to 
think that we were reunited at this school by pure chance, isn't it?" I 
said in a low voice. 

We spoke quietly so that no one could hear the actual contents of 
our conversation if they happened to pass nearby. To be honest, I 
didn't fully understand why it was so imperative for Class E to gain 
intel on the other classes without being discovered; I'd understood 


from the two conversations our class has had so far that this school 
was by no means ordinary, but these advanced schemes were well 
beyond my understanding. Lelouch, on the other hand, looks to be 
thriving in this environment and actually seems like he's enjoying 
himself, at least somewhat. 

"Yeah. I sure was surprised when you walked through the door. I 
had to do a double take." Lelouch chuckled. 

There was a short lull in our conversation, so I decided to ask him 
the question I had been wondering for the past day. 

"What made you decide to enroll here, Lelouch?" 

"Well, just the fact that it was renowned for being great, I guess. I 
must say, it's surpassed my expectations though. The living standard 
is very luxurious for a high-school student and I actually feel like 
this school might just give me something to put my all into - a goal 
that I can work towards with everything I've got." 

"I see. It's definitely strange seeing you, who was always apathetic 
towards mundane life, looking like you're enjoying yourself." 

Lelouch laughed quietly, but then started talking with a twinge of 
melancholy. 

"Originally, I applied to this school and got accepted. I almost 
decided not to come at the last minute though." 

"Really? Why's that?" I asked. 

"Nunnally would most likely never get accepted into this 
prestigious school. Normally it wouldn't be that big a problem if we 
attended different schools, but when I learned this school had strict 
policies forbidding students from leaving campus or contacting the 
outside world I instantly dropped my plans of enrolling here. I only 
ended up coming in the end because Nunnally was so insistent that 
I should do what I want to do and stop worrying about her. She said 
it would be much more painful to her if I couldn't follow my 
ambitions because of her than if she couldn't see me for three 
years." 

Lelouch explained with a bitter smile. I couldn't help but smile 
myself during the latter half of his explanation. 

"That certainly sounds like something Nunnally would say," I 
said. 

It must've been hard for Lelouch, making the decision between 
his ambitions and his sister. In the end, he came to ANHS after 
being nudged by Nunnally but there's no doubt that Lelouch still 
feels sad at not being able to see his treasured sister. I internally 
vowed to help make sure Lelouch's time at this school was worth it. 

"Yeah, it was just like her," Lelouch said. 

I was about to respond, when he started talking again with a nod 
towards Class C's classroom. 


"Looks like something's about to happen." 

Getting back to the scene that was out of place in what I'd 
imagined a high-school to be like, a tall boy with straight magenta 
hair that stopped just before reaching his shoulders was standing at 
the teachers podium while all the other students sat listening to him 
in silent apprehension. 

A boy with dark green hair suddenly stood up and said something 
we couldn't make out in a raised voice. In response, the magenta- 
haired boy came down from the teacher's podium and calmly 
approached him. 

"You don't think he's going to..?" I whispered to Lelouch, who was 
watching the scene unfold with curiosity. 

"On the contrary, I really do think he's going to," he whispered 
back. 

Upon reaching the green-haired boys desk, the magenta-haired 
boy reached over the desk and grabbed him by the collar. He said 
something, and Green-kun hesitated before throwing a pretty lousy 
punch at Magenta-kun. Magenta-kun easily blocked it and laughed; 
then he proceeded to forcefully drag Green-kun out of his seat. 

I shot towards the classroom without thinking, my insticts telling 
me that I should stop any violence that breaks out, no matter what. 
There's no reason for people to fight each other. 

en 

A firm grab on my arm abruptly stopped me, and I almost fell. 

"Lelouch! What are you doing?" 

"What are you doing? You can't do anything. If you raise your 
hand towards him, you'll get yourself in trouble. There's a 
surveillance camera in every classroom you know." he hissed. 

But I couldn't just stand there and watch innocent students who 
were just trying to live their lives and stand up for themselves get 
beaten by that tyrant. 

"T'll be defending another student!" 

"The school won't see it that way! Plus, that guy clearly has Class 
C under his control. He could easily threaten the student you defend 
and force them to speak against you." Lelouch explained the 
situation rationally. 

"If he tries to threaten them, I'll protect them." I said stubbornly. 

"Don't be a fool! You can't watch over them around the clock! 
There's nothing we can do. Even if you stop this conflict without 
incurring a punishment yourself, he'll just wait until you're not 
there and do the same thing again!" 

I tried to think of a retort, but my mind went blank. Everything 
Lelouch said was spot on. In this situation, recklessly barging into 
their intra-class conflict would benefit nobody. 


"Ah, I didn't think it through. Thanks for stopping me," I said, my 
voice low. 

"Don't worry about it. For now, let's just watch and try to 
decipher that Magenta-kun as much as possible. He's either really 
stupid or really smart and I'd like to find out which it is." 

Lelouch said inquisitively with narrowed eyes. I didn't even 
bother asking how he came to that conclusion; if I did ask, he 
would explain it and then it would seem obvious and I'd feel like an 
idiot. I'm better off just trusting what he says. 

Lelouch and I both returned our full attention to the scuffle. It 
seems that during our brief back-and-forth, Green-kun had been 
defeated and he now sat slumped im his chair with a visible red 
mark on his face. 

"Shouldn't we record this with our phones or something? Oh, and 
that reminds me, you pointed out the surveillance camera right? 
Why is he doing this in plain view of it? Is he stupid or just 
oblivious?" I voiced my genuine confusion. 

"That's what I meant by 'He's either really stupid or really smart,' 
earlier. Class C can't report Magenta-kun to the school because he's 
in their class, meaning there's a chance their own classmates who 
were involved in the fight would also be punished. Additionally, 
there's a non-zero possibility that this school punishes entire classes 
for just a single students actions. Recording this with our phones 
would be equally pointless, as we can't do anything as outsiders to 
the situation. The only way it would be useful is as evidence for if a 
Class C student complained to the school but, as I just mentioned, 
they can't do that." 

Like always, Lelouch had an answer to explain the situation. He 
was very reliable in the sense that he could quickly analyse 
situations and identify what could and could not be done as well as 
short-term objectives that would be necessary to overcome the 
situation. Being able to give a concise rundown like that is an 
extremely useful skill in scenarios where teamwork and man- 
management is necessary. 

"So he can seriously just do whatever he wants and no one can 
stop him?" I asked in slight disbelief. 

"Well, I wouldn't say there's no one that can stop him." Lelouch 
said, pointing through the Class C window. 

I refocused my attention on the situation after having averted my 
gaze to take in what Lelouch had said. I saw straight away what 
Lelouch was alluding to; a very largely built young man with 
sunglasses and a dark skin complexion stood up from his desk and 
looked to challenge Magenta-kun. 

"Obviously, I'm nowhere near as knowledgeable as you when it 


comes to things like this. Do you think that Magenta-kun can beat 
Sunglasses-kun?" Lelouch queried, glancing over at me with his 
sharp amethyst eyes. 

"No, I think he has no chance. Magenta-kun was only able to seize 
power because he wielded violence without hesitation - the other 
students like Green-kun are clearly hesitant to fight which is their 
main weakness." I replied. 

In combat, your mental state is equally as important as your 
physical state. If you didn't want to fight and you were against 
someone ready to strike you without mercy, you would lose almost 
every time unless you have a very big physical advantage. 

And a very big physical advantage is what Sunglasses-kun 
happens to have over Magenta-kun. Even though Magenta-kun 
holds the mental advantage, he doesnt look trained which means 
he's learned a unique style from fighting a lot in the past. 
Consequently, it was extremely unlikely that Magenta-kun had any 
knowledge of how to take down a much bigger opponent with a 
massive build like Sunglasses-kun. 

Magenta-kun didn't show any hesitation even when faced with a 
massive opponent like Sunglasses-kun, and approached him 
fearlessly. The moment he was within striking distance, Magenta- 
kun's right fist shot out like a bullet and flew towards Sunglasses- 
kun's throat. Sunglasses-kun blocked it with his massive right hand 
and whipped his own left hand out in retaliation, which Magenta- 
kun narrowly managed to avoid. 

The difference in power was as clear as day but Magenta-kun 
didn't seem to care at all; he launched a kick which buried itself in 
Sunglasses-kun's abdomen. However, it was an attack that he had 
intended to receive - Sunglasses-kun used the opportunity to grab 
hold of Magenta-kun's leg and pull him in close. 

A look of panic washed over Magenta-kun's face and he could do 
nothing to stop Sunglasses-kun from grabbed him by the collar and 
forcefully slamming him into the wall. Magenta-kun dropped to his 
hands and knees, below the window where we could no longer see 
him. 

"It seems you were right. As expected of you," Lelouch 
complimented my prediction. 

"It was a simple deduction, nothing more." I replied. 

"Maybe to you, but to me who knows nothing about hand to hand 
combat it was an impressive insight backed by sound reasoning. 
You should know what it's like to be in that position, right?" 

It was true. For students like Lelouch and Sora, reading situations 
and deducing information based on what they know even if they 
don't have much was probably second nature. But to me, it was 


amazing no matter how many times I saw it. Lelouch probably had 
a similar feeling when he saw me fight and perform athletics. 

"Oi, is Magenta-kun seriously just going to act like nothing 
happened?" Lelouch said incredulously while looking back at Class 
C. 

Magenta-kun had gotten back up after being winded by 
Sunglasses-kun, who had returned to his seat, and was back at the 
teachers podium lecturing his silent classmates once more. 

"He had probably sensed that Sunglasses-kun wasn't a fan of 
violence from their scuffle," I said. 

At least, that was the likeliest reason. Sunglasses-kun didn't do 
anything that would cause long-term damage, rather he just put 
Magenta-kun out of action for around thirty seconds and returned 
to his chair. He probably didn't want to hurt anyone, even if they're 
trying to hurt him. 

"He's not a fan of violence even though he has that body?" 
Lelouch said in disbelief. 

"Not every strong person is bloodthirsty, you know. I'm also a 
pacifist." 

"You consider yourself strong, then?" 

"If I wasn't, then I really would have nothing going for me." I said 
half-jokingly. 

Lelouch sighed as he stared at Magenta-kun through the window. 
The look on his face told me that he was thinking about something - 
it was a look that I had grown quite familiar with after spending a 
lot of time around him. After thinking for around twenty seconds, 
Lelouch straightened his back and started walking towards the 1-C 
classroom door. 

"H-hey, where are you going?" I fumbled over my words. 

"It's about time we make our move." 

"We have a move?" 

Lelouch reached the door and kicked it open, waltzing into the 1- 
C classroom with no hesitation. I sighed at his antics and followed 
him through, politely shutting the door behind me. 

"Kuku, it appears I have some visitors. Who might you be?" 
Magenta-kun asked us. 

He didn't seem surprised or confused even though his classroom 
door was kicked open and two random students strutted into his 
class. Rather, he just looked amused. 

"My name's Lelouch and his is Suzaku Kururugi. Who are you?" 
Lelouch said bluntly. 

"You've got some nerve bursting in to my class and asking me 
questions," Magenta-kun chuckled, "but no matter. I'm Ryien 
Kakeru, the leader of this pathetic class." 


Lelouch raised his eyebrow at Ryiien's introduction, but quickly 
returned to his neutral expression. He didn't respond and walked 
over to Rytien's empty desk, picked up his chair and brought it to 
the front of the classroom. The eyes of forty students watched him 
intensly, but Lelouch kept acting like he was alone with just Ryiien. 

"So, why are you here?" Ryiien finally spoke when Lelouch 
reached the front of the classroom. 

Lelouch didn't reply immediately; instead, he made a show of 
taking his time placing the chair down in front of the blackboard 
facing the rest of the students. He proceeded to sit in it and crossed 
his left leg over his right, like an emperor on his throne. Rytien 
looked slightly irritated at being ignored, but said nothing. 

"You're a funny one, Ryiien. Even after being completely 
overpowered, your attitude hasn't changed at all." Lelouch finally 
spoke. 

"Kuku, so you've been watching?" 

"Yes. I was originally just going to drop by and watch from afar to 
determine the hierarchy in this class, but I wanted to confirm 
something." 

Surprisingly, Lelouch leaked a fair bit of information to Ryiien. 
Was this a test? Or was he just trying to build a bond by letting 
Ryiien in on his intentions? Like usual, I couldn't read Lelouch at 
all. 

"You were surprised by my use of violence which is why you got 
curious, right?" 

"Obviously. Most high-schoolers don't take their entire class 
hostage using violence." 

"Kuku, that's quite interesting reasoning. I thought for sure you 
would say something else." Ryiien looked pleasantly surprised. 

I got the impression I was already out of the loop. These two 
were clearly playing some kind of word game that was beyond my 
comprehension. I scanned the room and thought that all the other 
Class C students were probably just as confused as I was. 

"You should be aware, though, that violence is by far the most 
effective means of making people subservient," Rytien said that as if 
he was offering genuine advice. "I could even force you and your 
quiet friend into submission right now with violence." 

"Why don't you do it then?" Lelouch probed. 

"Huh?" 

"You could gain a pawn in another class, or perhaps you could 
take all of our points? In any case, isn't beating us down right here 
the most logical next step?" 

"Kuku, I see now. You're so confident in your own strength that 
you think you would be in no danger even if I did attack you." 


"Perhaps," Lelouch said ambiguously. 

Neither Lelouch nor Rytien were letting anything they know slip. 
Because of the rundown he had given me before we entered the 1-C 
classroom, I understood that Lelouch was trying to discern the 
Ryiien's justification for his violent behaviour. Was it merely brazen 
stupidity? Or had Rytien already figured out that his classmates 
couldn't report him? 

"Hey," Lelouch addressed the entirety of Class C this time. 

"Why don't any of you report Ryten to the school?" 

"... Well that's because--" Green-kun spoke up on behalf of Class C, 
but was swiftly cut off by an icy, threatening glare from Ryiien. 

The edges of Lelouch's mouth curled upwards as he watched that 
exchange. What could he possibly be smiling about, I wonder? 

"Not going to tell me? That's a shame." Lelouch said, seemingly 
disappointed. "Tell me, Rytien, do you honestly think you deserve 
your position at the top of Class C after being so completely 
overpowered?" 

"The duty of a leader isn't to be the strongest out of all his men. 
It's to lead them to victory by formulating strategies, outwitting his 
opponents and managing his subordinates." Ryiien responded. 

"You're wrong." 

"Kukuku, so you think that the leader always has to be the 
strongest and smartest out of all his subordinates? Your logic is--" 

"That's not what I meant," 

Lelouch cut him off and closed his eyes smugly before continuing 
to speak. 

"I agree with what you said about the duties of a leader. What I 
meant was that you had mistakenly labelled yourself as a ‘leader,’ 
when in reality you're nothing more than a pathetic dictator," 

Lelouch opened his amethyst eyes and stared deep into Ryien's, 
before saying his last two words in a menacing and arrogant tone: 

"Ryten Kakeru." 

Silence befell the room as everyone took their time to digest what 
Lelouch had said. The Class C students looked especially astonished, 
likely because at this point they were used to Rytien only talking 
down to them and ruling over them with fear and violence; seeing 
someone speak to Ryiien like Lelouch just did left them 
dumbfounded. 

Around a minute of silence passed and Lelouch kept his gaze 
fixed firmly on Rytien the entire time, patiently waiting for a 
reaction. Just when I began to think he wasn't going to say 
anything, he laughed. 

"Even if you label me a dictator, that doesn't undermine my 
point." 


"Yes it does. A leader's followers follow him either because of 
admiration and respect or because of absolute trust. In the former 
case, the leader has proved himself capable of getting results, so 
people come to respect and eventually follow them. In the latter 
case, the leader is well-liked and trusted completely by their allies; 
they are able to lead because their followers all know that they 
have their best interests in mind at all times." 

Everyone listened attentively to Lelouch's monologue, even 
including Ryiien himself. 

"You however, Rytien, only rule because you wield violence and 
force people to follow you. Now that a figure has emerged who can 
defeat your violence, nobody has any reason to follow you 
anymore." 

That was the conclusion that Lelouch had come to. If a ruler uses 
force to make their people follow them and then that force one day 
disappears, their followers will no longer have any reason to listen 
to them. No one would willingly follow someone who has neither 
respect nor trust, especially one who had previously threatened 
them into submission and treated them like dirt. 

The Class C students stared at Lelouch with a mixture of awe and 
bewilderment while Ryiien pondered Lelouch's words. I doubted 
that he would change his ways in one day just because some 
unknown student lectured him, but it's a start at least. 

I turned towards Green-kun and approached his desk. 

"Are you alright?" I asked him. 

"H-huh? O-oh, yeah. I'm fine..." he muttered awkwardly. 

"I'm Kururugi Suzaku." I held out my hand. 

Green-kun looked at me in apparent amazement, blinked a couple 
of times and then grasped my hand. 

"Ishizaki Daichi," he said lowly. 

It seemed that he had yet to regain his confidence after being 
beaten by Ryiien. 

"Nice to meet you, Ishizaki." I gave him a smile before moving 
back to the front of the room. 

"You all probably want to leave now, right? He's kept you here for 
nearly an hour now," Lelouch said glancing at the clock that read 
15:53. 

Nobody had to ask who he was, because we all already knew. All 
the Class C students nodded, to which Lelouch motioned to the 
door. 

"Then get going," he told them with a smile. 

Ryiien didn't even try to stop them - he just watched the scene 
unfold while leaning his upper body over the teachers podium. 

Once all the other Class C students had left, Ryiien spoke up. 


"Do you think that's the end of it, Lelouch?" 

"Throughout history the reigns of those who ruled through fear 
and oppression have all ended in the same way, and it's certainly 
not a pretty one. Don't let yours be the same." 

Thud! A loud bang reverberated around the room as a result of 
Ryiien punching the blackboard behind him. 

"Who the hell are you to lecture me?! Do you seriously think that 
I'm going to listen to your shitty advice?" he shouted. 

"Perhaps not. I just wanted to give you something to think on, I 
guess." 

With that, Lelouch left the classroom and I followed suit, shutting 
the door behind me and leaving Ryiien by himself. 

"Why the hell did I do that?" Lelouch agonized once we were in 
the corridor. 

"We went in to get information, remember?" I reminded him. 

"No, not that! Why the hell did I try to help him? I'm not the type 
to try and help others grow, nor am I the type to save a bunch of 
random students I've never seen before! Just what was I thinking?!" 

He put the base of his palm to his forehead in frustration. It 
seemed that he couldn't understand his own actions, but I felt like I 
knew exactly why he did what he did. After knowing him for so 
long, it was only natural that I'd come to understand his nature 
even if only a little bit. 

"You said earlier that you found your ordinary life boring and 
came to this school in hopes of reigniting your ambitions, right? 
Don't you think that in your heart, somewhere, you thought that by 
helping them now they could develop into opponents worthy of 
your effort and recognition in the future?" 

We began to walk side by side in silence down the corridor. 
Neither of us knew where we were going, but I suppose it didn't 
really matter right now. I looked over at my best friend and couldn't 
help but feel truly happy for the first time in seven years. 


AVAVAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

The time on my phone read 16:40. That meant that in twenty 
minutes time, I would be meeting my six Class E acquaintances at 
Gymnasium No. 1 for the club fair. After that, we were all going to 
share what we had learned about the other classes over the past few 
hours. 

I, of course, had just been relaxing in my dorm for the past few 


hours because I felt that I'd learned everything important at lunch. 
It was around a ten minute walk from here to the Gymnasium, but 
it never hurts to be early so I decided to go leave now. If I put it off 
and accidently left it until 16:55 or something then I would end up 
late, even if I sprinted. 

I slipped my phone, keycard and student ID card into my pocket 
and headed for the door. I locked my dorm and called the elevator 
to my floor. After approximately fifteen seconds, the elevator 
arrived on my floor and the doors opened. Someone was already on 
the elevator, so I raised my hand in greeting as I stepped on. 

"Ugh. Why do I happen to run into you everywhere I go? Is this 
what they call misfortune?" 

Horikita complained about my existence with a scowl, but she 
didn't seem to be particularly angry. Good, that means that Kushida 
hasn't told her that I called her a 'friend,' yet | thought. 

"It's not like I'm intentionally running into you or anything 
either," I responded. 

"I wasn't suspicious of you until you said that. Are you really this 
dumb?" she looked at me like I was the scum of the earth. 

She was being more hostile than she usually was right now. 
Could it be that Kushida had told her after all? I decided to tread 
the waters, and asked her a simple question. 

"You seem a bit high-strung today. Something happen?" 

"Stop acting like you know me." she snapped. 

"I had a rather frustrating encounter earlier today. That's all." she 
sighed in exasperation. 

"I see..." 

In reality, I didn't see, but saying that to her right now would 
probably be bad for me so I let it go. 

"Are you going to--" I tried to ask, but was quickly cut off. 

"I have no interest in joining any clubs." 

"You didn't even let me finish." 

"Go on then," she said defeatedly. 

"Are you going to the club fair?" 

"Are you-- Are you actually trying to get on my nerves or are you 
this stupid all the time? Didn't I just say that I have no interest in 
joining any clubs?!" 

It seems that I'd said something I shouldn't have. 

"That doesn't mean that you won't go, though." I pointed out. 

Horikita merely hung her head in defeat, as if to say 'Why do I 
even bother?' 

"I take it that you're going to join a club then?" she asked, clearly 
trying her best to conceal the irritation in her voice. 


Really, that surprised me. Of all people I didn't expect this girl to 
try and be considerate towards me, even if she did _ fail 
spectacularly. Out of respect more than anything, I decided to 
pretend like I didn't notice it. The elevator doors opened and I 
spoke to her as we stepped out onto the ground floor. 

"I'm not really interested in joining a club either, to be honest. I'm 
mainly going out of curiosity." I didn't exactly lie but I didn't tell her 
the whole truth either. 

Stepping out of the reception I started to head towards the 
Gymnasium but noticed that Horikita had stopped in her tracks a 
few feet behind me and was staring a hole into the ground. 

"Are you coming?" I asked. 

She slowly lifted here gaze and stared at me. After what felt like 
an eternity, she returned to her normal posture and_ facial 
expression and caught up to me. 

"Out of kind consideration, I suppose I will accompany you to the 
club fair," she said with a sigh. 


"There are more people here than I expected." 

Almost all of the students assembled here were freshmen; there 
were somewhere around a hundred people waiting around. We 
stood near the back of the room and waited for the fair to begin. 
While waiting, we glanced over the pamphlet that students received 
upon entering the gymnasium. The pamphlet contained detailed 
information about club activities. 

"I wonder if this school has famous clubs. For example, something 
like karate." 

"Every club seems to operate on a high level. It looks like many 
athletes and club members here are famous throughout the nation." 

Even though this school didn't appear like a top-tier institution 
for activities like baseball and ballet, the clubs here certainly looked 
great. 

"These facilities are significantly more substantial than ordinary 
schools. Look, they even have O2 chambers. The equipment here is 
so luxurious, it puts the professionals’ stuff to shame. Oh, but it 
looks like they don't have a karate club after all." 

"I see." 

"What? Were you interested in karate or something?" I asked. 


"No, not particularly." 

"It seems like it'll be hard for newcomers to get into athletic 
clubs," I said. "Even if a first year managed to break in, they still 
might just be a benchwarmer forever. I can't imagine that would be 
much fun." 

Everything around here seemed far too orderly. 

"Wouldn't that depend on one's efforts, though? Surely by training 
for one or two years, anyone could get in and play." 

Training, huh? I didn't think I'd be able to put in the effort to 
train at anything, no matter how desperate I was. 

"Yo, Ayanokoji!" A voice called out to me. 

"Ugh." A scowl twisted Horikita's beautiful features when she 
noticed Sora and Shiro approaching us, hands interlocked as usual. 

"What's wrong?" I asked. 

"I'm leaving." 

It seems like Horikita was repulsed by the mere presence of Sora. 
Even for a high-strung Horikita, that was quite harsh. Did something 
happen between them? Or is Sora really just that ugly? I couldn't help 
but wonder. 

I grabbed Horikita's arm as she tried to walk away. She turned 
shot me a glare at me, but I ignored it. 

"There's no point in leaving after you went out of your way to 
come all the way here." 

"But..." she started to voice her protest but trailed off as Sora and 
Shiro arrived next to us. 

"You looked like you were in a hurry, Horikita. Why could you 
possibly want to leave so soon, I wonder?" Sora said with a grin. 

"Just shut up. And you, let go of my arm." 

"O-oh, sorry..." I realised that I was still holding her arm and let 
go. 

Surprisingly, Horikita didn't leave. It looked like she'd resolved 
herself to stay. I started to put the pieces together in my head and 
had a vague idea of what'd happened. Sora knew her name and 
Horikita was especially hostile to him - evidently, Sora had done 
something to seriously get under Horikita's skin when he paid Class 
D a visit a few hours ago. I wondered what he possibly could've 
done to get hated this quickly. 

An terribly awkward silence befell our group of now four. I 
desperately searched through my brain for some conversation topic, 
literally anything to talk about but came up with nothing. Luckily, 
we were saved by a sweet voice ringing out from the loudspeakers 
in the gymnasium. 

"Thank you all for waiting, first-year students. We will now begin 
the club fair. A representative from each club will explain their 


function. My name is Tachibana, the student council secretary and 
the club fair's organizer. It's nice to meet you all." 

After Tachibana delivered the opening remarks, representatives 
from each club quickly lined up on a stage. It was quite a diverse 
crowd. The club representatives included everything from burly 
athletes in judo uniforms to students dressed in beautiful kimonos. 

"Hey, if you want to get a fresh start, why not try joining an 
athletic club? The judo club looks good, doesn't it? That 
upperclassmen looks kind, and I'm sure he'd encourage you." 
Horikita nudged me with her elbow. 

"What do you mean 'kind'?! He looks like a gorilla! He'll kill me 
for sure!" I snapped. 

"What about you, Sora?" I decided to drag him into this, to 
Horikita's clear displeasure. 

"No way, dumbass! I'd definitely die, even more than you!" He 
protested strongly. 

Shiro placed her hand on Sora's such that now it was sandwiched 
between both of hers. 

"Don't worry, Nii, I would mourn for you." 

"I wasn't worried about my funeral attendance!" 

Apparently, even the usually quiet Shiro could tease people. I 
made a mental note to try it for myself when I next got the 
opportunity. 

"Do you know them, Ayanokoji?" Horikita asked me. 

"Yeah." I saw no reason to lie at this point. 

I didn't elaborate further though since there was no need. 

"Say, Ayanokoji-kun, what class are you in?" Horikita queried. 

Impressive. Horikita had deduced that I most likely knew Sora 
because he was in my class. She had probably asked Sora what class 
he was in before and he didn't give her an answer, so she was 
asking me instead. She probably thought she could probe 
information from me, since she viewed me as an idiot. 

"That's a secret." I said flatly. 

"How irritating. Sora-kun's got you in on that as well, I assume?" 

I exchanged a glance with Sora before looking back to Horikita. 

"Who knows?" I said, purposely being ambiguous. 

"Tch." 

I genuinely had no idea what Sora had done to annoy Horikita 
this much, but quickly dropped the thought. He would be revealing 
it later anyway. 

A girl dressed in archery gear stepped onto the stage. "Hello, my 
name is Hashigaki, the captain of the archery club. Many students 
may be under the impression that archery is an old-fashioned, 
simple activity, but it is actually a fun and rewarding sport. We 


welcome beginners with open arms. If you're interested, please 
consider joining." 

"Oi Shiro, you should join the archery club. You'd easily be the 
best." Sora praised his sister. 

"I'm not joining a club unless it's with you." Shiro huffed in 
response. 

These two were so close that they wouldn't join a club without 
each other? Even for siblings, I that was quite excessive. I briefly 
wondered whether Shiro would actually be the best if she joined the 
archery club or not. Sora was probably just flattering her was the 
logical conclusion I came to, but something in the back of my mind 
made me unsure. 

As the seniors introduced their respective clubs one by one, I 
glanced around the room. I noticed three of my other classmates 
together a bit away from us, also at the back of the gymnasium. 
Ryuzaki also noticed me, and we exchanged nods before returning 
our attention to the stage. 

Light wasn't with them, and I didn't see him standing anywhere else in 
the room either. Where is he? 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Horikita suddenly tense. She 
was staring at the stage, her face pale. Sora seemed to notice as 
well, as he narrowed his eyes at her. He was probably trying to read 
her reaction. 

"What's the matter?" I tried to ask. 

She didn't even seem to notice me anymore. I followed her line of 
sight to the stage, but I didn't find anything of note there. Just the 
representative of the school baseball team, dressed in uniform, 
giving his introduction. Had she fallen in love with him at first 
sight? No, I doubted it. Surprise? Disgust? Or maybe she was 
overjoyed? To be honest, Horikita's expression was complex and 
hard to read. 

"Horikita, what's the matter?" 

It was like she couldn't hear my voice. She kept staring intently at 
the stage. I decided that I'd stop talking to her and simply wait for 
an explanation. The baseball team's introduction wasn't any more 
compelling than the others. All things considered, the greeting was 
rather stock, nomatter their schedule, appeal, or how welcoming 
they were to newcomers. 

It wasn't just the baseball club. Nearly every club's introduction 
was similarly ordinary. If anything surprised me about the fair, it 
was the substantial number of minor liberal arts-related clubs and 
organizations, such as the tea ceremony club or the calligraphy 
club. Also, I was surprised that you only needed a minimum of 


three people in order to form a new club. 

Every time one club finished and the next sprang up, the first- 
year students talked among themselves about what they thought. I 
noticed that the gymnasium's atmosphere was rather lively. Each 
club's representatives, including their supervising instructors, 
continued to explain their organizations to the unruly first-year 
students without a hint of displeasure. Perhaps they were just that 
desperate for more members, even if their ranks only increased by 
one. 

As the upperclassmen finished their introductions, they walked 
off the stage and headed toward an area where some plain tables 
had been set up. Probably a reception area designed to accept new 
members. Eventually, everyone walked off until only one person 
remained. Everyone focused their attention upon him, and I realised 
that Horikita had been staring at thatspecific person this whole 
time. 

He appeared to be about 170 centimeters in height, so he wasn't 
very tall. He was slender, with sleek black hair. He wore sharp 
glasses and had a piercing, calculating gaze. Standing in front of the 
microphone, he calmly looked around at the first-year students. 
What was his club, and what in the world was he going to say? My 
interest had been piqued. 

Sora's expression said that he had similar thoughts to me. He was 
looking at the stage with an intrigue that he hadn't shown to any of 
the other introductions so far. 

Unfortunately, our expectations were dashed immediately. He 
didn't say a single word. Maybe he was drawing a blank? Or 
perhaps he was so nervous that he couldn't speak? 

"Do your best!" 

"Did you forget to bring your notecards?" 

"Ha ha ha ha ha!" 

The first-year students hurled comments at him. However, the 
upperclassman stood on the stage calmly, without trembling. The 
laughter and comments didn't seem to faze him. When the laughter 
had reached a crescendo, it suddenly died. He wore an apathetic 
expression. 

I exchanged a look with Sora. Even though I barely knew him, I 
felt that we could roughly understand each other's thoughts just 
through quick eye contact like this. 

This guy is certainly interesting, right Ayanokoji? 

Yeah. He's caught my interest at least. 

I imagined our interaction to be something like that. 

"What's with this guy?" remarked an astonished student. The 
gymnasium buzzed with people talking, yet the boy on the stage 


still did not move. He simply stood there, quiet and motionless, 
staring fixedly at the crowd. Horikita stared back at the student 
with an intense gaze, not breaking her line of sight even for a 
second. 

The relaxed atmosphere gradually changed, and things took an 
unexpected turn. It was as if some chemical reaction had taken 
place. An unbelievably tense, quiet mood gripped the entire 
gymnasium. Even though no orders had been given, the silence was 
so terrible that it seemed to have gagged everyone. Not a single 
student looked able to open his or her mouth. The silence continued 
for about thirty seconds or so... 

Then, the student started his speech, slowly scanning the crowd. 

"I'm the student council president. My name is Horikita Manabu," 
he said. 

Horikita? I glanced at the Horikita next to me. Perhaps they just 
happened to have the same surname. Or, maybe... 

"The student council is looking to recruit potential candidates 
amongthe first-year students to replace the graduating third years. 
Although no special qualifications are required for candidacy, we 
humbly ask that those considering application not be involved in 
other club activities. We generally do not accept students involved 
elsewhere." 

He spoke in a soft tone, but the tension around us was so thick it 
felt like you could cut it with a knife. He had managed to silence 
over a hundred new students in that spacious gymnasium. Of 
course, it wasn't his position as student council president that 
granted him this deference. That was simply Horikita Manabu's 
power. His presence dominated everyone around him. 

"Furthermore, we in the student council do not wish to appoint 
anyone who possesses a naive outlook. Not only would such a 
person not be elected, he or she would sully the sanctity of this 
school. It is the student council's right and duty to enforce and 
amend the rules, but the school expects more than that. We gladly 
welcome those of you who understand this." 

He didn't pause even once during his eloquent speech. 
Immediately after finishing, he hopped off the stage and left the 
gymnasium. None of the first-year students could utter a single 
word as we watched him go. We didn't know what would've 
happened if we'd tried to talk. Everyone in the room shared the 
same thought, apparently. 

"Thank you all for coming. The club fair has ended. We will now 
open the reception area to anyone interested in signing up. Also, 
registration will be open until the end of April, so if any student 
wishes to join at a later date, we ask that you please bring the 


application form directly to the club you wish to join." 

Thanks to the laid-back organizer, the tension in the air 
dissipated. Afterward, the third-year students who'd introduced 
their respective clubs started taking applications. 


" " 
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Horikita remained still as a statue, giving no sign she would 
budge. 

"Hey, what's wrong?" I asked. 

Horikita didn't answer. It was like my words didn't even reach her 
ears. Instead, an unexpected voice answered instead. 

"Horikita is a brocon," Shiro said. 

"Huh? How do you know?" I couldn't help but ask. 

"That guy was obviously her brother. I know the look of complete 
entrancement when looking at Nii quite well," she explained. 

Honestly, I think there were just some things I would never 
understand. This seemed to be one of such things. 

"Yo, Ayanokoji. You came, huh?" 

As I was lost in thought, someone called out to me. Sudo. He was 
with who I assumed were two of his classmates. 

"Oh, hey. Classmates of yours?" I asked. 

"This is Ike and Yamauchi," Sudo said motioning to each of the 
boys next to him. 

"Are you friends with these two punks, Ayanokoji?" Sudo asked, 
glaring at the siblings who were with me. 

It seemed that Blank had made an enemy not of just Horikita, but 
of the entirety of Class D. I sighed and was about to reply when a 
voice answered before I could. 

"That's right." It was Sora's. 

"Is there a problem with that?" Surprisingly, Shiro also spoke up 
against Sudo. 

It seems that Blank had decided that we were friends - honestly it 
felt good that people were willing to call themselves my friend of 
their own accord. Was that too sad to think about? I wasn't sure. 

Sudo, Ike and Yamauchi glared at Sora and Shiro for a few 
seconds, before managing to peel their gazes away. 

"So, you joined a club too?" 

"Oh, no, I just came to check things out. Wait, 'too'? Did you join 
a club, Sudo?" 

"Yeah. I've been playing basketball ever since elementary school. I 
thought I'd join the team here." Sudo explained. 

I had guessed that Sudo was athletic by his physique. Basketball 
was clearly his game. 

"I see." 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Horikita slip away into the 


crowd. I thought about going to stop her, but decided against it. She 
was clearly shaken up by her brother for whatever reason, so it was 
probably best to leave her alone for now. 

"Hey, we actually have somewhere to be right now." Sora decided 
to cut our conversation short. 

"I hope we can get along Sudo, Ike, Yamauchi." Shiro spoke once 
again in what I interpreted as a purposely cute voice. 

Although they seemingly had a bone to pick with Blank, the three 
of them looked surprised that Shiro knew their names, and it 
seemed that even Sudo couldn't bring himself to get angry at Shiro. 

"R-right..." Sud6 muttered. 

With that, Blank and I began walking towards the group of 
Ryuzaki, Lelouch and Kururugi. 

"Are you impressed, Ayanokoji? Now you see the overwhelming 
power of cuteness!" Sora said with a victorious smirk. 

"It is an unexpectedly deadly weapon," I admitted. 

"Hello," Ryuzaki's voice called out to us. 

Ryuzaki, Lelouch and Kururugi had also apparently started 
walking towards us, so we met up faster than expected. 

"Can you guys wait here for a second? I need to check 
something," Sora said, departing from the group and heading 
towards the calligraphy club. 

"Is Sora interested in calligraphy by any chance?" Kururugi asked 
Shiro, but she didn't respond. 

I noticed Shiro had become noticably more timid after he left. I 
began to have suspicions - in particular, a single word arose in my 
mind: codependency. 

Before long, Sora emerged from the crowd with a neutral 
expression. It was actually a little unsettling seeing him without a 
grin. Shiro visibly brightened when he returned and relaxed upon 
grasping his hand. My suspicions grew. 

"It's just as I feared, the clubs require you to write your class on 
the sheets. In other words, it's pretty much impossible for us to sign 
up right now." Sora explained to us. 

"Is it really that important that we keep Class E hidden?" 
Kururugi asked in a low key voice. 

"Obviously! For one, no other students, not even the senpais, 
know of Class 1-E so confusion would quickly arise if we write our 
classes down. If we lie then there will also be confusion when they 
inevitably find out that we aren't actually in whatever class we 
write down. Secondly, and most importantly..." Sora said, his 
signature grin creeping back onto his face. 

"Can you imagine what everyone's face will look like on May 1st? 
If they find out about Class E now, they'll just think 'oh so there's a 


fifth class that didn't get mentioned, so what?'. However, if they find 
out there is a secret, fifth class that's remained hidden for an entire 
month--" 

Sora was brimming with childlike excitement as he spoke his 
explanation, his tone gradually growing more excited over the 
course of his speech. 

"Their reactions will be priceless! That's why we have to keep it a 
secret!" he somehow shouted quietly. 

Kururugi and Ryuzaki listened to him with a raised eyebrow, 
while Lelouch wore a smirk. 

"I'm in. It sounds amusing. We must keep Class E a secret until 
the school reveals it! From now on, it's imperative!" Lelouch said. 

"It's something that'll keep us occupied until something actually 
interesting happens, I suppose..." Ryuzaki reasoned. 

"I don't have any particular objections, then." Kururugi said. 

It seems that Class E, minus Light, had unanimously agreed to 
keep our existence a secret just for the fun of it. Logically though, 
Sora's first reason for why we can't sign up to a club right now 
made sense, so I had no objections either. 

"If everyone is doing it, I have no issues." I put my own opinion 
forth. 

"It's decided then! From now on, our most important objective is 
to keep Class E a secret from the entire student body for the whole 
month!" Sora declared. 

There was a momentary lull in the discussion, which Ryuzaki 
took advatage of to get us moving along. 

"Let's go to a karaoke room. I found out that once you're in there 
no one else can come in unless you let them and there's no cameras 
- in other words it's the perfect place for our meeting." Ryuzaki 
summarised. 

"That's fine with me, but I've been meaning to ask this ever since I 
spotted you three. Where is Light?" Sora asked. 

"He's on a date," Ryuzaki said nonchalantly. 

"Oh, okay." 
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"Wait, what do you mean he's on a date?! He was sent with you 
to complete a task and he's on a freaking date?! How did he even 
get one that fast, the bastard?!" Sora exclaimed, seemingly in 
outrage. 

"Calm down. It's with a Class A student." Ryuzaki said, clearly 
implying something. 

"I inferred that much, that's not the damn problem here! How the 


hell did he manage to secure a date so fast? If I tried that, they'd 
probably call me ugly and tell me to go die!" 

Originally I had thought that Sora was angry because Light had 
neglected his mission. Ryuzaki had alluded to the fact that Light 
was most likely using the date as an excuse to ask some questions to 
the Class A girl, but it appeared that Sora had already deduced this 
much as soon as he found out about the date, and was actually 
upset because of his self-esteem issues. 

"Nii, you're not allowed to look at other girls." Shiro dropped that 
bomb onto the already derailed conversation. 

"Ehhh??" 

Now it was everyone else's turn to be flabbergasted. Ryuzaki 
looked genuinely baffled for the first time since I'd met him, while 
Lelouch and Kururugi observed with a mixture of amusement and 
concern written on their faces. 

"Hey... Can we get going before we derail further?" I decided to 
interject. 

"Yep." Kururugi said before anyone could object. 

However, fate had other plans. 

"Um, you're Lelouch, right?" An unknown voice called out to 
Lelouch. 

We turned to find a group of three girls. They all had a light 
blush on their face. The one at the front was apparently the one 
who'd spoken up. 

"That's right. Do you have business with me?" he asked. 

"W-we were just wondering if we could... have your contact 
information," the speaking girl squeezed out the latter half of the 
sentence with apparent difficulty. 

"Oh. Sure," Lelouch said seemingly unfazed. "May I ask why you 
approached me in particular?" 

"Oh, um, well, you see... We thought you were v-very cool earlier 
today..." the girl's cheeks reddened as she spoke. 

"I see..." 

So Lelouch had also pulled something when he went to Class C, 
just like Sora had with Class D. I couldn't deny that I was extremely 
interested in hearing what exactly had happened in both of their 
cases. 

After the girls had finished exchanging contact information with 
Lelouch, they made a quick retreat and borderline ran out of the 
gymnasium. 

The rest of us just watched the interaction in silence. After he was 
done, Lelouch just turned back to us as if nothing had happened. 

"Should we go then?" he asked. 

I heard a deep breath, and then-- 


"Someone explain to me what the hell is going on here!!" Sora 
fumed. 

"Those were Class C girls: Shiho Manabe, Nanami Yabu and Saki 
Yamashita." Shiro recounted like some kind of living database. 

".-Eh? How do you know?" Sora asked, still looking somewhat 
annoyed. 

"I overheard them say their names to one of the upperclassmen 
club representatives." 

"And you remembered them perfectly just from that? What about 
the fact that they're in Class C? How did you know that?" Kururugi 
asked, apparently astonished. 

"I guessed. They all looked pretty stupid, but I knew they weren't 
in Class D because I've already memorized everyone in Class D. 
Also, you and Lelouch went to Class C after class today, didn't you? 
The connection was easy to make." Shiro explained. 

I'd never heard her speak so much at once before. Her deductive 
reasoning was decently impressive, but what was more impressive 
was her memory - she claimed to have already memorized every 
student in Class D, and also perfectly recognized the three girls just 
by overhearing their names in background noise. 

"That makes sense I suppose, but you could've been nicer when 
describing them." Kururugi joked. 

We made our way to Keyaki Mall awkwardly after that - Sora 
spent most of the walk complaining about his love life while Shiro 
glowered quietly. He'd also tried to ask Lelouch what he had done 
to suddenly gain popularity with the Class C girls, but he just 
responded with a mysterious 'You'll find out soon enough’. I was sure 
that our group was standing out as excessively strange to all the 
other students who were walking around us. Not good, I thought, 
but ultimately decided not to worry about it. No matter what I did, 
I was inevitably going to be recognized once Class E was revealed 
anyway. 

I didn't say a word for the entire walk; I just trudged along at the 
back of the group since I was preoccupied trying to decipher what 
exactly Shiro had meant when she said ‘you're not allowed to look at 
other girls.' to her brother. 

Before long we arrived at the Karaoke Parlour, and claimed one 
of the rooms. The room was unexpectedly luxurious - there was a 
place where you could get drinks and refills, a reasonably sized 
stage with two microphones located on it, some speakers that I 
assumed played the music, various comfy-looking sofas and 
multiple tables spanning the room. The tables were big enough to 
fit us all around, so we all took a chair and gathered around one of 
them. 


"Light won't be too long. Hopefully." Ryuzaki prayed. 


" " 
eee 
" " 
oe 


" " 


"Anyone want to play a game of chess?" 

A/N: So I had originally planned for this to be a shorter 
chapter, but emded up going overboard and writing 8876 
words, which makes this the longest chapter thus far by a large 
margin. 

So far I've released a chapter every day, but there will most 
likely be a 2-3 day wait before the next one. 

Thank you for your continued support <3 


Chapter 1-5: Ordinary 


Ayanokoji's POV 

I started the stopwatch function on my phone and, after 
approximately one second, stopped it again. The time displayed 
was 00:01:362. The inbuilt stopwatch function of our phones was 
useful because it used a minutes:seconds:milliseconds format. 

"Two," I said aloud. 

Then I once again started the stopwatch function and stopped it 
shortly after. 

00:02:118 

That was no good. I repeated the process again, since I had 
stopped the stopwatch on a time couldn't be used. 

00:02:935 

"And five. That makes seven total," I declared to my classmates 
who were seated around a large table with me. 

Checking the last digit or digits of the milliseconds component of 
the current time is a widely used method for computers to generate 
a pseudorandom number. It is impossible to generate a truly 
random number due to the way computers work, so the next best 
thing is pseudorandomness, where a number is generated based on 
a 'seed,' whether it be a string of numbers or an aspect of the 
environment. 

It's important that pseudorandomly generated numbers appear 
random, so that they cannot be predicted or manipulated. The exact 
time down to the thousandths of a second is one of the simplest 
ways that this can be accomplished. 

In our case, we were using this method of random number 
generation to simulate the roll of a dice, since we didn't have any 
with us. 

"Seven, huh? You know what that means, right Ayanokoji?" Sora 
taunted from across the table. 

I sighed an affirmative. 

"That puts you on Regent Street; in other words, you owe me 900 
points!" he said maniacally. 

Operating my phone, I transferred the 900 points to Sora. Now, I 
only had 364 remaining. I definitely wasn't in a good position; I was 
extremely low on points and I didn't have many assets either. My 
situation was shaky, to say the least. 


I was currently playing a game of Monopoly with Sora, Lelouch 
and Ryuzaki. More specifically, the London-based classic edition 
Monopoly. Of course, we hadn't brought a Monopoly board with us 
to the Karaoke Parlour so we were playing it purely in our heads. 
There are so many different elements in Monopoly, from the piece 
positions to owned properties and so on, that at first I had my 
doubts about whether we would be able to remember everything, 
but it seems that my doubts were misplaced. 

Kururugi didn't have the calculating ability nor a good enough 
memory to join in, so he was just sitting in silence with mild 
confusion written on his face. Honestly, I felt bad for him since he 
was left out due to his mental ability - Kururugi was by no means 
stupid, in fact he was probably in the top 10 percent of students at 
this school academically, but he simply wasn't on the same level as 
the rest of us. 

Shiro on the other hand wasn't a player by choice; instead she 
was acting as the banker. We had unanimously agreed that Shiro 
possessed the best memory and calculation ability in Class E, so she 
was the natural choice for the neutral party that had to keep track 
of the entire game mentally and fairly clear up any 
misunderstandings. 

Before the game, we had noted down our point totals and then 
transferred everything we had to Shiro, and she had distributed 
2000 points to each of us to act as our money. This system was 
convenient because the school had already set up a method to 
easily transfer points and check your balance at any time, making it 
easy to make payments to the other players. I'm sure the school 
would be very confused if they checked our point transfer history, 
however. 

After the game, Shiro would give all of our points back to us, 
minus an amount equal to the sum she had distributed throughout 
the game divided by four. This way, all of the points won by the 
winner would be taken from the balances of the losing players, as 
opposed to Shiro's. 

Ryuzaki had already gone bankrupt earlier in the game, so only 
Sora, Lelouch and I remained. I was in dire straits though, since I 
had just lost most of my points by landing on Sora's 3-house Regent 
Street and I had also been almost excessively unlucky throughout 
the course of the game. 

The properties I owned were Old Kent Road, Kings Cross Station, 
Bow Street, Vine Street, Fenchurch Station and Mayfair. In other 
words, I owned less than one third of the properties on the board 
and didn't own a single color set, so I couldn't build any houses 
either. My one saving grace was that I owned two of the orange 


properties, so my best bet was to try and get the third. 

"Say, before I end my turn, would you be interested in a trade for 
Marlborough Street, Sora?" I queried to the man who just took three- 
quarters of my money. 

"Sure. My demands are that in return, you give me Old Kent Road 
as well as both of your stations." he replied looking smug. 

"You know that's a wildly unfair trade. You have Whitechapel 
Road, so getting Old Kent Road would give you a monopoly, no? A 
color set for a color set is a mutually beneficial agreement for us." I 
said. 

I was sure that a slight trace of irritation was present in my tone, 
but Sora either didn't notice or pretended not to. 

"Sure, getting the brown monopoly would be beneficial to me. 
However, the orange color set is objectively the best set on the 
board due to the fact that it covers the 6th, 8th and 9th spaces after 
jail. Those numbers are some of the most common rolls when 
rolling two dice because of the amount of different combinations of 
rolls that can make them; since they are located that number of 
spaces just after jail, a space that each player usually visits multiple 
times per game, the orange properties are the most frequently 
visited spaces on the board. Combine that with the fact that 
building on those spaces is relatively cheap while still costing a lot 
of rent should other players land there and you get by far the best 
set of properties in the game." 

Sora analysed Monopoly with a surprisingly high amount of 
depth. This was the first time I'd ever actually played Monopoly, and 
I'd previously thought it would be almost purely luck-based. I didn't 
realise this much thought could be put into it. 

"But more importantly," Sora began, his smug grin growing wider, 
"You aren't really in a position to bargain for a fair deal are you? 
Being on the brink of bankruptcy and all." 

He was right. I was the one who was in dire need of what he 
possessed, whereas he could continue with no worries whether he 
accepted my trade or not. In other words, he held the power to set 
the price at anything he wanted. 

"Fine, then. I'll give in to your demands." I sighed exasperatedly. 
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Eventually, Lelouch won the game. Ironically, I was driven to 
bankruptcy by the very Old Kent Road that I had given to Sora; at 
this point he had collected all of my assets and since he already had 
the most wealth, his victory looked assured. 

Through a brilliant display of luck and... perhaps some skill, 


Lelouch had managed to come out on top in the end. As a result he 
had won 12432 private points total, which was made up by me, 
Sora and Ryuzaki all losing 4144 points each. 

"It seems that I've made back what I lost in that chess match on 
the first day and even came out with a bit of profit! What was that 
about never losing again, by the way?" Lelouch taunted, smirking at 
the deflated Sora. 

"I had such an advantage too..." he cried in exaggerated sorrow. 

"However, you made one mistake, Lelouch." he said, snapping 
back to his usual tone. "I never said that I never lose, I said that 
Blank never loses - Shiro and I lose to each other all the time. You 
are the first person other than Shiro to ever beat me in a game 
though, so you should be proud of your well-played match!" 

It seems that Sora was actually serious about Blank being 
undefeated. If it's true then it was definitely impressive, in fact it is 
a feat that will probably never be done again in history. While I still 
couldn't ascertain that his claims were true, Blank nevertheless had 
some respect from me. 

"Do you really think you can go the next three years without 
losing once?" Lelouch asked. 

"Blank never loses." Shiro said assertively. 

"Hmph." 

After around ten more minutes of sitting around, the door to our 
room swung open and Light finally arrived. I felt an angry presence 
flare up behind me when he entered. 

"Sorry I'm late, I got held up a bit." Light said as he strolled into 
the karaoke room. 

"A bit?! We were supposed to meet at five PM; it's almost seven 
now, dumbass!" Sora, the angry presence, scolded him. 

"Aha, I guess you're right. Sorry." Light sheepishly stratched his 
cheek. 

Light picked up a chair and joined us at the table. I briefly 
wondered what exactly he had been doing for the past three to four 
hours, but he would probably explain it soon anyway so I stopped 
pondering it. 

"Let's share what we found out starting with Class A and make 
our way down," Kururugi suggested, not wasting any time. 

We had already wasted over an hour and a half by now, so 
nobody had any objections. 

"So what did you find out on your date, Playboy-kun?" Sora 
inquired sarcastically. 

It appeared that Sora was holding a grudge against Light for 
being able to easily get dates with girls. 1 wondered if that would be 
troublesome in the future. 


"The situation in Class A is much more interesting than I thought 
it'd be; two different students have tried to assume the position of 
leader, and the class is equally divided between the two factions. 
One is led by Kohei Katsuragi, a large bald man with an 
intimidating appearance. The girl I went on a date with, Ryoko 
Nishikawa, is backing his rival faction which is lead by a crippled 
girl named Arisu Sakayanagi. Sakayanagi prefers innovative 
leadership whereas the Katsuragi Faction prefers a more 
conservative approach." 

Light summarised what he had learned over the past few hours. 
Unexpectedly, his intel was excellent which surprised not only me 
but apparently everyone else at the table as well. Was this the 
power of being good-looking and sweet talking girls? Maybe I 
should try it out for myself sometime. 

"Sakayanagi..." Shiro muttered. 

"Sakayanagi?" Sora questioned in puzzlement. "What do you 
mean, Shiro?" 

"Sakayanagi. That's the name of the chairman of this school." 

"It is?" Kururugi asked in surprise. 

I had to admit, I was also quite surprised by this development. 
Assuming that our theory about students being sorted into classes A 
through D based on evaluation was true, that meant that the 
daughter of this schools highest authority had been put into the 
highest class. Such a thing would raise eyebrows, to say the least. 

"Yes. His name was located in the small print of the acception 
documents we were sent by the school." Shiro explained. 

"You noticed and remembered that?!" 

"That's right." she simply responded to Kururugi's exclamation of 
disbelief. 

"Could it be that Arisu Sakayanagi was only placed in Class A due 
to her father's influence?" Light mused aloud. 

"Perhaps. We have no way of knowing until she displays her skill, 
I guess. It's useful information nevertheless." Sora said, sinking into 
his chair. 

"Ryuzaki, do you have anything to add?" Lelouch joined the 
conversation. 

"Light summarised everything nicely, in fact he even found out 
more than me. If I had to add anything, I can give you a rundown of 
the leaders' personalities. Sakayanagi is cunning and intelligent, 
someone who wouldn't hestitate to use underhanded tactics to gain 
an advantage. Katsuragi is almost the antithesis for her - although 
he is also intelligent, he doesn't look like he's near Sakayanagi's 
level. Instead, he's gained support by virtue of being a reliable 
leader - he's ever stoic and seems like the type to prioritize 


defending his own class' position over bringing down his enemies." 

It seems that Class A was divided by a clash of ideologies - the 
smart and cunning Sakayanagi and the stoic and reliable Katsuragi 
leading the opposition. I wondered if Class E could also end up in a 
similar position somewhere down the line; for now though, our 
cohesion was good so there was no reason to worty. 

"Wow, you deduced all that just by observing from afar Ryuzaki?" 
Light asked, to which Ryuzaki simply nodded an affirmative. 

"So Class A is having a civil war for power based on two opposite 
play-styles? That's awesome as heck, dude!" Sora squealed in 
childlike glee. 

Honestly, he reminded me of a kid who was about to meet his 
favourite celebrity. It seems like he actually does think of 
everything as a game, and just finding out about potentially 
interesting opponents was enough to fire him up. At least he's 
enjoying himself, I thought to myself. 

I felt a sudden weight on my shoulders as a veil of expectation 
enveloped the room. All of my classmates were looking at me, 
expecting me to give an insight of similar depth to the one Light 
and Ryuzaki had just given. I was scared of disappointing them, but 
at the same time there wasn't really much I could say about Class B. 

"Oh, um, it's my turn isn't it." I said weakly. 

"Yes." Lelouch said flatly. 

Sigh. 

"Right, so, uh, Class B is lead by a girl with strawberry-pink 
colored hair who seems very charismatic. Um, all her classmates 
seem to trust her a lot and, well, I think she's very popular..." 

I failed miserably. I resisted the urge to bury my head in my hands 
and flickered my gaze between my let-down classmates. A cold 
feeling now assailed the previously expectant atmosphere, which 
almost made me shudder. 

"Hey Ayanokoji... What are you doing?" Sora said ominously 
while staring into my eyes. 

"I guess I'm just not very good at--" I began but Sora cut me off. 

"Not going to answer properly? In that case, I'll change the order 
of my questions." 

Sora stood up and leaned his upper-body over the table, resting 
his head on his palms and using his elbows to support him. He was 
a lot closer to me than before, and I felt like his crimson eyes were 
going to pierce my very soul at any minute. 

"Why do you pretend to be an idiot?" 

He said that in a low tone that I hadn't heard him use before, 
narrowing his eyes at me in the process. Even though he was 
physically weak and didn't look at all intimidating, Sora was the 


second person whose eyes had ever made me feel uncomfortable. 
They carried an abnormal amount of darkness and looked as if they 
were staring right through me. In that moment, I felt like there was 
nothing I could hide from this person. 

No one else in the room spoke, they feared it would snap the 
tight thread of tension that now dominated the room. I had been 
trained to deal with all kinds of situations over the course of my 
life, but the one I had found myself in now was nothing that 
could've been prepared for. Sora was the kind of person that could 
read others like open books, which made him terrifying in a 
different way than those who wielded violence. 

I worked my brain into overdrive to try and come up with the 
best response. Right now, I had no way to tell whether Sora was 
bluffing or if he actually knew that I was concealing my true 
intelligence. If I said something like T'm not,’ and it turned out that 
he had good justification for thinking that I was smarter than I let 
on then my classmates would start to view me as someone who 
couldn't be trusted. I could even end up ostracized in my class. 

Conversely, if I responded with something like ‘Ah, looks like you 
caught me!' and he was bluffing then I would essentially be revealing 
myself and playing right in to his hands. Sora was currently 
impossible to read which meant that all I could do was weigh up 
the pros and cons of each kind of response. 

My peaceful student life would probably be compromised more if 
I was distrusted by every member of my class than if I was judged 
as a superior student by the rest of the students of the school. These 
six people were the ones that I would inevitably have to spend the 
most time with and get to know the most - that meant that I 
couldn't afford to antagonize them all. 

Even if I did brandish my talents openly, I may not even be 
singled out anyway. There was Sora, Shiro, Ryuzaki and Lelouch in 
my class who could all, as well as me, play a full game of Monopoly 
with nothing but their minds. 

Contrary to his appearance, Ryuzaki was an observer who could 
learn even the most intricate details just by watching from a 
distance. He hadn't shown much yet, but I was sure that there was 
much more to him than what we'd currently seen. 

Lelouch seemed to be a master strategist, who was able to 
recognize both Shiro's overwhelming strength as well as her one 
weakness just by playing one chess game against her. He was also 
able to come up with a strategy on the spot and manipulate the 
game with little sacrifices in order to set up a trap to exploit that 
one weakness. I was certain that his trap would've worked too, had 
he been playing against Shiro only. 


Shiro was at first glance just an ordinary girl, the only noticeable 
thing about her being her short and underdeveloped figure. 
However, she possessed calculation and memory abilities that put 
even computers to shame - she was at a level that could very well 
be considered anomalous by human standard. There would 
probably never be another person like her, even in the distant 
future. 

Sora was a person who could deduce almost everything that 
could possibly be deduced at a glance - he never missed a single 
detail no matter how complex or simple the situation may be. In 
addition, it seems that he also possessed unrivaled knowledge about 
human nature; he could read people's thoughts and intentions just 
by watching them with those eyes of his, which were filled with an 
intoxicating darkness. 

Among these people, I might be able to find a likeminded 
closeness or, at the very least, I don't think that I would be singled 
out among them. Even if the rest of the school treats our class as 
outcasts, these six would remain by my side as they too would have 
nowhere else to go. This much I was certain of. 

In that case, my answer is obvious. 

"I just... didn't want to stand out." I told the honest truth. 

"Newsflash dumbass, come next month when Class E is revealed 
you're going to stand out whether you like it or not! You'd might as 
well choose to do it now on your own terms than desperately cling 
to the vanishing hope of staying unnoticed forever!" Sora 
reprimanded me, sounding frustrated. 

To him, my behaviour probably looked idiotic. No matter what I 
did, my identity would inexorably become known to all students of 
this school once the ‘experimental class' was made public next 
month, so why even bother trying to blend in? I had come to this 
school for the chance to experience the things I previously could 
not and I'd thought that if I showed my true self I would be unable 
to do that. Maybe though, I would still be able to experience 
satisfying freedom even if I did use my true abilities. 

"I see... What tipped you off?" I asked out of curiosity. 

"Are you kidding? Obviously, it was that Monopoly game we just 
played! And don't think that I didn't catch your reaction to Lelouch's 
trap during our first day chess game either; you saw the crushing 
response Knight to a4 instantly just like I did, right?" 

I merely nodded my head in reply. Really, this guy didn't miss 
anything, did he? 

"So, ordinary-student-kun, could you kindly drop the act?" Lelouch 
interjected in a slightly mocking voice, leaning back in his chair. 

I sighed in exasperation. Two days in and my cover was already 


blown. I had thought I was doing a good job of blending in, but it 
seems that I had underestimated my classmates. Realistically, there 
was no way they wouldn't be suspicious of a supposedly ordinary 
student being placed in Class E. Also, perhaps I overstepped a bit 
during that Monopoly game - I got caught up in the flow of things 
and accidently ended up letting on more than I'd meant to. 

"At least let me cling to mediocrity in public until May 1st. That 
is my only condition." I decided that I'd still like to interact with 
normal students in a normal way, even if it was only for one month. 

"That's fine. No one here will do anything to expose you, right 
guys?" Kururugi said. 

I'm extremely grateful for Kururugi's presence. He looks like he 
always has people's best interests in mind and will help anyone 
without question. This made him very dependable, but at the same 
time could end up being his achilles' heel - such indiscriminate 
kindness also tends to be accompanied by naivety. 

"Yes," 

"Sure," 

"Yeah," 

"Alright," 

"Mhm," 

Affirmatives spread around the room in response. It seemed that 
everyone had unanimously agreed to let me carry on playing 
ordinary for as long as I could before I was forcibly exposed. I was 
glad to have such understanding classmates. 

"So, getting back on track: Class B has a very trusted and 
charismatic girl as their one and only leader, who we'll dub 
‘Strawberry-chan' for now. Is that all you were able to find out?" 
Ryuzaki brought the discussion back to its original focus. 

"Yeah. Sorry." I apologized. 

"It'll do for now, I guess. You'd better take responsibility and learn 
some more about Class B in the future, Ayanokoji." Sora said, 
relaxing back into his seat once more. 

His eyes returned to their normal, somewhat smug signature red 
gradient. All traces of the darkness within Sora had vanished. What 
happened to him for him to carry such darkness? I couldn't help but 
ask myself. 

"T'll do my best," 

"Right. Now we get to learn about Class C. It was Lelouch and 
Kururugi that went there, wasn't it?" Light nudged the conversation 
forward in his trademark calm voice. 

"Yes," Lelouch cleared his throat. "Class C is ran by a dictator who 
wields violence in order to supress any and all opposition within his 
class. Even though it's only the second day of school he seems to 


already have most the class under his thumb - mainly because most 
people are hesitant to fight him. His name is Ryiien Kakeru, but he 
isn't actually the strongest person in his class. There is also a very 
largely built guy with a dark skin complexion named Albert 
Yamada who always wears sunglasses, he is incredibly strong but 
doesn't seem to like resorting to violence." 

"When did you find out Albert's name?" Kururugi asked 
quizically. 

"I checked his desk's nameplate before we left. It looks like Class 
C still hasn't removed them." 

"O-oh... Obviously..." Kururugi said, probably feeling like he was 
stupid for asking an obvious question. 

Lelouch had given us a brief rundown, and then proceeded to 
explain all the events that happened when he visited Class C. About 
how 'Green-aka-Ishizaki-kun' had been beaten by Ryiien, and how 
‘Sunglasses-aka-Albert-kun' had stood up for the class, beating Rytien 
with relative ease. Rytien simply got back up though, which is when 
Lelouch and Kururugi had entered the classroom and spoken with 
him. 

Apparently, Lelouch asked the Class C students why they didn't 
report Ryiien to the school and Ryiien had stopped them from 
answering him. Thus, Lelouch deduced that Ryiien knows he can't 
be reported for assaulting his own classmates since a punishment to 
him would also be a punishment to Class C by extension, but didn't 
want him to know that he knew that. Lelouch came to the 
conclusion that he was an incredibly dangerous opponent due to the 
fact that he was not hesitant to use violence and was seemingly 
very observant and intelligent. From what I'd heard, I'd be inclined 
to agree. 

After hearing Light, Ryuzaki and Lelouch's intel, I couldn't help 
but feel like I was inferior to them. I didn't even manage to find out 
Strawberry-chan's name meanwhile everyone else had figured out 
the identities and personalities of all the important figures in their 
respective classes. My last hope was to pray that Blank had also not 
gotten much information but it didn't seem likely at this stage. 

"That's why those Class C girls approached you, then." Shiro 
deduced quietly. 

"Yeah, I bet they thought you were so cool standing up to their 
scary leader like that." Sora sneered in annoyance. 

"Are you really still bitter about that?" Lelouch asked in 
seemingly genuine confusion. 

"Nii will go back to normal tomorrow don't worry." Shiro said as 
she started to pat Sora's head with her right hand. "He's just upset 
because he's never even touched a girl other than his sister before." 


"Don't go slandering my name! That's defamation!" Sora protested 
loudly. 

He didn't shake off Shiro's hand, however. 

"Now it's your turn, Blank." I said. 

Their story was the one I was most interested to hear. Horikita 
had looked repulsed by Sora and Shiro's mere presence in the 
gymnasium, even more so when they had approached us. Sudo's 
group had also acted unnaturally hostile towards them when they 
spoke to me. My curiosity was piqued by what they possibly 
could've done to become hated by multiple members of Class D so 
quickly. 

"If we're talking about influential figures," Sora began, leaning 
forward in his chair. "Then Class D has Yosuke Hirata, a boy who is 
adored by the Class D population, especially among the girls. Then, 
there is also Horikita Suzune who doesn't seem very well-liked by 
her classmates but from what I can tell is pretty smart. Her 
weakness is that she thinks of herself as superior to everyone 
around her, which is preventing her from becoming a good leader. 
Lastly, a boy caught my interest; his name is Koenji Rokusuke. His 
physical build is excellent and he gives off an aura of arrogance, as 
if he thinks of himself as the absolute pinnacle of humanity. This 
wouldn't normally be enough to intrigue me but you'll see why I 
took notice of him in a minute." 

So as it turns out, everyone other than me had obtained highly 
detailed information about the class they were assigned to. I was 
banking on Blank doing badly to cover my own incompetence, but 
it looked like they had actually been the most thorough out of 
everyone. 

After noting potentially important students of the class, Sora 
recapped what had happened when he arrogantly burst into Class 1- 
D. He had provoked them all by calling them ‘defective’ and '‘trash' 
which caused Horikita, being the prideful girl she is, to challenge 
him. Sora had used a deck of playing cards to propose a simple 
game where they would try to guess which card was on the bottom 
of the deck. However, what he didn't mention and what Horikita 
neglected to consider was that the deck was freshly-opened and, as 
such, was still in its default order. Sora used this to predict with 
near guaranteed success that the bottom card would be the Ace of 
Spades, since almost all decks of cards are packaged in that order 
and seeing as he hadn't explicitly looked at any of the cards in the 
deck, it couldn't be considered cheating. 

One student, Koenji Rokusuke, had apparently seen through 
Sora's trick but chose to stay silent. Even though in hindsight it 
seems like an obvious trap, during the moment 99 percent of people 


wouldn't even stop to think about the possibility of the deck never 
having been shuffled before. KOenji was apparently in the 1 percent 
though, as he had been smirking with satisfaction at the result of 
the game. It seemed that quite a troublesome one was lurking in 
Class D. 

"From the impression I got of him, Koenji is far too flippant to be 
considered a threat at this time. However, should he get serious and 
start leading his class against us, we may actually have to tread 
carefully." Sora concluded his findings with a warning. 

In summary, the ones we had to watch out for were Sakayanagi 
and Katsuragi of Class A, Strawberry-chan of Class B, Ryiien of Class 
C and Koenji of Class D. Honestly, even without including Class E, 
this year of students was very impressive. 

Then, something hit me. I saw an opportunity to somewhat 
redeem my earlier failings, and spoke up. 

"There is one thing that I found out about Class D as well," I 
interjected. 

"There is?" Kururugi asked. 

"Yes. At lunch today I met a girl named Kushida Kikyo. From 
what I can tell she's very popular because of her outgoing and 
cheery attitude; she won't hesitate to talk to or help anyone, even 
those who are deemed unpopular. She said that her goal is to 
become friends with everyone in the school and asked me for my 
contact information which leads me to think she'll end up having 
the most vast social network within the school." 

I had accidently learned more about a single student in Class D 
than I had about the entire class I was supposed to be investigating. 
I internally kicked myself, but hoped that my classmates would 
forgive me a bit since I supplied them with some useful knowledge. 

"That is definitely good intel. A vast social network is the one 
thing our class will lack, since we only know each other and none 
of us are particularly outgoing. She could turn out to be a 
dangerous entity." Ryuzaki praised my findings. 

I felt a mixture of happiness and relief. It looked like my 
contributions weren't completely useless after all. 

"Kushida Kikyo, huh..." Sora muttered to no one in particular. 

"Nii, she was silent the whole time we were in Class D. You 
couldn't have noticed her." Shiro comforted him. 

Apparently, Sora was annoyed that he hadn't noticed this vitally 
important asset to Class D himself. This was something I'm sure 
only Shiro could discern, having known him for her entire life. 

"Well, that's pretty much it for our class investigations, right? 
We've learned everything that there is to learn at this point in the 
year." Kururugi said, to which everyone nodded. 


"Well, today's been quite exhausting so I'm heading back to my 
dorm now. There isn't anything else to discuss, I take it?" Lelouch 
said as he stood up from the table. 

"I think there is one thing," I said, prompting him to sit back 
down. 

"What?" he asked. 

"What should we do about clubs? We're still in the dark about 
how important they are and we can't join one because trying to do 
so would cause widespread confusion, especially amongst the 
upperclassmen." I stated dryly. 

"I think the best move is for us to just wait until next month to try 
and join one, since by then we may end up learning how imperative 
clubs really are. If we flaunt our abilities a bit I'm sure they'd 
welcome us with open arms." Light theorized. 

His assessment was more or less correct - clubs would probably 
accept any student with outstanding capabilities even if it's a month 
late. Since it seemed that the school was purposely waiting until 
May to reveal more about how the school works to us, there was a 
decent chance that we were going to learn more about clubs as 
well. 

"Yeah, our hands are tied right now. What about the student 
council? I think at least one of us should try to get into it, since 
there's a good possibility that they have a large degree of influence." 
Sora added. 

"I agree. Having a student from Class E in the student council 
seems like something we need if we're to make up for the 
disadvantage we have compared to the other classes." Ryuzaki said. 
"But who will join? I am definitely not a candidate myself." 

"Wait until next month to decide." Shiro said simply, but I'm sure 
we all got the message she was conveying. 

No one in our class stands out as a particularly great choice, so we 
should wait until next month when we know each other better before 
deciding. This was undoubtedly what Shiro had meant, and the fact 
that she didn't say it probably meant she was confident we'd pick up 
on her meaning. 

"That's probably the wisest decision. Much better than rushing 
into everything, anyway." I said my piece. 

"Mhm. Can I go now? All that troublesome information gathering 
with Class C, this discussion and that Monopoly game have really 
tired me out." Lelouch complained. 

I couldn't help but agree. I had done enough theorizing, 
information gathering and dicussing for one day. Everyone else also 
seemed to share the sentiment so we stood up from our table and 
started walking back to our dorms. 


I thought back on everything that had happened today as I 
walked. Namely, my ordinary life had already come crashing down, 
at least within the walls of Class 1-E. Alternatively though, you 
could look at it as if I was finally fitting in since everyone else was 
also allegedly an outstanding talent - being known by my 
classmates probably wouldn't change much. In fact, they'd all 
probably suspected me from the start anyway. 

"Thinking about something, Ayanokoji?" Lelouch laughed a few 
feet in front of me. 

Light and Ryuzaki had split off from the group during our return 
walk to the dorms, saying they were going to drop by Keyaki Mall 
before they headed back. This just left the five of us, walking back 
in silence. That was until, of course, Lelouch had shattered the 
tranquil atmosphere like thin glass. 

"I guess." I gave him an expressionless reply. 

"Hmph. I'll wipe that apathetic look off of your face one day, 
ordinary-student-kun." 

I'll look forward to it, 1 thought to myself. If Lelouch really could 
do it, then coming to this school was definitely worth it after all. I 
wonder what awaits me in the future. Can I really experience something 
new here? 

A/N: 5844 word chapter! It's on the shorter side compared to 
some of my other chapters, more specifically the last one, but 
it was just a discussion chapter that's laying the foundations 
for the real plot that's going to be starting up next chapter. 

I had intended the beginning to just be a small joke section 
as something to read before Light arrives, but accidently ended 
up writing 1455 words about Monopoly :v 

Thanks for reading all <3 


Chapter 1-6: May Ist 


Ayanokojis' POV 

"So we'll finally get to see what Kururugi's doing in this class, 
huh?" 

"That's right. I've been wondering about that as well." 

Arriving to class, Sora and Light exchanged casual conversation 
while Shiro silently held Sora's hand - mainly, they were talking 
about Kururugi, who was talking to Lelouch just next to me. Light 
and Blank arriving together was certainly unusual - it had been one 
week since the opening ceremony and so far everyone had arrived 
to class alone, save for Sora and Shiro. 

Today we had swimming class, which meant that the physical 
attributes of Class E were going to be evaluated. Thinking about it, I 
wondered where I ranked within Class E - my classmates all knew 
about my mental capacity by now, but everyone was still in the 
dark about each others athletic prowess. 

"Hey, Sora, will you and Shiro be all right?" I decided to call out 
to him. 

"What do you mean?" Kururugi asked. "Are you asking if they can 
swim or not?" 

"No. I've noticed that Sora and Shiro heavily rely on each others 
presence to function over the past week, and swimming isn't really 
something you can do while linked to another." I explained. 

"Nii and I are fine as long as we're in the same room." Shiro 
replied monotonously. 

"That's a weakness you guys should really work on. What is the 
reason you're so reliant on each other?" Lelouch said. 

"We'd-- Rather not talk about." Sora said as he sat down at his 
desk. 

I recalled the darkness that had seeped out of Sora's eyes when he 
looked into mine six days ago. Something had obviously happened 
in Blank's past to make them this way, to be so dependent on each 
other while carrying such a heavy burden. 

"Alright, let's place bets! Ryuzaki has kindly prepared a 
spreadsheet for us to use for both the fastest and slowest swimmers! 
1000 points to enter!" Sora declared, clearly changing the subject. 

We all gathered around his desk as he got out a tablet and opened 
a spreadsheet. All the Class E students' names were displayed, and 


there were two columns of numbers, presumably representing 
betting odds, accompanying them labelled Fastest' and 'Slowest' . 

As of right now, Kururugi had the lowest odds of being the fastest 
swimmer at one to four while Shiro had the lowest odds of being 
the slowest with one to eight. The odds assigned to me were two to 
three for being the fastest and twenty to one for being the slowest. 
In other words, the odds are low that I'll be the fastest and the odds 
are high that I'll be the slowest. 

This meant that Ryuzaki had evaluated me quite highly. In fact, 
after Kururugi I had the lowest odds of being the fastest and I also 
had the second-highest odds if I was bet on being the slowest. If 
someone was to bet on me being the slowest and I was, then they 
would win a payout of 20,000 points. Conversely, if someone bet on 
me being the fastest and I was then they would only win 670 points 
- in other words, Ryuzaki thought it was likely that I'd be in the top 
two for fastest time and was almost guaranteed to not finish last. 

"Can I add one rule?" Lelouch asked. 

"What is it?" Sora queried in response. 

Lelouch looked straight at me. "So that the betting is fair, no one 
is allowed to purposely lower their speed." 

"Ah, so the compulsive gambler is worried about the results being 
skewed by ordinary-student-kun, is that it?" Sora mocked both 
Lelouch and me at the same time, looking smug. 

"My holding back will depend on whether only Class E is present 
at the pool or not." I interjected, attempting to set clear conditions 
to my participation. 

Everyone seemed satsified with this compromise. Thankfully, the 
atmosphere hadn't changed at all since the events in the karaoke 
room - if anything I felt like I fit in with the group more than 
before. Everyone seemed to understand my position and agreed to 
let me live normally until May rolled around. 

Looking back at the spreadsheet, I decided to place my bet on 
myself. Some of my classmates raised an eyebrow at this, but 
nobody said anything. 


AVAVAVWA 


"Let's just get this over with," Sora sighed exasperatedly. 

After lunch had ended, it was finally time for swim class. Sora, 
Shiro and Lelouch had faces that made me think of a new soldier 
about to go to war for the first time, while the rest of us had neutral 
expressions as we headed into the locker room. 


Kururugi promptly removed his uniform and began changing, like 
you would if you were alone in your room. As I expected his 
physique was excellent, the kind you could only get through 
rigorous training. While everyone else was wrapped in bath towels, 
he stood there in nothing but his underwear completely unabashed. 
I couldn't keep myself from blurting something out. 

"Kururugi, you're pretty bold. Aren't you nervous being around 
other people?" 

"In the military, we had to do all sorts of things in front of each 
other including showering. If you tried to hide and be sneaky about 
it, you would only be noticed more." 

That was likely true in places like this as well - sneaky guys get 
mocked. 

"T'll see you all at the pool." 

A moment later, Kururugi left the locker room. I quickly finished 
changing as well and followed him out around half a minute later. 

Upon seeing the fifty-meter pool, Light raised his eyebrow. "This 
school is definitely luxurious. Even city pools aren't as good as this." 
The water was clear and beautiful, and because it was indoors, we 
didn't have to worry about the weather. The perfect environment. 

"It looks like only Class E will be here after all, eh Ayanokoji?" 
Lelouch said as he came out of the locker room as well. 

"Looks like it," I sighed in defeat. 

I had secretly been hoping that we would be joined by another 
class, so I could justify hiding my ability. Sadly, it looked like I 
wouldn't be granted a reprieve. 

A moment later, Sora emerged from the locker room. He was, to 
put it bluntly, a spinless cowering wreck. His whole body was 
shaking and his eyes darted around the room in apparent terror. I 
had never seen him like this before. 

"S-Sora? What's wrong?" Kururugi asked, but he didn't get a 
response. 

Around a minute later, Shiro emerged from the girls' locker room 
in a similar state. They both shuddered and hid themselves as best 
they could in this open swimming pool. When they saw each other, 
they immediately brightened and lunged towards one another. 

"Nii!" 

"Shiro!" 

They wrapped each other in a tight hug and were literally crying 
with joy. They didn't seem to pay any mind to the fact that their 
bare skin was rubbing against one another - if I didn't know that 
they were siblings, this scene would definitely give me a lewd vibe. 

"That was so scary!" 

"I never want to do that again!" 


They cried to each other. I felt an air of bewilderment fall over 
the rest of us like a blanket. I glanced around my four other 
classmates and they all had similarly incredulous expressions. 

"To think that it's that bad..." Ryuzaki muttered under his breath. 

"Oi, you two. You're really gonna have to work on that. What'll 
you do if there's a time when you can't be together?" Lelouch broke 
into Blank's heartfelt reunion. 

"It's scary!" Sora protested to no avail. 

"We aren't telling you to stop depending on each other and we're 
not telling you to suddenly change the way you've been your whole 
lives but... Can't you at least try to get to the point where you can 
function independently?" Light asked them. 

"I suppose... We can try to get to that point, eventually..." Sora 
said heavily as he walked over to us. 

"I guess it's lucky that Shiro is the only girl in our class, otherwise 
she would've had to change in front of people in that state." I 
pointed out. 

Shiro visibly recoiled in response, which made me feel bad. I 
should be more sensitive towards them in the future, I thought. I 
apologized to Shiro in my head. 

"On another note, your physique is unexpectedly good AyanokOji. 
You must have done heavy training to get that body, right?" 
Kururugi asked me. 

I thought about shrugging it off, but Kururugi would probably see 
right through me. He was no doubt very experienced in what kind 
of builds different levels of training produced, after having been in 
the military. 

"Yeah, something like that." I replied ambiguously. 

"Hm, that's definitely suspicious ordinary-student-kun." Lelouch 
mocked me. 

"Can you guys stop calling me that?" 

Really, it was beginning to get troublesome. It seems that me 
trying to act like a normal high-schooler had in fact brought more 
attention to me than just being myself would've. I hoped that they 
would eventually forget about it and drop the nickname. 

"Ayanokoji clearly had his reasons for trying to appear ordinary 
so I think we should let it go." 

The godsend himself, Kururugi Suzaku, spoke up on behalf. 
Thank you, Kururugi, you are truly my saviour. I knew the school 
made the right call by putting him in our class. 

"Yes, I think you guys should leave Ayanokoji alone." Light also 
backed me. 

"If you all say so," Lelouch responded, looking disinterested in my 
turmoil. 


"All right, everyone, line up!" 

A macho-looking middle-aged man, the kind of guy who 
apparently devoted himself to sports, gathered everyone together 
and started the class. He looked like a PE teacher, but also the kind 
of guy who was attractive to men and women alike. 

"There's only seven of you, huh? Shouldn't there be more? Are 
there people skipping the class?" 

Our instructor clearly hadn't been told that Class E only had 
seven students and thought that most of our class had ditched swim 
class. He didn't seem particularly frustrated though, even knowing 
that. 

"Uh, actually sir, this is our entire class." Sora said slightly 
sheepishly. 

"R-really? Ah, whatever. It's all right either way. After you warm 
up, I want to see what you can really do. Swim for me," the coach 
said. 

At that, everyone started their swimming exercises. One thing I 
noticed was that nobody in our class seemed interested in Shiro, 
even though she was a girl in her swimsuit. I wondered whether it 
was because she wasn't deemed attractive or if it was because her 
brother was present. Or maybe, they just simply aren't interested in 
girls. 

The teacher asked us to swim for about fifty meters. Students who 
could not swim were allowed to touch the bottom of the pool with 
their feet. I hadn't been in a pool since last year. The water must 
have been temperature-controlled, because I didn't feel chilled 
when I entered and adjusted right away. After getting in, I started 
to swim lightly. 

After fifty meters, I waited for everyone else to finish. 

"Did you see that? I made it all the way!" Sora exclaimed, clearly 
proud of his performance. 

He'd finished his swim just before Shiro and got out of the pool 
with a triumphant grin. But you almost came in dead last, Sora, why 
are you proud of that? 

"Well, it looks like everyone can swim, for the most part. 
Normally I'd split you all up based on gender but since there's only 
seven of you, you're all going to compete together. Fifty-meter 
freestyle." 

"C-compete?! Are you serious?" Sora's earlier elatedness quickly 
vanished when he found out we'd be competing. 

'T'll give out a special bonus to the first-place winner: 5000 
points. The student who comes in last place, however, will have to 
take supplementary lessons. Get ready." 

The confident swimmers looked happy, while the less skilled 


students groaned. 

I'd never imagined that the school would award points as a prize. 
Perhaps this was a way to light a fire under the students. Rather 
well thought out, I had to say. The seven of us lined up at one side 
of the pool, ready to start our competition. 

My sight wandered over to Kururugi, who was two lanes to my 
left. His physical ability was no doubt top-notch but I doubted that 
he had much experience in swimming since he had been trained in 
the military. Because of this, I could probably win the race even if I 
don't swim at my top speed. With that in mind, the race started, and 
we dove in. 

I couldn't focus on the positions of every other student while 
swimming, so I decided to go at a pace which would still be 
considered objectively very fast but not fast enough for it to seem 
unbelievable for a high-schooler. Granted, I didn't actually know the 
average-swim speed of a sixteen year old, so I adjusted my speed to 
an estimate. 

Once I finished the race, I climbed out of the pool. After a couple 
of seconds, Kururugi reached the end of the pool and climbed out. 
Everyone else was still swimming; Light was in the lead followed 
relatively closely by Ryuzaki while Lelouch, Sora and Shiro had 
barely made it half-way. 

"You're incredibly fast, Ayanokoji. Have you _ practiced 
swimming?" Kururugi approached me. 

"Yeah, I have quite a fair amount of experience with swimming. 
What about you?" 

"I've done a bit but never really trained in it, I guess." 

"Your speed is impressive for someone who isn't trained." 

"Thanks, but I can't really feel proud standing next to you." 

Around fifteen seconds later, Shiro finished the race in last place. 
Nobody could really blame her though, seeing as she was the only 
girl. It looked like the coach had used seven seperate stopwatches to 
time us - he was lucky that no more than two students finished at a 
similar time, I thought. He went to extra effort just to put our 
names down in order as well. After he finished writing, he moved 
back from the whiteboard so that we could see the results. 

Ayanokoji Kiyotaka: 21.94 
Kururugi Suzaku: 24.38 
Yagami Light: 26.12 
Ryuzaki Rue: 29.70 
Lamperouge Lelouch: 38.22 
Sora: 42.03 
Shiro: 47.94 

After a few seconds of silence, Lelouch asked a question. "Hey, 


what is the world-record for fifty-meter freestyle?" 

"It's 20.91 seconds," Shiro returned like a search engine. 

Is there anything that Shiro doesn't know? I couldn't help but 
wonder just how much information this girl had collected during 
her mere sixteen years of life. 

"At least tell us that swimming is your main specialty, Ayanokoji." 
Sora said more seriously than normal. 

"Who knows?" I decided to be vague. 

Lelouch and Sora clicked their tongues but didn't press the matter 
further, which I was grateful for. It looked like I had used more of 
my abilities than it seemed I'd needed to. In reality, the average 
time for a high-schooler for fifty-meter freestyle was probaby 
somewhere around thirty seconds but I had ended up getting a time 
that is extremely impressive even among adult athletes. 

"So, did anyone other than Ayanokoji himself place their bets on 
him?" Ryuzaki asked. 

"I did," Shiro replied. 

That surprised me. It appeared that everyone in the class except 
Shiro and I had placed their bets on Kururugi to be the fastest 
swimmer. I wondered what Shiro had seen in me to make her think 
that I would be faster than him. It didn't look like she just did it to 
be different, rather it seemed like she was confident I'd win. What a 
scary girl. 

"That means that everyone owes Shiro and Ayanokoji 134 points 
each." Light concluded. 

"Could be worse, I guess..." Sora muttered in annoyance. He was 
probably confident in Kururugi's victory. 


AVAVAVWA 


After school, I was relaxing in my dorm room when I received a 
text. Aside from the odd notification from the Class E group chat, I 
hadn't been sent any texts since I enrolled at this school. I hated to 
admit it, but I was slightly excited as I checked my phone to see 
who had texted me. 

[Can you meet me at Palate Café today Ayanokoji-kun?] 

It was from Kushida, who I had exchanged contact information 
with when I met her almost a week ago. What could Kushida want 
with someone like me? She couldn't be confessing her feelings for 
me, could she? Nah, there was about a 1 percent chance of that 
ever happening. 

[Sure. What time?] 


I texted back. I had nothing to do for the rest of the day and saw 
no reason to refuse. 

[Is 17:00 good for you?] 

[That's fine by me.] 

[Okay, I'll see you there then ¢ *%*?2] 

Kushida added a cute emoticon to the end of her text. I wondered 
if I should try that, too - it would probably be seen as weird coming 
from a boy though. It was about to be 4 o'clock, which meant that I 
had an hour before I was supposed to meet Kushida. She hadn't 
mentioned anything about what she wanted from me, so I couldn't 
help but wonder what was up. 

I decided to leave half an hour early. It would take me ten to 
fifteen minutes to get to Palate Café, so I would probably arrive 
somewhere around 14:40 and I don't mind waiting a bit. It never 
hurts to be early, after all. 

I changed into some more casual clothes I had bought earlier in 
the week and, grabbing my student ID card along with my phone 
and dorm keycard, I headed out. I ended up arriving ten minutes 
before Kushida did, which meant she had also decided to come a bit 
early. 

"Ah good afternoon, Ayanok6ji-kun! Did you wait long?" Kushida 
called out to me. 

"No," I didn't lie. Ten minutes wasn't a long time, after all. 

"Do you want to go in?" she asked, motioning to the café. 

"That... might be inconvenient for me." I admitted, scratching the 
back of my head. 

"Really? Why?" 

"You're quite popular among the boys of this school, Kushida. If I 
was seen alone with you, I might find myself in a bit of trouble." 

"Do you think so? I don't think it would be that unusual. You've 
also caught the eye of the girls, Ayanok6ji-kun, Even though no one 
seems to really know you. You're on a first-year students’ ranking 
chart." 

"Caught their eye? Me? Also, what the hell kind of ranking?" 

Apparently, we men had been rated without even noticing. 

"Well, there are lots of different rankings, you know? The hot guy 
rankings. The rich guy rankings. The creeper rankings. And--" 

"Okay, that's enough. I don't think I want to hear any more." 

"Don't worry. You're ranked a respectable sixth in the hot guy 
rankings. Congratulations! By the way, Satonaka-kun in Class A is 
in first place. Hirata-kun from my class is in second. The fourth and 
fifth place boys are in Class A. A guy called Lelouch-kun is the third 
place - I've never seen him before, but apparently he's good-looking 
and also stood up to Ryiien in Class C which made a lot of the girls 


admire him. I feel like Hirata-kun gets lots of points because of his 
looks and personality." 

From what Kushida had said, this Hirata seemed to be very 
influential and positively-viewed by the girls just as Sora had said 
when he reported his findings in Class D. It also seemed that 
Lelouch had caught the eye of the girls of the school after he had 
confronted Ryten. 

"Is it okay for me to be happy about that?" I asked. 

"Of course. Oh, but you also ranked pretty high in gloominess." 

"Let' see..." I looked at Kushida's cell phone. There really were a 
lot of different ranking charts. I saw a rather disturbing ranking 
titled, "Boys Who Should Die." Better not look at that one. 

"Are you not really happy about it? You're ranked sixth." 

"I guess if I cared about popularity it'd be different, but I don't 
really feel anything." Besides, no girl had ever placed a letter with a 
heart sticker on it in my bag. "So, does everyone participate in 
this?" 

"Well, not everyone, but lots of people do. I don't know the exact 
number of votes, though. The comments are also anonymous." 

In other words, many unknown variables made it difficult. 

"I think you're probably at a disadvantage, Ayanokoji-kun. From 
my point of view, you're definitely attractive enough to be 
considered a hot guy, but I don't think people would say you're as 
beautiful or stand out as much as Hirata-kun. From what I've seen 
you're not a great conversationalist and you haven't done anything 
to stand out like Lelouch-kun either. There's something missing, 
some element of attractiveness, you know?" 

In other words, there was nothing appealing about me at all. 
"Ouch. I feel like I just got stabbed in the heart." 

"S-sorry. I probably should have held back a bit." Kushida 
appeared sheepish. "Hey, Ayanokoji-kun. Did you have a girlfriend 
in junior high school?" 

"Would it be bad if I didn't?" 

"So, you didn't have one? Ha ha ha, no. No, it's not bad." 

"Rankings, huh? What would the girls think if the boys did 
something like that?" 

"They'd probably consider them the lowest of the low." 

Her smile didn't reach her eyes. Well, that was to be expected. If 
the boys ranked girls by cuteness, the girls would vehemently 
object. There was a definite double standard at play. 

"So, what did you call me out for, Kushida?" I asked. 

"The truth is, it's about Horikita-san. She still doesn't talk to 
anybody and I feel really sad when I see her alone, so I want to 
become friends with Horikita-san. You promised to help me right, 


Ayanok6oji-kun?" 

Smiling means letting your guard down in front of another 
person, even if just a little. Such a relationship could most likely be 
referred to as friendship. Kushida seemed to understand people 
well, especially when it came to making them smile. 

"I suppose I did. Do you have a plan?" 

"Well, I thought you could help me think of something." She 
giggled sheepishly and lightly smacked her own head. If she were 
an ugly girl, I would have been totally turned off, but Kushida made 
it charming. 

"Even if you say you want to be friends with her, it's not that 
simple though." 

"You're probably right... Well, first I think we should try to make 
Horikita-san smile," Kushida said. 

"Smile, huh?" So, because Kushida had asked, I was going to help 
her make Horikita smile. Was such a thing possible? I wondered. I 
doubted it. "In any case, I think there is one problem." 

"T-there is?! What is it?" 

"I don't have Horikita's contact information, and I don't think 
she'll accept an invitation from you to go out if she hasn't already." 

"Eeeh? You still don't have her contact information? But aren't the 
two of you friends?" 

Kushida thought that Horikita and I were friends because of the 
lie that I had told her when I ran into her outside Class B. She'd 
probably expected that I'd have gotten her contact info by now. 

"Unfortunately not. You've seen it yourself, right? She's cold as 
ice." I said, apologizing to Horikita in my head. 

"I hate to say it, but Horikita would probably never come if I 
asked her, and you have no way to contact her. In other words, 
we've reached a dead-end, huh." Kushida said, her smile wavering 
slightly. 

"Seems like it. If I ever do manage to get her contact information 
though, I'll be glad to help you." 

"Really? Thank you so much, Ayanokoji-kun!" Kushida brightened 
up again and looked up at me with sparkling eyes. 

I probably just got myself needlessly involved in more trouble, I 
thought to myself. 

"Say, can I ask you something unrelated, Ayanokoji-kun?" 

"Feel free," I replied. 

"Do you know someone called Kururugi Suzaku?" she asked. "I 
met him on the bus during the journey here but since then I've 
barely seen him and no one really seems to know him. There are 
some other people that no one seems to really know as well, like 
you, Lelouch-kun and there was also a boy who came in to our 


classroom around a week ago called Sora-kun that I haven't seen 
since. I hate to blow my own horn but I have quite a large social 
network so I'm sure I should've heard about them and their friends 
by now, but I haven't. Do you know anything, Ayanokoji-kun?" 

It seems like Kushida was a lot smarter than she originally 
appeared. Originally, I had thought she was just your average run- 
of-the-mill popular and friendly girl, but it seems I was mistaken. 
She was very perceptive and had noticed an oddity that no one else 
had thus far. Maybe, though, she had only managed to do so 
because of her vast number of friends and acquiantances. 

"I don't. What makes you think I do?" I tried my best to respond 
naturally. 

"Well, similarly to Lelouch-kun, many of the girls say they've seen 
you around but nobody really knows who you're friends with or 
even what class you're in. I've got some friends in every first-year 
class so I've visited each classroom a fair amount of times but I've 
never seen you in any of them." 

"Couldn't it be that you just never noticed me? I don't exactly 
have a big presence, after all." 

"It would be believable if it wasn't for the fact that there are three 
others in the exact same situation as you. What class are you in, 
Ayanokoji-kun?" 

This is bad. No matter which class I say I'm in, Kushida is bound 
to know at least one person in that class and she'll soon realize that 
I lied about being in that class. I worked my brain to it's maximum 
in an attempt to come up with any decent cover-up, but in the end I 
couldn't think of anything. 

"Well, that's--" I started, but Kushida cut me off. 

"Class 1-E, right?" 

Those words were like a punch to my brain, and I felt a wave of 
confusion wash over my body. It was certainly impressive but still 
understandable how Kushida had noticed something unusual with 
me and the rest of the Class E students, but her actually coming to 
the definite conclusion that there is a secret fifth class based on that 
simply wasn't feasible. 

All the other classes should still be, for the most part, in the dark 
about almost everything regarding this school's inner mechanisms 
and workings. As a result, nobody should have any reason to think 
that the school lied about there being only four classes, not even the 
most genius of students. Even if I were placed into Class D, I don't 
think I would've been able to figure it out either - it was that much 
of an arbitrary deduction to make. The only answer, then, is that 
she had already found out about the possible existence of Class E 
beforehand. 


"Class 1-E? What makes you think a class like that exists? The 
school said that there was only classes A to D, right?" I had to find 
out exactly how Kushida had reasoned that Class E exists. 

She could become a very dangerous adversary, even more so if 
we don't know anything about how capable she truly is. 

"I met Kururugi-kun on the bus travelling to this school. There, he 
introduced himself as belonging to ‘Class 1-E,' at the time I didn't 
think much of it but when the school said that there were only four 
classes I was confused. At first I thought that maybe Kururugi-kun 
had simply made a mistake, but once I found out that nobody had 
seen him in any of their classes I became pretty much certain that 
Class E must exist. Tell me, Ayanokoji-kun, are you also in Class E?" 


" " 


eecccccccce 


Thinking back to the bus ride, it was true that Kururugi had 
introduced himself as Class 1-E. I probably couldn't cover it up 
anymore, then. Kushida seemed sure of her conclusion, and it 
would be near-impossible for me to lie to her when she had already 
checked every class for traces of the Class E students. If that's the 
case, then I should change my approach and instead try to discover 
how much of a threat Kushida Kikyo actually was. 

"That's right. I'm a student of Class 1-E," I admitted. "Does 
anybody else know about it?" 

"No, I'm the only one. Tell me, why was Class E never mentioned 
by anyone?" Kushida asked. 

"The school decided not to mention it, so the students in my class 
also decided to keep it a secret for as long as possible." 

"But why though?" 

"Just for fun, I suppose. Are you going to tell people about it?" 

"No, I don't think I will. Figuring it out on my own is enough for 
me, so I'll help you keep your secret." 

"Thanks," I thanked her on behalf of my class. 

"In return, you also won't ever let on that I figured it out. Okay?" 

"Sure, that's fine by me." 

Kushida and I began to walk, with no particular destination in 
mind. 

"Say, don't you feel a strange bond of mutual trust forms between 
people who share a secret, Ayanokoji-kun?" 

"I don't know about that. I sure hope so." 

"Thank you," replied Kushida. 

I didn't really know what she meant by that. 


AVAVAVWA 


Sigh. 

I unconciously let out a sigh as I stared out the window during 
second-period history. It'd now been three weeks since the entrance 
ceremony and, in that time, nothing much had really happened. 
The one thing to note was that, astonishingly, after three weeks we 
still didn't know the name of the Class B leader who we'd dubbed 
'Stawberry-chan'. It seems like our class is seriously lacking in the 
social department. 

Looking around the room, I noticed that not many were actually 
paying attention to our teacher, Chabashira-sensei. Save for 
Kururugi and Light, every student was either looking at her 
apathetically or staring somewhere absentmindedly. We weren't 
explicitly misbehaving, per se, but we had certainly become far too 
lax over the last three weeks. 

Initially we had decided to not do anything that could possibly 
endanger our class, but I guess that in a room full of geniuses it was 
to be expected that some students would eventually start to get 
bored with class. Myself was included in that - I only found our 
classes tedious and I was sure that Blank and Lelouch felt the same 
way. 

"Hey, Ayanokoji, do you want to have lunch with me?" Lelouch 
whispered from beside me. 

Lelouch was one of the students I had grown closest to during my 
short time at this school. I found him easy to relate and talk to 
because we often shared the same viewpoint and ideology. 

"Sure. It's not like I have anything better to do anyway." I replied, 
half-jokingly. 

Our class still hadn't really branched out and made friends within 
other classes yet which meant that if I didn't hang out with my 
classmates then I wouldn't have anyone to talk to. 


AVAVAVWA 


For third period, we had English class with Ishihara-sensei. When 
the bell rang, Ishihara-sensei walked into our quiet classroom, 
seemingly in a more serious mood than usual. 

"Today's lesson is going to be a bit more serious than normal." 

Ishihara-sensei stood at the podium and looked around as if she'd 
expected someone to speak up, but everyone simply looked at her 
and waited for her to continue. It seemed that our whole class was 
interested in whatever she was about to say, which was quite 


unusual by now. 

"It's the end of the month, so we're going to have a short pop-quiz 
test. Please pass these along your row." 

She handed a stack of papers to Shiro and they began making 
their way along the line until the final one reached me, by the 
window. 

"This test will just be for future reference, which means it won't 
be reflected in your report cards and there is no risk involved - not 
that I have any concerns about your class anyway. Obviously, 
cheating is not allowed." 

No risk involved, huh? Those cryptic words worried me a little - 
the way Ishihara-sensei said that our grades wouldn't be reflected in 
our report cards made me think that the grade could be reflected in 
some other way. Well... perhaps I was just overthinking it. If this 
had no effect on our report card, then there was no need to be so 
cautious. 

As soon as the pop quiz began, I scanned the questions. There 
were four questions per subject, for a total of twenty. Each question 
was worth five points, for a total of one hundred points. Most of the 
questions were extraordinarily easy, to the point where it was 
almost a letdown. In fact, the questions seemed to be about two 
levels less difficult than the ones on the entrance examination. It 
appeared far too easy. 

However, just as I thought that, I reached the end of the test. The 
final three questions were an order of magnitude higher in terms of 
difficulty. The final math problem couldn't be solved without 
complex formulae. 

These questions couldn't be geared toward a first-year high school 
student. The final three questions were clearly of a diferent quality 
than the others, so it was possible they'd been put on the test by 
mistake. Even though the results wouldn't be reflected in our 
grades, what in the hell were they evaluating with this? 

Well, I guess I'll just solve all the questions correctly. If I do what I did 
on the entrance exam, my classmates will probably notice straight away. 

Ishihara-sensei monitored us. She slowly waltzed around the 
classroom, keeping a cheery but watchful gaze on the students to 
dissuade us from cheating. Seriously, Ishihara-sensei was very 
strange - she always acted cheery and overly-friendly, but also 
seemed to have more insight than she let on. 

I quickly finished my test and continued to stare at it until the 
bell rang. 


AVAVAWA 


"Fancy seeing you here." 

"What an unfortunate coincidence." 

I decided to drop by the cafeteria after school and grab something 
to eat before I went back to my dorm. There, I ran into Horikita, 
who was deep in thought about what to get from a vending 
machine. She wrinkled her nose as I approached her and vocally 
complained about my existence as usual. 

"You seem to be stuck on what to buy," I ignored her provocation. 

"I'm simply comtemplating why anyone would ever actually buy 
juice from one of these." 

"Not everyone is so serious and strict about their expenses, you 
know. Some people just want to enjoy flavour." 

"Being cautious about your spending habits is natural. Everyone 
who has blown through all their points in this one month is a fool." 

Horikita gave a different reason than before for why students 
should save their money. When Light and I had encountered her at 
the convenience store, she said that it would be hard to adjust 
should you lose your luxurious lifestyle - this time, she was acting 
like keeping points for the next month was an imperative. Could she 
have learned something, perhaps? 

"Oh? And why do you think that?" I prodded her. 

"100,000 yen per month seems excessive for a first-year high 
school student, don't you think? Initially I chalked it up to this 
school being a very generous government-funded establishment, but 
after that irritatingly smug Sora you seem to be friends with 
confronted me I can't help but think that there's some kind of 
catch." 

It looks like Sora's provocation had planted the seeds of suspicion 
in Horikita's mind. Of course even if Horikita did have her 
suspicions, that would probably not be enough for her to make a 
meaningful conclusion. It was a start though, I suppose. 

"Some kind of catch, you say? Now what possible basis could you 
have for that?" I asked. 

"That Sora said ‘keep going on as you have, and you'l be in for a 
rude awakening.' just before leaving the Class D room. Looking back 
over the last month, students in Class D have been extremely 
disruptive during class but none of the teachers seem to care. It all 
just seems a bit too lenient." Horikita explained as she pushed the 
button on the vending machine for water. 

So students had been explicitly breaking the rules during class 
but none of the teachers took any notice, huh? I thought back to 
what Ishihara-sensei had said about our points during our first day 


at school. The amount you've been given reflects the evaluation of your 
worth. In other words, if we were evaluated to be worse than we are 
now, then we would be given less. 

The logical conclusion to come to, then, was that the teachers had 
been leaving the students to do as they wish for the first month for 
the sole purpose of evaluating what they would do if left alone. I 
couldn't help but imagine that Class D would be evaluated very 
badly, based on what Horikita had said. 

"So? What are you going to do?" I asked her as she picked up her 
bottled water from the vending machine's hatch. 

"There's nothing to do, is there? It's pretty much impossible for 
anyone to have figured the school out at this point so all we can do 
is wait, can't we?" 

"I suppose so," I affirmed, approaching the vending machine 
myself. 

I pushed the button for milk and swiped my student ID card 
across the scanner. The machine rumbled and, after a few seconds, 
spat out the drink into it's output hatch. I reached down and pulled 
it out, noticing Horikita's bewildered expression. 

"Milk?" she questioned, seemingly in disbelief. 

"What's wrong with milk?" I asked. 

"I thought guys like you only drank energy drinks and juice." 

This girl really likes to make assumptions about people, doesn't 
she? 

"You know, that stereotyping you do will make it hard for you to 
make friends." I told her. 

"Make friends? I already told you, didn't I? I have no interest in 
friends,’ much less with lesser individuals." she stated rather 
complacently. "And what about you? I suppose you've accumulated 
some more friends since the last time we spoke?" 

"I have a few, I suppose." 

In the end, it seemed like Horikita and I were never going to see 
eye to eye. She seemed convinced that she is a superior student, and 
that friends would only drag her down. I parted ways from Horikita 
and briefly wondered if she would ever change her mindset. It's 
unlikely she'd change without something pusher her, was the 
conclusion I came to. 


AVAVAVWA 


On May 1, the morning bell rang signalling the start of 
homeroom. Ishihara-sensei calmly walked into the room, holding a 


rolled-up poster. She had an expression that, while still lighthearted 
as normal, was a bit more stern than her usual look. 

"All right, your morning homeroom is about to begin. Before we 
get started, do any of my lovely students have any questions? I'm 
sure there's some things you want to ask me so feel free to speak up, 
'kay?" Ishihara-sensei seemed certain that we would have something 
to ask her. 

Contrary to her expectations, however, nobody made any move 
to ask a question. In fact, most of the students just looked 
disinterested and were waiting for her to continue. I took a glance 
at Lelouch next to me, who looked just slightly less apathetic than 
usual. 

"Does no one really have anything to ask?" Ishihara-sensei asked, 
seemingly amazed. 

"If it's about our points, sensei, we pretty much already figured 
out what was going on during the first day here. There's no reason 
for us to ask any questions at this stage." Light spoke up on behalf 
of Class E. 

Ishihara-sensei looked genuinely shocked at this. She'd known 
that we were apparently once-in-a-generation talents, but she'd 
probably never expected us to figure out the S system so quickly. 

"O-oh, right... Well, I'll move onto the main topic then!" Ishihara- 
sensei mostly returned to her cheery attitude. 

From the tube she carried, she removed a white rolled-up poster 
and spread it out. She stuck the poster to the blackboard with some 
magnets. All of the previously apathetic students now looked at the 
poster with intrigue. 

"Are these... the results for each class?" Lelouch muttered under 
his breath. He was more than likely correct. On the poster, classes A 
through E were listed and were accompanied by a column of 
numbers that went up to a maximum of four digits. The poster read: 

Class Point Standings: 

Class A - 940 
Class B - 650 
Class C - 450 
Class D - 0 
Class E - 310 

By the way the standings looked, it seemed like our conjecture 
about students being sorted from classes A to D based on their 
ability was correct. This also meant that the ‘Class Points,’ system 
was the missing piece of the puzzle we had been looking for. I 
couldn't help but think though, that since our class points were 
listed in a format called ‘Standings,’ that pretty much confirms that 
we'll be competing with other classes. However, since it seemed 


that Class A had been attributed all the superior students while 
Class D had the ‘defectives,'I failed to see how it would ever be a fair 
contest. 

"I see how it is now. Today, we received 31,000 points rather 
than the 100,000 we received during the first month. In other 
words, each ‘Class Point' corresponds to 100 private points." Sora 
deduced, as quick as ever. 

"Sensei. I think I have a question now." Kururugi said, raising his 
hand. 

"Go ahead," Ishihara-sensei beamed. 

"Is this exact poster currently being shown to all the other classes, 
as well?" 

"Mhm, that's right. Every other class is also being shown the same 
thing as you guys during their homeroom today." Ishihara-sensei 
confirmed Kururugi, and my, suspicions. 

I also raised my hand. I had a hypothesis, and wanted to confirm 
it. 

"What is it, Ayanokoji?" Ishihara-sensei prompted me to talk. 

"I understand that we probably started the month with 1000 Class 
Points and that we had lost some based on our evaluated merit 
during classes. Our class has been very well-behaved during classes; 
nobody has done anything to disturb any of our lessons. Isn't it a bit 
harsh for us to have lost 690 Class Points?" I asked the question that 
was probably on everyone's mind. 

"Aha, about that, that's something unique to your class. Since 
there are only seven of you, you will each be evaluated multiple 
times more harshly to make up for the missing number of students. 
Each other class has forty students which is just under six times the 
amount in this class. Consequently, each reduction imposed on your 
Class Points in this way is multiplied by six." Ishihara-sensei told us. 

I see. I had guessed so, but it seemed that deductions in Class 
Points were calculated multiplicatively rather than additively. 
Meaning that when one of the students misbehaved it wasn't treated 
as an instance of one student misbehaving, it was instead treated as 
1/7th or around 14 percent of the whole class misbehaving. It looks 
like because our class is much smaller than the rest, our individual 
actions carried much more weight than they would if we were in a 
normal forty-student class. 

"May I ask something, Ishihara-sensei?" Lelouch said. 

"Of course!" 

"Okay, then. Previously, Ayanokoji mentioned that we hadn't 
done anything to disrupt any of our classes. What is it that we have 
done that's caused our evaluation to plummet?" 

A good question. It would be nice to know what exactly had 


caused the school to decide that our evaluation was the second- 
lowest in the school. 

"Well, that's simple. There's a surveillance camera in every 
classroom which is used to track these things. Because this class is 
so small, it's much easier to notice when you aren't paying attention 
and when youre neglecting to take notes." 

It was a reasonable explanation, but I still had my doubts. 

"Excuse me, Ishihara-sensei, but is it really a problem if I don't 
take notes for things that I already know how to do?" I asked. 

"Yes, it definitely is! In society you will be expected to keep up 
appearances among many other things. When you're in the 
workforce, even if you finish your work early you'll still be expected 
to conduct yourselves properly; this is one of the many things this 
system is going to help teach you." 

Apparently we still had a lot to work on even though we all have 
exceptional ability. Indeed, talent often also came with other 
negative traits like a big ego, arrogance and a lack of respect or 
interest. This school aimed to correct these flaws, so that we can 
become superior members of society and not just superior talents. 

"There's one thing I want to ask, too." Sora said. "Since our Class 
Points are higher than those of Class D, does that mean that we will 
ascend to that position and Class D will drop down to E?" 

I had been wondering that as well. It seemed logical, but since we 
were an ‘experimental class,’ there was a possiblity we would be 
exempt from the normal system as well. 

"Yes, that's right. Starting from tomorrow, you'll become the new 
Class D. Congratulations on your promotion! The nameplate on 
your classroom door will be changed overnight, as will everything 
important in the database." 

So, we were in fact a part of the regular school system meaning 
we were also tasked with the goal of eventually graduating as Class 
A, just like everyone else. To be honest, I was grateful for this. If we 
were left as Class E forever, then I don't think we'd really have 
anything to strive for at this school. 

"Is that all the questions for now~?" Ishihara-sensei asked. 

Everyone nodded in response, to which Ishihara-sensei simply 
smiled and continued on to the next thing that she needed to 
address. 

"T'll move on to the next thing I'm obliged to tell you then, 'kay?" I 
detected a hint of joking sarcasm in Ishihara-sensei's voice. 

She proceeded to stick another sheet onto the blackboard. This 
one had all the names of our class' students on the left with a 
column of numbers on the right. It read: 

Ayanokoji Kiyotaka - 100 


Shiro - 100 

Sora - 100 

Yagami Light - 100 
Ryuzaki Rue - 100 
Lamperouge Lelouch - 100 
Kururugi Suzaku - 90 

"Are these our pop quiz results, sensei?" Kururugi asked. 

"That's right." She replied. 

It looked like our entire class got perfect scores except for 
Kururugi, who had still gotten over ninety percent. Overall, it 
seemed like Kururugi's physical abilities were the best in the class 
while his academic prowess was the worst. 

Ishihara-sensei pulled out a red marker and used it to draw a red 
line beneath Kururugi's name. 

"Congratulations! You all got a passing grade by scoring above 
forty-nine, which means that even if this was a real exam none of 
you would've been forced to drop out!" Ishihara-sensei said in a 
jovial tone. 

"D-drop out?!" Kururugi sputtered, his face washed with concern. 

"Yes, drop out. At this school, anyone who falls below the passing 
grade in an exam is expelled on the spot, no questions asked." 
Ishihara-sensei said that disturbingly happily. 

Kururugi seemed to be deeply unsettled by this revelation. 

"There's no need to worry, though! Everyone in this class has 
excellent grades, so you should never be in danger of being expelled 
through this way." 

"I'm more concerned about how easily this school dishes out 
expulsions rather than it being tied to our grades, sensei. If they'd 
expel us for just failing one test then who knows what else in the 
future could result in our expulsion?" 

Kururugi said something surprisingly perceptive - for him, 
anyway. Perhaps it was just because of the students that surrounded 
him, but I felt that I'd misread Kururugi a bit. If you compared him 
to the students outside of Class E, soon to be Class D, then he would 
be praised as excellent in both athletics and academics. He was 
certainly Class A quality in both, but his intellect was often 
overshadowed by his classmates. 

"You'd better stay vigilant, then! Teehee~" Ishihara-sensei teased 
him in response to his concerns, as if to say we can't confirm anything 
right now. With that, Ishihara-sensei turned and exited the 
classroom. 

"Passing grade of forty-nine, huh... That's quite the arbitrary 
number." Ryuzaki murmered. 

"No it's deliberate. It's exactly half of the class average of 98.8; it's 


likely that 49.4 was rounded down." Shiro returned values like a 
calculator. 

Spotting things like this was probably something that only Shiro 
could do. Everyone had realized by now that her calculation and 
memory ability was nothing short of superhuman - her brain put 
supercomputers to shame, in fact. Shiro's pattern recognition was 
apparently a weakness of hers, so it was likely that she had used a 
brute-force method to find the link between our scores and the 
passing grade just now. How terrifying. 

"So we were right about having to compete against other classes, 
then." Light said. 

"Looks like it. Our class only got 217,000 private points total this 
month. Compared to Class A who got 3,760,000 total we are 
severely disadvantaged." Sora added dejectedly. 

"Could be worse. Those Class Ds got 0 total." Lelouch replied 
condescendingly. 

"Ah right, speaking of Class D, we're going to become Class D 
tomorrow." I said. 

"So, our objective is to aim for Class A just like everyone else, 
then?" Kururugi asked. 

"Yes. Even though I don't really see a benefit to being in Class A 
other than the amount of private points you get, it'll still be fun to 
compete for the top ranking I suppose." Sora said. 

I noticed Lelouch crack a smile, which was rare for him. Usually, 
he just looked apathetic to his surroundings. 

"Seems like something interesting is going to happen soon," he 
said. "I can't deny that I'm excited for the competitions between 
classes to start." 

"Oh, don't you know, Lelouch?" Sora asked. 

Then, he grinned wider than he ever has before speaking his next 
words. 

"The game has already begun." 

A/N: 8414 words! This chapter was pretty much setting up 
the beginning of the conflict between classes, but I also had to 
go through some obligatory stuff as well. 

Next chapter will probably be various reactions in the 
different classes to the reveal of Class E, as well as most of 
what happened in volume 2. 

Volume 2 was pretty much just stuff to do with Class D, soa 
majority of it will be skipped including Airi's whole character 
arc. Sudo's fight with the Class C students will probably have 
an appearance as well, but won't be nearly as detailed as the 
original LN. 

We should be getting to the island special exam soon, within 


the next 2 or 3 chapters maximum! But for now, thanks for 
reading <3 


Chapter 1-7: Midterms 


Horikita's POV 

I glanced around me at the group I was walking down a school 
corridor with and had to stifle a sigh. How in the world did I find 
myself here? Was the question stuck in my mind. 

I thought back to everything that has transpired so far today. 
When I woke up one of the first things that I, and no doubt many of 
the other Class D students, noticed was that 0 private points had 
been deposited into our accounts. 

When’ Chabashira-sensei arrived, she was immediately 
interrogated by the students for a reason as to why their points 
were not updated - after ignoring sexual harassment from Ike-kun, 
that is. 

Chabashira-sensei went on to call our class 'stupid' and ‘defective 
before explaining that our class's results are reflected in the points 
that you receive and that due to our ninety-eight incidences of 
absences or late arrivals and three hundred ninety-one incidences of 
talking or using a cell phone in class, we had lost all 100,000 points 
we were going to receive. 

Hirata-kun had tried to speak up on behalf of the class, but 
Chabashira-sensei mercilessly shot him down and mocked him, 
saying that by now we shouldn't have to be told how to behave. She 
also said that the school cannot disclose the methods behind their 
student evaluation, making the _ situation even more 
incomprehensible. 

After that, the bell rang which prompted Chabashira-sensei to 
move on to the next topic and stick a rolled-up sheet to the 
blackboard. On it, classes and numbers were noted down in a 
column format. 

Class Point Standings: 

Class A - 940 
Class B - 650 
Class C - 450 
Class D - 0 
Class E - 310 

I felt another wave of confusion add to the already huge reservoir 
of confusion I had in my brain. Class E? Wasn't there only supposed to 
be four classes? I looked around the class, who now looked even 


U 


more dumbfounded than before, and it seemed that people were 
torn between two different questions that they wanted to ask. 

Eventually, Hirata-kun spoke up and questioned why the 
difference in our points was so large, to which Chabashira-sensei 
explained that we had been assigned from classes A to D based on 
merit - in other words, all the defective students were placed in the 
lower classes, which created this discrepancy. 

I couldn't help but feel infuriated when I heard this. I had no 
doubt that I was an excellent student, I was confident that I had 
made no mistakes during the interview and also got high marks on 
the entrance examination. What the hell am I doing in this class? 

Chabashira-sensei then explained how we could gain class points 
in other ways and could be 'promoted' to a higher class if we 
surpassed them in points. But then, that begs the question... 

"Excuse me, Chabashira-sensei, but why is there a fifth class 
written on the sheet? Weren't there only supposed to be four?" I 
asked. 

Chabashira-sensei simply smirked. "Yes, while it's true that there 
are usually only four classes, this year is an exception. Class E is a 
special class consisting of only seven students. All of these students 
were judged to be exceptional, even when compared to the best of 
the students sorted into Class A. Because of this, a special class was 
created as an experiment, to see if superior talent could overcome 
the disadvantages they face in terms of resources and social 
networking. You may have noticed that Class E has more points 
than you do. This means that, starting from tomorrow, you are all 
going to be demoted to Class E, which is now the lowest class for 
this year." 

So, the school had decided to conduct a test of sorts, using a 
small influx of students they deemed to be far beyond even the best 
of the rest of the student body. I was starting to get very irritated 
hearing about all these things like evaluations when I was stuck in 
this class of misfits. Not only that, but we were going to be demoted 
from our position within the first month - even ‘tragic,’ was not 
enough to describe my situation. 

"A test class of 'exceptional,' students, eh? They can't be that 
exceptional if they've already lost a majority of their class points." 
Koenji-kun spoke up, appearing mildly interested in the 
developments. 

"As I said, we cannot disclose how the students are evaluated. Let 
me personally assure you, though, that the students in that class are 
far beyond what any of you could even dream of reaching." 

"If it truly was a class of exceptional talents, then a perfect being 
like myself should've also been placed in there. Therefore, I've 


decided that you're talking nonsense, sensei-chan." K6enji-kun 
reverted back to his flippant attitude as he rudely addressed 
Chabashira-sensei. 

After that, Chabashira-sensei put our pop-quiz results on the 
blackboard and drew a red line above seven of the students' names 
with a red marker. She explained that at this school, anyone who 
fails an exam will have to drop out, which prompted a lot of 
concerned wails from my idiotic classmates. 

During the break, my classroom erupted into chaos. Hirata-kun 
and Kushida-san managed to calm the class down, but people were 
still far from happy. I analysed the notes I had jotted down about 
our class points and such before ultimately deciding I had to go and 
visit Class E myself. 

Just as I was about to leave, however, I was stopped. 

"Horikita-san? Where are you going?" Kushida-san called out to 
me. 

"I'm going to go and see Class E with my own eyes." I curtly 
responded and moved to leave once more. 

"If that's the case, do you mind if I come with you? If there's a 
class we haven't met yet, then I want to make friends with them!" 

"It's not like I can stop you anyway." I replied coldly. I don't have 
any interest in the company of defectives like you, Kushida-san. 

"I've also decided to come along - be glad. However, I won't 
permit anyone else to join us. Such a large group would be an ugly 
existence." Koenji-kun, the narcissist, decided to accompany us. 

I sighed and, bearing the stares of my classmates on my back, left 
the classroom with Kushida-san and Koenji-kun in tow. Nobody 
actually knew where Class E was located which meant that I would 
have to spend quite some time in the company of these two. How 
unfortunate. 

Just when I thought that things couldn't get any worse, I ran into 
two of the worst people I could've possibly ran into. Noticing me, 
they walked over with smiles on their faces and forcibly attached 
themselves to our group. 

"Ah, Suzune, are you perhaps on your way to Class E as well?" 

"Don't call me that, Ryien-kun." 

This disgusting man, Rytien-kun, didn't seem to care about the 
girl he had left behind. She made her way over to us, the sound of 
her cane clacking against the ground drowned out by Ryiien-kun's 
boisterous voice. Nevertheless, her smug smile didn't waver all the 
way until she finally reached us. 

"Fufu, this is quite the interesting gathering, isn't it?" she 
remarked without a tint of annoyance in her tone. 

"No, compared to someone like me youre all dull and boring 


creatures. But out of goodwill, I suppose I shall grace you all with 
my presence and accompany you on your little hunt." Koenji-kun 
declared as arrogantly as ever. 

I screamed internally at being stuck with this group but managed 
to keep my external composure. I had to swallow it and stick with 
this group because if I split off from them, I wouldn't be welcome to 
join again should they find Class E before I do. 

"So, you're saying you're above us all?" I asked Koenji-kun 
fiercely, but he just laughed. 

"Fufufu, that's right. There is no reason for a transcendent being 
like myself to pay any attention to irrelevant insects like you, 
Horikita-girl." I felt my eyebrow twitch as Koenji-kun mocked me, 
but otherwise managed to keep a straight face. 

"Sorry to interrupt your flirting, but do any of you idiots actually 
know where Class E is?" Rytien-kun cut our interaction short. 

"I have an idea of where it might be," Kushida-san responded with 
a cheery smile, as per usual. "I think it's on the floor above here." 

"Fufu, the floor above here? No students ever have any reason to 
go up there." Sakayanagi-san commented with a faint laugh. 

"Kuku, then that's obviously why nobody has found them yet, isn't 
it? Try using your head a little, princess." Ryiien sneered. 

"At least my position is actually comparable to that of a princess 
unlike you, Ryiien-chan, the boy who can't even keep his class 
under control." 

"Hmph, that was only when that Lelouch bastard took it upon 
himself to step into my territory. I soon put all of the disobedient 
ones back in their place. Besides, what kind of princess has her 
people split in half because of a rival faction? I wouldn't call you a 
princess, more of a crippled--" 

Just when I thought that the Class A and Class C representatives 
were going to a quarrel forever, Kushida-san and I were saved by a 
most unexpected voice resounding across the walls of the corridor. 

"Look at the children arguing over who has the better toybox - 
your existences are hardly beautiful. I have a date soon, so how 
about we kindly get a move on?" 

I briefly wondered whether Koenji-kun actually had a date or not. 
He certainly was quite popular among the second and third year 
girls so I had no reason to doubt him, but at the same time I'd felt 
that he'd only said that to shut Rytien-kun and Sakayanagi-san up. 
Either way, I found myself grateful for his intervention. 

"Fufu, then why don't you lead the way, Perfect Existence-san?" 
Sakayanagi-san asked, her smug smile still on her face. 

"Of course. You all should be ecstatic about being led by someone 
as great as me. Just make sure you can keep up, Little Girl." With 


that, Koenji-kun turned his back to us and began briskly walking 
towards the end of the corridor, where the stairs to the next floor 
were located. 

I was certain that Koenji-kun was walking faster than normal just 
to provoke Sakayanagi-san but didn't pay it much attention. 
Sakayanagi-san didn't seem to be all that bothered either, if at all. 
Rytien-kun and I matched Koenji-kun's pace, whereas Kushida-san 
didn't seem to have the heart to leave Sakayanagi-san behind. What 
a touching, fragile kindness. 

We walked up the stairs and down the above corridor at a 
quickened pace, stealing glances into the various rooms we passed. 
As I expected, all the rooms on this floor were staff rooms and 
utilities - nobody would have any reason to think there'd be a 
classroom up here. 

We reached a corner and, as I turned it, I noticed the room. A 
simple classroom with just seven desks, its nameplate reading ‘Class 
E.' Rytien-kun and Koenji-kun also looked like they instantly 
recognized it and Ryien-kun smiled upon seeing it but. 
Surprisingly, they chose to wait for Sakayanagi-san and Kushida- 
san, who had only just made it to the top of the stairs on the other 
side of the corridor, before entering. 

I patiently waited with them and, after around a minute, 
Sakayanagi-san and Kushida-san finally caught up with us. I'd 
expected Rytien-kun or KOoenji-kun to say something in contempt 
but they both said nothing. Just what was with these guys? 

"I must thank you for waiting for me. I apologize for my slow 
pace." Sakayanagi-san bowed to us. 

"S-sakayanagi-san! There's no need for you to--" Kushida started 
but got cut off. 

"Of course I would wait for you. A perfect human like myself is 
above petty, repulsive things like mocking someone's illness." 
K6oenji-kun somehow found a way to compliment himself, even 
when saying something reasonable. 

"Kuku, shall we enter, then?" Ryien-kun nodded at the door. 

I turned my back to them and approached Class E. I planted my 
hand firmly around the doorknob, but a surge of hesitation hit me 
just as I was about to open the door. Why is that, I wonder? 

"Are you going to open it, Horikita-san?" Kushida-san asked in a 
genuine voice. 

"O-oh right, of course." I mumbled, shoving open the door. 

A group of five people had just burst into their classroom during 
their break, but the seven Class E students just turned to look at us 
as if they'd been expecting a visit. Then, I locked eyes with someone 
so unexpected that I couldn't hide my surprise. 


"A-AyanokOji-kun?!" I sputtered in disbelief. 

Seriously, this guy was evaluated as being good enough for a 'class 
of generational talents’? I became convinced that this school's 
evaluation was wrong. Maybe they had gotten Ayanokoji-kun and I 
mixed up somehow? 

"Horikita. What do you want?" he responded, looking bored. 

I composed myself and took a moment to survey the room. I 
glanced from student to student, to see who I recognized and what 
immediately jumped out about them. 

Ayanokoji-kun sat at the far side of the room beside the window. 
Next to him was a raven-haired boy with piercing amethyst eyes 
who looked thoroughly disinterested in our intrusion - judging by 
his appearance and attitude, he was Lelouch-kun. On his right was 
someone I didn't recognize. He had short, brown hair and deep 
emerald green eyes. He also seemed to be quite well-built, even 
when still wearing his clothes. 

In the middle of the room was another student I didn't know. He 
had straight brown hair and brown eyes, and he was spinning a pen 
around in his hand. Objectively speaking, he was quite attractive. 
Seated beside him was a very odd-looking person. He had neck- 
length messy black hair and black eyes that unsettlingly stared back 
at mine. He was in a strange posture, perched on the edge of his 
chair instead of sitting in it. He is certainly a weird one, I thought. 

The remaining two students were individuals that I had the 
displeasure of already being acquainted with - Sora-kun and Shiro- 
san. One month ago, they had burst into our classroom and, to tell a 
long story short, made a fool out of Class D. Irritatingly, it looks like 
these two have been judged as excellent by this school. I fought to 
keep my inner frustration in check. 

"Nothing with you, obviously. I just wanted to come and see this 
stupid class for myself." I finally replied to Ayanok6ji-kun's query. 

"I see." he simply said. 

"It seems like you all got quite monstrous scores on the pop-quiz 
test. I'd thought that I was the only one in this school to get a 
perfect score." 

I turned to look at the sheet on the blackboard that Sakayanagi- 
san was referring to and couldn't stop my eyes from widening in 
shock. I felt like I could feel Sora's smug grin behind me as I glared 
at the scores stuck to the wall: 

Ayanokoji Kiyotaka - 100 
Shiro - 100 
Sora - 100 
Yagami Light - 100 
Ryuzaki Rue - 100 


Lamperouge Lelouch - 100 
Kururugi Suzaku - 90 

What this meant was that, if I took my pop-quiz test here instead, 
I would've had the lowest score in the class. I tightened my fist in 
annoyance. How does everything these guys seem to do get under 
my skin so much? 

"What's wrong, Horikita? You seem somewhat vexed." The 
taunting voice of Sora-kun rang out from behind me. 

"Just shut up, you stupid idiot." I snapped as I turned to glare at 
him. He paid no heed to my stare, though, and just laughed. 

"Youre calling me stupid? I take it that you got one hundred on 
this test as well, then?" 

My words got caught in my throat and I couldn't say anything. 
After all, he did get a better score than me on this test. I had no 
right to call him an idiot. 

"Of course Horikita-girl didn't, she's just a defect. If she was in 
this class, she'd have gotten the lowest score." Koenji-kun 
commented mockingly. 

"What are you saying, Koenji-kun? I got the same score as 
Kururugi-kun which means I wouldn't have had the sole lowest 
score. Additionally, you also only got ninety points which means 
you're in no position to mock me." I retorted sharply, scowling at 
him. 

"Fufufu, do you really think that I was taking this test seriously? 
If I, a perfect human, actually tried in this test, I would've easily 
gotten a perfect score. While it's true that we both got ninety marks, 
the difference is that you tried your best for your result whereas I 
barely tried at all." 

Koenji-kun claimed to have barely tried at all in the test and that 
we only got the same score because of that. I had no reason to 
believe him, of course, yet I still found that dealing with Koenji-kun 
was exhausting. I looked at the Class E students and noticed that a 
few of them had raised an eyebrow at KOenji-kun's declaration. 

"Perfect human, you say? That's quite a bold assertion to make, 
but can you back it?" Sora-kun disregarded Koenji-kun's statement 
with a chuckle. 

"Don't tell me that you consider yourself to be above me? Don't 
get cocky just because you tricked my defective classmates with 
that card trick of yours, Sora-boy." Even when confronted with 
someone evaluated by the school itself as superior, Koenji-kun's 
demeanour didn't waver. 

"Do you really think you could outwit me in a match, Koenji 
Rokusuke?" Sora challenged him with narrowed eyes. 

"Ha ha, obviously. Besides, even if I couldn't then that doesn't 


make me inferior to you. In fact, mere games are the only things 
you're good at; compared to someone such as myself who is 
superior in all aspects, you are mediocre." Koenji replied with a 
haughty laugh. 

"Excuse me, Koenji, but do you not consider that flippant attitude 
of yours to be a flaw in your so-called perfection?" The brown- 
haired boy with emerald eyes next to Lelouch said. Based on the 
facts, I assumed that he was Kururugi Suzaku-kun. 

"Hah? Of course not, don't be ridiculous. My attitude is merely a 
reflection of my rightful position at the top of the hierarchy." Koenji 
seemed to fully believe everything he said. 

"Kuku, is this it then? I thought this would be a class of people 
who could actually entertain me, but you all seem pretty damn 
average to me. Right, Sakayanagi?" Rytien said provocatively. 

I turned to Sakayanagi-san and saw something unexpected. She 
was still staring dumbstruck at the scores stuck to the blackboard. 
Was she really that surprised that they got perfect scores? Or was 
there something more? 

"Sakayanagi-san?" Kushida-san said, snapping Sakayanagi-san out 
of her trance. 

"O-oh, right..." she mumbled in response. 

Well this was certainly strange. I'd never thought that the 
'princess' of Class A would act like this upon seeing a sheet of 
grades. What in the world has gotten into her? Whatever it is, it's 
probably pathetic, so there's no point paying it much thought. 

"This must be why you were evaluated as a lowly Class C student, 
Ryiien. Did you really think we'd show you our hand this early just 
because you said you were disappointed? Don't make me laugh." 
Lelouch-kun sneered at Rytien-kun. 

"Look at you getting all cocky just because you spoke to me under 
the protection of a surveillance camera. Don't worry, little Lelouch, 
I'll soon have you along with the rest of your classmates bowing to 
me." Saying that, Rytien-kun turned around and opened the 
classroom door. 

"Well, this has been a rather spectacular waste of my valuable 
time. Looks like this class won't be getting me fired up after all." 
K6oenji-kun said that in a somewhat disappointed yet still conceited 
tone, before following Rytien-kun out of the door. 

"Fufu, I must disagree. I've found something, or rather someone, 
quite interesting thanks to this visit. I look forward to facing off 
against your class in the future, newly promoted Class D." 
Sakayanagi-san took a jab at me as she too took her leave. 

I clicked my tongue in frustration as I also turned to leave the 
room. How the hell did that Ayanokoji-kun get judged so highly 


while I was placed in a place of defects? I'll have to go and get 
answers from Chabashira-sensei when I get the opportunity, I 
thought. 

It looked like Kushida-san was staying behind to try and befriend 
the Class E students, so I shut the door behind me and departed. 
Honestly, what a pitiful conquest. Trying to make friends with 
everyone. I was almost sick then and there. 


AVAVAWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

May 1 came and went and, before I knew it, the school week was 
over. Lelouch and the others had started making a show of paying 
strict attention to the teachers now, which hopefully meant that our 
points wouldn't be jeopardized further. I noticed Lelouch in 
particular trying his hardest not to lose interest and doze off during 
class. 

I was a little sleepy, myself. It was hard to stay awake just before 
lunchtime. Also, I'd stayed up late last night watching an online 
video. Ah, sleep would feel so nice... 

"Hello!" 

A voice like sweet, silver bells rang out as the Class D door swung 
open. Honestly, it still felt weird to refer to our class as Class D now 
after spending an entire month as Class E. In our classroom now 
stood a short and pretty girl with beige-coloured short hair. Her 
name with Kushida Kiky6o, and she was one of the gems among the 
first-year students; kind and good-looking was apparently a killer 
combination. 

"Ah, Kushida." I uttered in response on behalf of Class D. 

Out of all the Class D students, I was the one who was closest to 
Kushida. I already had connections with her from before Class D 
(then Class E) was revealed, and Kushida had been taking 
advantage of our already existent connection to form relationships 
with the students of our class. Kushida bounded over to the teachers 
podium cheerfully and sat on it, looking over our class as her legs 
dangled down, rhythmically swinging back and forth. 

"Can we help you, Kushida?" Light asked her politely. 

Recently, Light had gained some popularity among the first-year 
girls. According to what Kushida had told me, I was in danger of 
being overtaken by him after the Class E reveal happened. It seems 


that after our class was revealed, Light had been free to be more 
outgoing towards the other classes and quickly formed a few social 
connections. 

"Well, I'll put it bluntly. I want to ask for your help." Kushida said 
somewhat pleadingly. 

"We'd be glad to help if we can, right guys?" Kururugi responded 
before anybody else could. 

To be honest, I'd rather not involve myself in troublesome affairs 
just to help a student from another class, but it seems that the 
altruistic Kururugi Suzaku had other plans for us. Prompted by him, 
all we could do was nod our heads and hear Kushida out. 

"So? What do you need help with exactly?" Lelouch sighed. 

"Well, our class has started preparing for the midterms and 
Hirata-kun has made a study group, but there are still a few 
students who've refused to attend it; namely Sudo-kun, Yamauchi- 
kun and Ike-kun." Kushida explained the situation in Class E. 

It seems that Kushida was worried about the three problem 
children. Ishihara-sensei had said that anyone who fails a real exam 
like a midterm would be faced with immediate expulsion after our 
pop-quiz test, so this was probably a serious matter for Class E who 
happened to have quite a few, how should I put it, "intellectually 
challenged" individuals. 

"I was wondering if you guys could maybe help them. The only 
person in the school who was able to match the grades of this class 
is Sakayanagi-san, and she would never help us in Class E." Kushida 
said dejectedly. 

I was pretty sure, no, I was almost positive that the majority of 
my classmates had no interest in volunteering to tutor a group of 
idiots. Kururugi was probably the only one that would willingly do 
such a thing - everyone else, like me, seemed to hate troublesome 
things. However, Kushida had a secret weapon. Even for people like 
me, her pleading gaze was near-impossible to resist. 

"So, what you're saying is that you want us to teach them so that 
they don't get expelled?" Sora inferred, his grin slowly slipping 
away. "You know what, I'm willing to do it if you give me 
something in return, some favours perha--" 

He never had the chance to finish his sentence as he was 
involuntarily made to scream in pain instead. From what I could 
make out, he had been struck mercilessly in the ribcage by Shiro, 
who wore a stern expression. Shiro was quite the possessive little 
sister, apparently. 

"Kushida, I'll be straightforward. Did you come here expecting us 
to help you completely for free, out of goodwill?" I asked her. I had 
to discern what kind of person Kushida Kikyo was. 


Last month, Kushida was the only one out of all the other classes 
to deduce our existence before it was revealed by the school. Her 
perception and vast network of connections was certainly a scary 
combination. If Kushida had come to our class for help expecting us 
to work for free, then she was more foolish than I thought. 

"No, I came prepared with some bargaining chips to negotiate 
with." Kushida huffed, as if she'd been expecting that question. "The 
main thing I can offer at this time is a contract saying that Class E 
will owe Class D one favour - Hirata-kun and surprisingly Horikita- 
san both agreed that it would be worth it for us to be indebted to 
you in exchange for saving us from three expulsions." 

Kushida's smile didn't reach her eyes as she said that last part. 
She'd probably realized how precarious her class's position truly is, 
and that Class E was pretty much depending on another class for 
assistance at this point. It also seemed like Kushida had not sought 
us out independently, but rather had come as an envoy on behalf of 
Class E. Horikita and Hirata had probably realized that Kushida had 
the best chance of getting our help, which is why she was sent here 
alone. It seemed that Class E is sharper than I thought they'd be. 

I had to say, I was surprised that Horikita had decided to rely on 
another class's help. I never would've thought the Horikita I knew to 
be the type to willingly ask for another's assistance. Perhaps, she 
had come to acknowledge Class D. 

One could say that we in Class D held all of the cards right now. 
As far as options go, the only other class that Kushida could 
realistically turn to is Class B and it seemed like they had the 
overall lowest ability of any class in the school —- in fact, the only 
thing they have going for them is their trust in their leader, who 
we'd come to learn is called Ichinose Honami. 

Compared to our class, where most of us had achieved a perfect 
score and the only one who didn't had still gotten equal points to 
Class E's top scorer, Class B simply wasn't an attractive choice. This 
was probably the conclusion that Kushida, Horikita and Hirata had 
come to. 

Thinking about their offer, on the surface it didn't seem very 
advantageous for us at all. However, looking at it more closely, we 
in Class D didn't really lose anything by helping the Trio of Idiots 
study but we could gain a potentially massive card to play in the 
future. Individualistically, their proposal was bad for us but looking 
at it from a class-based point of view we could stand to gain a lot by 
accepting the offer. 

"Thoughts?" Sora called out lazily. It seemed he had finished 
mulling it over at a similar time to me and had no qualms in 
discussing the matter right in front of Kushida. 


"I think it's a good offer to accept, assuming that three of us can 
actually tutor someone at a decent level." I spoke my opinion. 

"Hmm, can you teach people at a decent level, Ayanokoji?" Sora 
asked, narrowing his eyes. He was probably expecting me to lie to 
escape from an extra workload. 

"I actually think that I can be a pretty good teacher," I replied, 
which seemed to surprise Sora. His eyes widened a bit, before he 
quickly returned to his typical smug appearance. 

"I wasn't expecting you to say that, but it's a welcome surprise. 
Actually, thinking about it, you have some sort of connection with 
that Sudo don't you? You could be the perfect candidate to help 
tutor him." 

I certainly couldn't argue with his logic there. I became 
acquainted with Sudo when I paid for his noodles at the 
convenience store, back at the start of April when he forgot his 
student ID card. Although we weren't what you'd typically call 
'friends,' we could still be considered as acquaintances. 

"If needed, I'll take on the task of picking up Sudo's grades. What 
about the other two?" I resigned myself to my fate. 

"Well honestly, I don't think that anyone in Class E would listen 
to me or Shiro after the stunt we pulled, so it'll have to be out of 
Lelouch, Kururugi, Light and Ryuzaki for the other two." Sora made 
a good point. It was unlikely that Ike or Yamauchi would accept 
teaching from neither Sora nor Shiro. 

"I'm definitely not qualified to teach another person," Ryuzaki 
protested lazily. 

If you asked me, I'd agree that he didn't seem like the best 
teacher. In fact, Ryuzaki would be the worst teacher in Class D. 
Probably. 

"I nominate Lelouch-kun and Light-kun! You guys are the most 
popular, right?" Kushida said with a bright smile. 

"What does that have to do with anything?" Lelouch asked, 
genuinely puzzled. "I guess it would make some sense if we were 
tutoring girls but how would being popular help us get in the good 
books of guys?" 

"She's probably talking about how they'll ask us to... help them, I 
guess." Light said, slightly reluctantly. 

An awkward silence befell the room as Light and Lelouch 
pondered the situation. After a few beats, Lelouch decided to break 
the quiet. 

'Tll do it, I suppose. This favour had better be worth me 
sacrificing my time and potentially my IQ to teach those idiots." He 
really didn't pull his punches. Ouch. 

"If Ayanokoji and Lelouch are doing it, then I have no choice. Did 


you bring a contract with you here, Kushida?" Light said with a 
sigh. 

"Yeah." Kushida replied with a nod, producing a neatly folded slip 
of paper from her pocket. "For now, Hirata-kun has signed it as our 
representative, but I think he's reluctant to become the fully-fledged 
leader of our class." 

It looks like Class E had also expected us to ask for something in 
return for our assistance and had prepared for that negotiation in 
advance. I had to give credit where it was due - Hirata, Horikita 
and Kushida were certainly much smarter than what you'd expect 
from the average Class E student. 

"Hey, should we have a leader-slash-representative as well?" Sora 
suddenly asked that question with a frown. 

"Well I'm sure that our class will continue to function as a 
democracy of sorts, but I guess it would be convenient to have one 
person be the designated plenipotentiary agent for the purposes of 
negotiation and such." I said, resting my cheek on my hand. 

We all gathered around the teachers podium to read the contract 
that Kushida had placed on it. It read: 

This contract is to signify that the current Class E, represented by 
Hirata Yosuke, will owe one favour to the current Class D in exchange 
for temporary tutelage. By the rules enforced by the school, Class E must 
assist Class D with any one request as long as it is within their 
reasonable capability to do. This contract is signed by both classes, as 
seen below: 

Additionally, when the favour has been paid back by Class E, Class D 
will sign again here to show that the agreement has been fulfilled: 

After each colon was a few lines of blank space. In the first blank 
space, the signature of Hirata was written on the left. It seems like 
we'd have to sign ours on the right, and then once again at the 
bottom of the paper to ensure that there's no foul play when we 
cash in our favour. 

"It sure would be troublesome if every member of our class had to 
sign things like this..." Ryuzaki muttered as he scanned the page. 

"So, we should have a representative. But who?" Kururugi asked. 

"Well, a representative needs to be someone who is at least 
decently popular and well-liked, as well as someone who possesses 
good leadership skills and who can make good and quick decisions 
when the situation demands it. When I think about who in our class 
fits these criteria, only one person comes to mind." Sora said, and 
everyone's gazes slowly drifted over to a certain amethyst-eyed boy. 

He sighed in resignation. "Fine, I'll do it. I'll take on the role of 
‘leader' of Class D. It's troublesome even if it's only on a surface 
level, so I expect your unending gratitude." 


Lelouch pulled out a pen from his blazer and wrote his signature 
on the paper, just to the right of Hirata's. Something immediately 
struck me as odd about his signature, but I decided not to mention 
it for now. 

"Hmph, as class representative, I'm setting a condition on this 
contract." Lelouch said, apparently already making use of his new 
power. "You'll be the one to round them up, Kushida. We're not 
going out of our way just to try and get them to listen to us." 

It was a reasonable condition. It would be very troublesome for 
us to try and get them to accept our help just by asking them. Class 
E probably already didn't have a high opinion of us in Class D, 
especially after we just took their position on the class ladder. If 
someone like Kushida were the one to be the one to get them to 
agree to let us help them, it would be much more convenient for all 
parties involved. 

Kushida nodded contently to Lelouch's condition. "Yes, that's fine. 
I'll text you the details once I have everything sorted out then, Class 
Leader Lelouch-kun." 

Lelouch rolled his eyes at his new nickname but didn't say 
anything and simply returned to his seat. Everyone else followed 
shortly after, returning to their respective desks. Seemingly 
satisfied, Kushida turned her back to us and headed for the day. 

"Okay~, thanks for your help, everyone! I'll see you all later!" 
Kushida said jovially before she departed from our classroom. 

"How troublesome..." Lelouch muttered. 


AVAVAVWA 


I was the last one to arrive to class today. It seems like the rest of 
my classmates were earlier than usual. I walked to my seat, acutely 
tuning in to the few low conversations being held between the rest 
of the Class D students. When I arrived at my seat, Lelouch stood up 
and clapped his hands to get everyone's attention. 

"I have some probably important information I should tell you." 
He said. "After school today, Ayanokoji, Light and I are to meet 
with Kushida and the gang of defects outside her classroom as per 
the contract we signed two days ago. That's all." 

Lelouch sat back down. It seems like he was indeed the most 
suitable choice for the role of class representative after all, and was 
quickly adapting to the position. He seemed to have a decent social 


network, was good at organizing information and people and had 
the charisma to back it. A very good leader, if I must say. 

So, for the next two weeks up until the midterm exams, I will be 
tutoring Sudo, huh? In all honesty, it didn't sound too bad - it 
wasn't like I had much to do after school anyway, and it could be 
the opportunity for me to make a friend in another class. 

"Hey, Lelouch, have you considered joining the student council? I 
think you'd be a good fit and having a Class D student in it would 
be useful." Sora asked. 

"Stop trying to push all the bothersome responsibilities onto me." 
Lelouch replied sternly, ignoring the question. 

"I was just saying I thought you'd be suitable for the job, that's 
all." Sora replied in mock hurt. "But seriously, we probably should 
get someone on the student council." 

"Then why don't you do it?" Light interjected. 

"Me? You're joking," 

"Why not? You never miss anything and you're probably one of 
the smartest students in the entire school year. You're not bad at 
dealing with people either. You'd be just as good as Lelouch would." 

I thought that it was a decent point but couldn't help but worry 
that Sora didn't yet have the ability to work without Shiro by his 
side. I'd heard that the student council had accepted Ichinose 
Honami a few weeks ago, so it was unlikely that both Sora and 
Shiro would be able to join. In fact, if I'm not mistaken, the only 
open position is the second vice-president seat. 

"I think that you should at least go pay them a visit, Sora. You 
could learn something, even if you decide not to join." I added, to 
which Sora sighed exasperatedly. 

"Fine, I'll at least go and have a look with Shiro while you guys 
do your tutoring thing later. No promises though." He gave in. 

"We expect great things from you, vice-president-kun." Lelouch 
said sarcastically with a grin spreading across his face. 

"Yeah yeah whatever." 


AVAVWAVWA 


The bell rang signifying the end of the school day. Now, I had to 
go and meet with Kushida and the others with Lelouch and Light. I 
would be tutoring Sudo for the next two weeks, Lelouch would be 
tutoring Ike and Light would be tutoring Yamauchi. Honestly, I 


hope that we succeed, mainly because I'd feel bad for Kushida 
otherwise. 

Even if they all fail and get expelled, Class E would still be 
obliged to pay us a favour, as us succeeding in our tutelage was 
never specified in the contract. This could be a good opportunity to 
kill two birds with one stone and indebt Class E to us while also 
expelling three of their students. I got the impression that none of 
us wanted to do that, however. 

"Hey~ Ayanokoji-kun, Lelouch-kun, Light-kun!" Kushida waved 
us over, standing outside the Class E classroom. We waved our 
hands in greeting. 

"So, these three are gonna help us study?" Sudo asked, looking 
somewhat uncertain. It seems like Kushida hadn't told him the 
specifics of the arrangement. Now that I thought about it, she had 
probably only just managed to get them to agree. 

"Hey, Sudo," I said as I approached them. 

"You teachin' me, Ayanokoji?" he asked, a slight expression of 
apprehension on his face. 

"Yeah, looks like it." 

"Ah thank god, I was thinking I'll be made to study with someone 
I don't even know for a second there." Sudo appeared relieved that I 
would be his tutor. 

"Hey Ken, some of us do have to!" Ike complained from next to 
him. 

I heard Lelouch audibly sigh from behind me. It looks as if my 
classmates are going to have more mentally taxing job on their 
hands than I do. Lucky me. 

"Let's go to the library!" Kushida said with a bright smile. 

"Wait, you're coming as well?" Lelouch questioned in puzzlement. 

"Of course! Why wouldn't I?" Kushida looked as if she genuinely 
couldn't understand why she wouldn't join us. 

"Well, because we're going to be doing one-on-one tutelage, right. 
So what the hell are you going to be doing?" 

"Uh, eto, I thought maybe I'll just hang around? Maybe make sure 
that things go smoothly?" Kushida said, and then her smile started 
to fade, and she looked dejected. "Or do you not want me to come, 
Lelouch-kun?" 

Kushida asked him in a melancholic voice. It almost looked like 
she was going to burst into tears any minute — I thought I could 
make out her lower lip trembling as she waited for a response. It 
seemed like Kushida is sensitive to things like people rejecting her 
advances and not wanting to be her friend. 

"No, that's not it. You can come along, I suppose. I was just 
confused. I'm sorry if I caused you any offense." Lelouch bowed his 


head. 

Surprisingly, Lelouch didn't fumble or trip over any words even 
when faced with a depressed Kushida. I got the impression that 
Lelouch simply didn't care whether Kushida liked him or not, 
simply acting in accordance with what "you're supposed to do". He 
was indifferent towards any and all social matters but was still 
somehow very popular. How peculiar. 

Kushida soared into the heights of joy once more after being told 
she could come along. "There's no need to apologize for a 
misunderstanding, Lelouch-kun! We should get going to the library, 
then!" 

Not a hint of sadness remained in Kushida's tone. Our group of 
seven set off towards the library, chatting idly along the way. 
Before long, we arrived our destination. 

A few of the quiet students inside turned their heads as we 
entered the room. Kushida pointed to a vacant table she'd spotted 
tucket away in the corner. We made our way past the rows of books 
that enclosed the tranquil room and sat down at the table. 

The table was circular, which made it convenient for us. We each 
sat in pairs, me with Sudo, Lelouch with Ike and Yamauchi with 
Light while Kushida sat facing the centre of the group. We each got 
out our textbooks and placed them neatly on the table. I wasn't 
expecting the Idiot Trio to be this cooperative, to be completely 
honest. I ended up pleasantly surprised. 

"So, scoring lower than thirty-two means failing. Do you fail if 
you get exactly thirty-two points, though?" Sudo asked. 

"No, then you'd be safe. However, the boundary won't always be 
at thirty-two - it's calculated by taking half of the class average, so 
anything below fifty could potentially result in your expulsion" I 
answered in a hushed tone. 

"B-below fifty?! There's no way I can get a score that high!" 

"Relax, that's just worse case scenario. The boundary for Class E 
probably won't go above forty, even if your entire class does better 
than on the pop-quiz." 

"So, you're saying we should aim for forty?" 

"Obviously you should aim as high as you can, but if you can 
secure forty points then I think you're pretty much safe. It's a 
realistic goal for now." 

Kushida, Ike and Yamauchi all also seemed to be listened intently 
to our conversation. They were probably pretty stressed out about 
the midterms, but I was sure that these three could pass under our 
teaching. 

"I've prepared a brief summary of the things you'll have to learn 
in time for the midterms. These are the topics that will be covered 


by the exam." Light said, handing out a sheet of paper to each of the 
Class E students. 

"Huh, you got one for me as well?" Kushida asked in surprise. 

"Let's just say I anticipated you'd come with us." Light said with a 
victorious smirk. 

Everyone scanned the sheet they had been given, before widening 
their eyes. Ike complained loudly in alarm, causing the other 
students in the library to shoot glares at us. 

"W-what the hell! This is all way too hard!" 

"Calm down. It might look hard, but I can personally guarantee 
I'll have you doing it in no time." Lelouch reassured him. 

"Hey, this is weird..." Kushida muttered to herself. 

"Something's weird? What is it?" I asked her. 

"The topics that Light-kun has written here are completely 
different from what Chabashira-sensei told us." 

The four Class E students' faces melted into bewilderment. I 
glanced at my classmates and saw them similarly mulling it over. 

Ishihara-sensei had definitely said that these topics were the ones 
we would have to prepare for. Conflictingly, Kushida's class seems 
to have been given a totally different set of topics. There were 
multiple different possibilities for why this could be the case. 

Case 1: Our classes would be taking different exams. This case 
was probably the least plausible, considering that we had all taken 
the same pop-quiz. Additionally, the topics Ishihara-sensei had 
given us weren't any more difficult than what you'd expect for a 
high school midterm exam. 

Case 2: The school made a mistake. Honestly, I thought that this 
was also unlikely. This school is very deliberate about everything it 
does, even down to the exact wording used by its instructors during 
their explanations. No detail is missed here, so them making a 
massive mistake like this is near-impossible. That could only 
mean... 

Case 3: The most probable option out of the three was that one of 
our teachers had intentionally lied about the contents of the exam 
to their class. Right now, it would be stupid to even attempt to 
discern why, but I was almost positive that this was what had 
happened. The chances of the school purposefully assigning us 
different tests and the chances of the school making a huge mistake 
like this were equally doubtful — this meant that chances are, all 
classes did the same test but one of our senseis had taken it upon 
themselves to lie and disadvantage their own class. 

Ishihara-sensei would surely know that even if we in Class D 
didn't know what would be on the test, none of us would be all that 
affected and certainly none of us would fail. Even if you completely 


ignore possible motives, the potential results of such a scheme alone 
make it clear. The culprit was Chabashira Sae, the Class E 
homeroom teacher. Unlike Class D, if Class E had information like 
this withheld from them, it could be a death sentence to many of 
the students. 

This all begs the question: Why? For what purpose was 
Chabashira-sensei trying to fail her own class? It was pointless to 
think about it now since I would never come to an answer, however 
this could prove to be a very valuable piece of information to hold. 
For now, though, I should probably try to confirm whether our 
class's given topics are the same as all the other classes, minus Class 
E. You know, just to be safe. 

My gaze shifted over to a group of students sat at the table in the 
other back-corner. It seemed to be a Class B study group, hosted by 
the most popular girl in the school, Ichinose Honami. Out of the 
corner of my eye, I noticed Lelouch also looking at them. He was 
probably thinking the same thing as me. Seeing my glance, he 
nodded and stood up from his chair. 

"H-hey, where are you going?" Kushida asked in bewilderment. 

"He's going to check what exam topics Class B got given." I told 
her on behalf of Lelouch, who had already departed from our table. 

"Oh, I see." 

Lelouch sauntered over to Class B, seemingly not bothered about 
intruding on another class's study group. They noticed him 
approaching and stopped what they were doing and instead trained 
their eyes on Lelouch instead. When he arrived, Lelouch ignored the 
looks of all her classmates and addressed Ichinose directly. 

"You're Ichinose Honami, right? My name is Lelouch from Class 1- 
D, I don't believe we've met." Lelouch politely introduced himself 
and held out his hand. 

Even though it doesn't fit with his usual attitude, he was 
unexpectedly good at socializing and approaching new people. Most 
wouldn't even consider going over to a large, close-knit group like 
theirs alone, but such an act didn't appear to bother Lelouch in the 
slightest. 

"That's right, nice to meet you, Lelouch-kun." Ichinose took 
Lelouch's outstretched hand and greeted him warmly. "Do you have 
business with me?" 

"To be more specific, I want something with your class. I simply 
thought it'd be best to talk to you directly about it." Lelouch 
explained, releasing Ichinose's hand. "Do you have a list of the exam 
topics your teacher gave you for the midterms on you?" 

"Oh, I see. Yeah, we brought them with us to make sure that we 
studied the proper things. Why, don't tell me that Class D neglected 


to note them down?" 

"No, we did note them down. However, we just happened to 
notice that the topics we have noted down are completely different 
than those of Class E. That's why I was hoping that I could compare 
with what Class B has been told." 

Lelouch quickly summed up the situation. Ichinose and the rest of 
Class B looked fairly surprised by what he said. Taking a moment to 
process what he said and compose herself, Ichinose reached into her 
bag and pulled out a small notebook. 

"Ah right, I get it. You want to see if each class has a different test 
each, right?" she asked, handing the notebook to Lelouch on an 
open page. 

"This is..." Lelouch mumbled as he skimmed the page. "These are 
the same things as what we in Class D were told." 

"But that would mean--!" Ichinose exclaimed, perhaps a little 
loudly for a library. 

"Yeah, Class E were given the wrong information regarding the 
midterms." Lelouch concluded, handing back the notebook. 

"But isn't that unfair?" Ichinose cried, apparently in despair on 
behalf of another class. 

Now that I'd actually seen an interaction with Ichinose in person, 
I understood why she was the most popular girl in the first year. 
She's easily approachable and friendly towards everyone and she is 
kind enough to even feel sadness on behalf of a rival class. Not to 
mention Ichinose is hot. Her proportions are very generous, to say 
the least, and her facial features are delicate and cute — her entire 
appearance combined with her long, strawberry-pink hair radiated 
an almost irresistible allure. 

"It certainly is. It's lucky that we were able to find it out now, 
before it's too late for them. Thank you for your help, Ichinose." 

"No need to thank me, Lelouch-kun. It was really nothing. I'm 
glad I was able to help Class E correct the mistake." Ichinose 
brushed off the gratitude, raising her palms in front of her chest in 
apparent protest. 

"You're glad to help them, even though they'll one day be your 
enemy?" Lelouch raised his eyebrow. 

"Definitely! Even though I might sometimes have to fight them, 
they are still friends first." Ichinose replied assertively. It seems like 
she is vehemently against the idea of standing by and watching as 
another student is forced to drop out, even if they are her rival. 

"I see." Lelouch turned his back to Class B and raised his hand as 
a wave as he returned to our table. 

"Kushida, could you keep that sheet of topics and inform the rest 
of your class tomorrow?" I asked her, knowing for certain what 


she'd say. 

"Of course! If I don't, my friends will drop out and that is 
unacceptable! I will do anything to stop that from happening, so 
something trivial like this is nothing." Kushida said exactly what I'd 
expected, albeit with some paraphrasing. 

"Why the hell were we told the wrong thing?!" Ike cried, 
apparently outraged. 

"Perhaps it was just a mistake?" I suggested, attempting to calm 
his nerves. 

"Y-yeah, you're right. Sorry for losing my cool." 

"Don't worry about it. For now, let's get our heads down. It's only 
two weeks until the midterms." 

"Right!" Class E said in unison. 


AVAVAVWA 


Shiro's POV 

"Are you ready, Shiro?" Nii asked me, gripping my hand. 

"Yes." I responded flatly. 

"Right. Then, let us proceed." 

Nii reached out to the door standing before us and grasped the 
door handle. He paused for a beat just to give me one last glance. 
This was one of the many reasons why I loved Nii. He would always 
do little things like that, to make sure that I was doing okay. I felt 
my hand possessively tighten around his. 

Wasting no more time, Nii shoved the door open and strode into 
the room with me following closely behind. I surveyed the room, 
noting the three people who sat in comfortable-looking sofas. 

On a sofa sat alone was a tall boy with blond hair and light blue 
eyes. Nagumo Miyabi, second year, Class A, student council vice- 
president, eternally single, strong ruler, narcissist, firm believer in 
meritocracy. This is everything I'd learned about him thus far. 

Seated on a couch directly opposite him was a well-built young 
man of average height with short gray hair and square-rimmed 
glasses. Horikita Manabu, third year, Class A, student council 
president, vastly intelligent, skilled in martial arts, high reputation, 
firm believer in tradition, oblivious to girls. 

Lastly, a fair distance from Horikita Manabu but on the same sofa 
was a girl with purple hair tied into two buns and peach-brown 
eyes. Tachibana Akane, third year, Class A, student council 


secretary, smiles a lot, has a crush on the student council president. 

These three figures were highly respected and acknowledged at 
this school, especially in the case of Horikita Manabu. Nii paid no 
heed to their imposing presences, however, and rudely sat himself 
down in an empty sofa that lay perpendicular to the other two, 
facing away from the door and instead towards the table in the 
centre. 

I walked over more slowly and took my time to sit down. Initially 
I was simply going to sit beside Nii but decided that I'd rather feel 
his warmth instead. I seated myself in his lap. The other three had 
yet to say a word, but Manabu raised his eyebrow. 

"What rude first-years, barging in here and not even closing the 
door!" Tachibana said angrily. 

She stood up from the sofa and marched over to the student 
council room door, flinging it shut while emanating a scary aura. 
Nii placed his hand on my head and started stroking it, making me 
feel that wonderful feeling of ease and tranquillity. 

"I don't recall either of you making an appointment with the 
student council." Manabu finally spoke up, pushing his glasses up 
using his index finger as he spoke. 

"Of course not, that's why I'm here." Nii responded nonsensically, 
with that adorable grin of his. 

"I never expected a Kohai to just burst in here," Nagumo 
remarked, smiling. 

"If you're aware that you don't have an appointment, then why 
are you here, exactly?" Manabu asked, narrowing his eyes at Nii. 

I felt that normally, Manabu would emit a silencing aura in a 
situation like this. However, neither Nii nor I noticed it. It was 
because as long as we were by each other's side, we could overcome 
any obstacle. This man was nothing we couldn't conquer. 

"To make an appointment. Obviously." Nii answered, still 
grinning smugly. 

"There is a process for that." 

"Yes, there is. But honestly, it's a massive pain, and this gets the 
job done much faster, don't you think?" 

"That's assuming that I actually decide to grant you an 
appointment. Rules and traditions exist for a reason, I see no reason 
to give an audience to someone who can't even comprehend that 
much." 

"Are you saying that you're in a position to refuse?" Nii leaned 
forward, still stroking my head. "I don't believe you are." 

"What could you possibly be implying, Sora of Class 1-D?" 
Manabu responded calmly, staring into Nii's eyes. 

"Looks like you've done your research. What would happen if it 


got out that the student council president refused to even hear out a 
first-year student who requested an audience with the student 
council? Your reputation would surely plummet, and I know you 
value that highly, Horikita Manabu of Class 3-A." 

Nii shot right back at Manabu, seemingly unconcerned with who 
he was talking to. There was one person, however, who very clearly 
was concerned with who he was talking to. 

"What a rude first-year! First, he intrudes into the student council 
room as if he owns the place, and then he threatens the student 
council president! Do you even know who you're talking to?" 
Tachibana fumed, still standing after closing the door. 

"What do you want?" Manabu asked him with a sigh. 

Horikita Manabu was not prepared to put his reputation on the 
line to win an altercation. That'll be useful information I'd better 
save to my brain. 

"It's but a simple request." 

Nii began, drawing the attention of all the senpais in the room. 
Then, he smirked arrogantly and looked into the eyes of President 
Horikita. 

"Let me join the student council." 

A/N: 9525 words! I'm sorry that this update was a bit slower 
than usual, but I decided to take a short break from writing so 
that I don't burn out. 

I thought I'd be able to wrap the rest of v1 and v2 up pretty 
quickly and get to the island exams shortly, but it seems like 
there's more things that need to be covered than I'd initially 
thought. Expect somewhere around 3-4 chapters more before 
we get to v3. 

And as always, thank you for your continued support <3 


Chapter 1-8: Queen 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"Make sure that you also do some work on your own, otherwise 
you'll still probably fail." 

Walking back to the dorms was our small study group minus 
Kushida, who had split off from us earlier. I hadn't paid much 
attention to anyone else, but my session with Sudo had gone 
surprisingly well — his foundation knowledge was, to put it bluntly, 
terrible. Even a middle schooler would probably know more than 
him. Despite this, he still made a respectable effort to try and learn. 
It seems like, if anything, Sudo was desperate to stay in this school, 
so he would study even if he didn't like it. 

"But you guys are going to make sure we don't fail, even if we 
don't, right?" Yamauchi said, walking with his hands in his pockets. 

"Don't get the wrong idea," Lelouch said over his shoulder to the 
trailing Yamauchi. "We're tutoring you three because we are obliged 
to, not because we want to. We're merely fulfilling our end of the 
negotiations, nothing more. As such, none of us will go the extra 
mile for you if you decide to neglect your own studies." 

Lelouch gave them an extremely blunt take on the situation. It 
was true that none us in Class D actually care whether some Class E 
students get expelled or not, though. We are merely doing what we 
signed on a contract to do — there was no reason for us to get 
personally invested and try to save them if they're beyond saving. 

In other words, the relationship between Class D and E was 
purely a business one, it was not like forming an alliance. In the 
future, I had no doubt that my classmates would have no qualms 
about letting Class E drop into a hole of despair which they can 
never climb out of if they're still unable to fend for themselves. 

After all, if they're so desperate for help and to be saved, there's 
only so much they can give us before we raise the price to 
something they could never afford. As it stands, a favour from Class 
E could be a very powerful weapon if used right, but what will 
Class E have to offer if they sink into ruin? A favour can only be as 
strong as the party giving the favour, and a class in such a perilous 
situation would never be able to offer anything material like points 
either. 

"W-what? Would you guys really let us get expelled?!" Ike cried. 


"Yes." Lelouch, Light and I all replied in unison. 

"That's why I told you to make sure you do work on your own, 
too. If you don't put in any effort towards passing yourselves, then 
we won't be putting in that extra effort for you." I warned them. 

The Idiot Trio each adopted an unexpectedly serious face. It 
seems like even these three won't mess around when expulsion is on 
the line. We walked a bit more in silence, and soon we came upon 
the boys' dorms. 

"Hey, you guys go on ahead. I'm going to go and get a drink." I 
said. 

"Tll come with you," Sudo said, turning around. 

"No, there's no need. It's been a fairly long day, so I'd rather just 
take a quick detour, grab a drink, and return quietly. You can just 
go back to your room; I don't mind walking a bit by myself." 

"Is that really ok?" 

"Yeah." 

With that, I split off from the group and took a turn, heading 
around the corner of the dorm building where there was a vending 
machine. 


AVAVAVWA 


I arrived at my destination vending machine a couple of minutes 
later. There, I was about to input the code for a water bottle when I 
noticed something peculiar out of the corner of my eye. 

I might be mistaken, but is that... Kushida? She was heading in 
the opposite direction to the main campus, towards the school. 

She said she was going back to the girls' dorm, so why the hell is she 
going the completely opposite direction? 

I forgot about the drink I had planned to get and, cloaking my 
presence as best as I could, decided to tail Kushida. If I had to say 
why, my best answer would be curiosity — I had no other reason. 

Kushida went all the way to the school building directly, 
seemingly not planning to be accompanied by anyone. If she was, 
then she must be meeting them at her destination. But who could it 
be? A boyfriend, perhaps? 

You have to be wearing your uniform to enter the school, and by 
now pretty much nobody would still be in them. Kushida and I were 
exceptions, because we had gone straight to the library after school 
and didn't have time to change. What this meant was that Kushida 
had clearly chosen a place and time in advance that she knew 
would be extremely secluded. 


For what reason was Kushida purposefully going to such a 
deserted area? I guessed I would find out soon enough, so didn't pay 
it much thought. Kushida eventually reached the school and entered 
into the main building. I discreetly shadowed her, taking care not to 
fall too far behind but also not get too close. 

I took out a pair of indoor shoes from the cubicles in the hallway, 
but didn't see Kushida. Had I lost her? I thought I had, until I heard 
the faint clack of shoes. 

I followed her up the stairs to the second floor. The sound of 
footsteps continued up to the third floor. The next level after that is 
the roof — students were free to use the roof during lunchtime, but it 
should've been locked after class. While I thought it strange, I went 
up the stairs, hiding my presence in case she was meeting with 
someone. 

I stopped partway up the stairs and gently leaned against the 
handrail, peeking through a crack in the rooftop door. Through the 
opening, I glimpsed Kushida. No one else was with her. Was she 
waiting for someone? 

A rendezvous at such an isolated place... Maybe she is meeting 
her boyfriend after all. If that were the case, I could end up 
cornered on all sides. While I agonized over how to sneak away, 
Kushida slowly set her bag down on the ground. 

And then... 

"Ahhh, so annoying!" 

Her voice was so low that it didn't sound at all like Kushida. 

"He's seriously annoying! God, how irritating. It'd be better if he 
just died..." 

She grumbled to herself, as if chanting the words to some kind of 
spell or curse. 

"Ugh, I hate people like him. He's just like that Horikita bitch. 
Who does he think he is, looking down on everyone while putting 
on that stupid fake smile? Someone like him couldn't possibly be a 
good tutor." 

Was Kushida annoyed with someone from Class D? She 
mentioned tutor and also ‘fake smile,'I was pretty certain my facial 
expression had never changed the whole time, so she was probably 
talking about either Lelouch or Light. 

"All people like you are the same, damn self-important bastards 
that look down on everyone else. You're the worst, the worst, the 
worst! Ahhh, you're so damn annoying!" 

I felt like I'd caught a glimpse of another side of this gentle girl, 
one of the most popular students in the first year. She probably 
didn't want anyone else to this darker side of her, which is why she 
had came all the way here. 


In that case... 

I pulled out my phone and, making sure that Kushida couldn't 
catch sight of the bright screen, opened the camera app. This could 
provide some very useful leverage for when we need to destroy 
Class E. Having someone like Kushida being forced to work for me 
would be beneficial indeed. 

I pointed the front camera through the crack in the door. The 
recording would be a lot more incriminating if the audio was also 
accompanied by video proof of Kushida's diatribe. I moved my 
thumb over the screen and hit the start recording button. 

Ding! 

I had taken such care in making sure I wasn't spotted that I 
completely forgot to turn down the volume of the phone. As a 
result, a high pitch sound was emitted when I started the recording. 
Kushida tensed and stopped breathing. I'd instantly become her 
enemy. Turning, Kushida set her sights on me. I'd been seen. 

My top priority now was to make sure that Kushida didn't catch 
on to the fact that I had my phone out. I quickly slipped it back into 
my uniform pocket, leaving it still recording audio. 

After a brief silence, Kushida coldly asked, "What... are you... 
doing here?" 

"I got a little lost. Sorry. My bad, my bad. I'll be going now." 

Kushida looked straight at me, clearly seeing through my obvious 
lie. I'd never seen such an intense gaze before. 

"Did you hear?" she asked. 

"Would you believe me if I said I didn't?" I replied. 

"I see..." 

Kushida briskly walked down the stairs. She placed her forearm 
against the base of my throat, and pushed me up against the wall. 
Her tone of voice, her actions, everything about her was completely 
unlike the Kushida I knew. This new Kushida wore a terrifying 
expression, one that I could almost compare to Horikita's. 

"If you tell anyone what you just heard, I won't forgive you." 

Her words were ice, and I didn't think they were an idle threat. 

"And if I did tell?" 

"In that case, I would tell everyone that you raped me." 

"That's a false accusation, you know." 

"That's okay. It wouldn't be false." 

Her words had heft and power, which gave off a deadly aura. As 
she spoke, Kushida grabbed my right wrist and slowly opened my 
hand. She pushed my palm up against her soft breast. 

"What are you doing?" I asked calmly, offering zero resistance. 

"Your fingerprints are on my clothes. That's evidence of my claim. 
I'm being serious. Understand?" 


"Are you going to release my hand?" 

"I said do you understand?" Kushida asked aggressively. 

She made no movements to free me, and we stayed there staring 
at each other for a while as she kept my hand pressed against her. 
Eventually, I decided to make my move. 

"I think you're enjoying that a bit too much." I said. 

"Huh?" 

For the first time since Kushida had pinned me, I moved of my 
own accord. I added some force behind my right hand and applied 
pressure to my grip. 

"Mnn--!" 

Kushida desperately tried to stifle any noises, but couldn't stop a 
surprised moan from escaping her lips. I took advantage of her 
confusion by grabbing the arm that pinned me with my free hand. I 
spun us around and shoved Kushida against the wall, reversing our 
positions. I held her arm above her head, holding it to the wall, and 
placed my right leg in between both of hers, restricting her 
movements even further. 

"Certainly, to do something like framing me with rape would 
need you to come down to the stairwell here, where there are no 
surveillance cameras. But that works both ways around, doesn't it?" 
I said in a cold voice, completely different from my everyday 
persona. 

"W-What the hell are you talking about?" Kushida's ice cold 
expression that she had worn until a moment ago vanished, and 
was replaced by one of anxiety and worry. 

"You don't understand? There are no cameras viewing this 
stairwell, and this entire building is deserted at this time. All the 
teachers have retired for the day, and no students have any reason 
to come here this late. In other words, nobody will be around to see 
whatever happens here." 

I felt Kushida's body begin to tremble, and she averted her eyes, 
frantically trying to escape from my glare. Using my other hand, I 
grabbed her chin and forced her to look at me. If her eyes were ice, 
then mine right now were even colder than the winter that created 
said ice. 

"What do you want from me?" Kushida let out a barely audible 
whisper. 

I simply stared into her eyes for a while in response. The longer 
that I make her wait for my answer like this, the more fear will 
build up within her. Her body shook in anticipation and dread as 
she waited for my answer. 

"From now on, you're going to do everything that I tell you 
without question. You'll follow every order I give you to the letter." 


"W-w-what makes you t-think I'll go along with t-that?!" Kushida 
tried her best to retort stubbornly, but she was clearly terrified of 
what was going to happen to her. "N-No matter what you do to me 
here, it won't help you tomorrow. I won't take orders from you! W- 
when we get away from here, I'm going to destroy you, you 
bastard!" 

Kushida's mental strength was impressive. Even in this situation, 
she was able to speak aggressively, insult and even threaten me. 
Such mental fortitude was to be expected from her though, 
someone who bottles up their feelings and wears a fake smile all 
day every day. Unfortunately for her, though, it wasn't enough. 

"That's not true. What would happen if everyone found out about 
everything that happened here? I would certainly be affected a bit, 
but I think it's pretty widely thought that none of the students in my 
class are normal by now —- my true nature coming out wouldn't hurt 
me too badly, especially since I only resorted to it after you 
threatened me." 

"What are—" Kushida tried to speak, but I cut her off and 
continued. 

"However, your life would be as good as over. Forget your social 
standing and reputation, framing someone with rape is a criminal 
offense. There's no doubt that you'd be expelled from this school 
and everyone will remember you as that fake bitch who pretended to 
be everyone's friend, isn't that right?" 

Kushida paled as I laid the situation bare. It seemed like she had 
started to catch on to what I meant, but she still wanted to believe 
that it wasn't possible. She was clinging on to any hope that she 
could find. I had to crush that hope to plunge her completely into 
despair, and make her completely subservient to me. 

"B-but you said it y-yourself. There's no cameras here, and, and, 
nobody will b-be around here this late." Tears began to form in the 
corner of Kushida's eyes. 

I reached into my uniform and pulled my phone out of the 
pocket. Kushida looked like she knew exactly what I was about to 
say. I pressed my thumb against the 'record' button, and a high- 
pitched noise indicated that the recording had been ended. 

"I've been recording this whole time, ever since you came into the 
stairwell. I've just stopped it so even in the full unedited audio, 
there will be no proof of me threatening you or doing anything to 
you here. Conversely, there is clear evidence on here of you 
threatening to frame me, as well as a clear depiction of your true 
nature. If you disobey me, even once, I'll publicly release this 
recording for the entire school to listen to." 

I pressed 'play' on my phone, and the clear sound of our two 


voices rung out from it. 

If you tell anyone what you just heard, I won't forgive you. 

And if I did tell? 

In that case, I would tell everyone that you raped me. 

She desperately tried to snatch the phone out of my hand, but I 
quickly pulled away and returned it to my pocket, tightening my 
grasp on her as I did so. 

Kushida let loose, tears streaming down her cheeks and onto my 
hand as I made her worst fear a reality. I effectively had her life in 
my hands, so she could do nothing but go with my demands. No 
matter what kind of fight she puts up, there is no way for her to 
stop everything she's built up so far from being destroyed by me. 
Her only option was to appease me and make sure that I don't 
decide to bring her to ruin. 

Kushida's body quivered violently as she cried. Although I didn't 
loosen my hold on her arm or chin, I waited patiently for her crying 
to subside. For a few minutes, all that could be heard in the school 
was the despaired weeping of this girl. Eventually, she somewhat 
composed herself and her crying quietened down, replaced by 
broken sobs. 

This was because, starting today, Kushida's life would change. 
Either it would all come crumbling down, or she would be forced to 
live for me. She probably understood this all too well, which was 
what caused her breakdown. By now, the collar and chest of 
Kushida's blazer as well as the sleeve of mine were soaked with 
tears, but no more were streaming from her eyes. It seemed that 
now was the right time. 

"So, what'll it be? Are you going to do as I say?" I asked her 
emotionlessly. 

After a couple of seconds, I saw Kushida's mouth move, and she 
made a sound, but it was so quiet that it was inaudible. The faint 
vibrations of her voice escaped out into the air, but they never 
reached my ears. 

"Could you speak up?" 

"I-I'll do it. W-whatever you want. B-but you'll keep your word, 
right? If I do e-e-everything you ask, you won't reveal anything?" 
Kushida gave up on escaping, and instead pleaded for me to ensure 
her safety. 

"I promise." 

Saying that, I released Kushida from my hold and stepped away, 
giving her space. Her eyes widened a fraction, and an extremely 
miniscule hope appeared on her face. 

"Y-You're not going to..." 

"Violate you? Of course not. Who do you think I am?" 


I was after a pawn, not a slave. In truth, I wasn't really planning 
on changing Kushida's life too much. I just needed her to do things 
for me when I needed it, nothing more. She should be glad that she 
ran into me here, I'm sure that there were other boys who wouldn't 
be so merciful. 

"From the way you spoke about the cameras and the isolation, 
and how your're forcing me to do anything, I thought you were going 
to..." Kushida mumbled, a trace of relief in her voice. 

"I'm not interested in claiming your body, or anything like that. I 
just want you to do some things for me in the future, that's all." 

Kushida decided not to ask further, which I thought was a wise 
decision, and looked to the ground. I had ended up revealing my 
darkness to Kushida, but there was almost zero risk involved. In her 
position, Kushida would never even dream of betraying me now. I 
could end her life at this school any time I wanted, with a few taps 
of a phone screen. When I return to my dorm, I'll need to back up 
this recording pretty thoroughly to ensure I don't lose my leverage. 

Kushida was still trembling and she hadn't made any movements, 
even after I let go of her. I needed Kushida to continue tomorrow as 
normal — she won't be nearly as effective down the line if people 
notice a change in her. Demanding her to return to normal wouldn't 
work since she would probably be incapable of escaping from her 
fears and anxieties. In that case, it would be best for me to reassure 
her and try to put her at ease. Well, as much ease as one could be in 
after experiencing what Kushida just had. 

"Kushida." She raised her lifeless eyes and pointed them straight 
into mine, which had reverted to their normal state. "I'm not going 
to force you to do anything that will destroy the life you've 
established at this school. You can continue living on as normal - 
your usefulness to me will diminish if I ruin 'Kushida Kikyo,' after 
all." 

Kushida gave a small nod and wiped her eyes with her sleeve. 
She slowly made her way back up to the rooftop to collect her bag. 
She came back down and delicately shut the door behind her, 
taking care not to make a sound. I noticed something that would 
cause a huge problem for her, if she was seen walking out on 
campus like this. 

"Ah, I'm sorry, your clothes are wet through because of me." It 
was not only her blazer, but also her undershirt and ribbon were 
soaked as a result of her earlier breakdown. "That could cause 
problems if you're seen." 

"Y-yeah..." Kushida replied softly. 

"I know you hate me right now, but I'll walk with you. It'll greatly 
lower the chances of you being approached. Plus, it's my fault to 


begin with, so I'll feel bad if I can't help." I said. 

"Y-you... What the hell is your deal? Just a second ago you were 
acting cold, full of darkness, and now you're back to your usual 
quiet, considerate self? And why are you putting in effort just to 
make sure that I'm okay after what you just did?" 

"But you're the same, right? We can both swap between our 
personas just like that," I snapped my fingers as a gesture. "Your 
transformation was also quite jarring when I first saw it. As for your 
second question, it's not like I'm evil or anything. I did cause this 
situation myself so it's my responsibility to help fix it. And it's not 
like I did all of that just now for fun, you know." 

"Then why?" 

"I don't think you're the kind of person who would be swayed by 
verbal promises and emotions like trust alone. If I didn't have a 
recording to threaten you with, you would target me because I 
know your secret, right? Think of this whole thing as insurance." I 
explained my reasoning to her. 

Honestly, that was only a small part of the truth. The reality was 
that I saw an opportunity to use Kushida, and took it without 
hesitation. The insurance part was just an added bonus. If I said this 
to her, though, she would probably hate me even more and her 
usefulness would decrease. 

"But why would you make me work for you, then?" Kushida asked 
in a small tone. 

"You're a useful asset to have, I suppose. It won't be all that bad 
for you, though. I won't be asking things from you often or 
anything. I know you despise me right now but, if it means 
anything, you'll also have my protection from now on." 

"Protection? What do you mean?" 

"You're an asset I'd like to preserve, if possible. Also, I can 
empathize with your situation since my own is quite similar. I also 
came to this school seeking an escape and a peaceful life, and I also 
wouldn't hesitate to do whatever it takes to protect that just like 
you when you threatened to frame me. If there's ever anything or 
anyone that's threatening your peace at this school, you can ask for 
my assistance. I'll gladly help you as long as you continue to be 
useful to me. Are you okay with this arrangement?" 

A complicated expression washed over Kushida's features. It was 
one that would be impossible to determine, even for someone like 
me or Sora. 

"I see... Yes, I'm fine with that arrangement." 

Kushida didn't seem nearly as distraught as she was when I had 
her pinned against the wall. This was, of course, my plan the entire 
time. I brought her down into the depths of despair, leaving her 


uncertain of what I would do to her. Consequently, when I said 
these comforting words to her, I would be the one to pull her out of 
that despair, which would cause her to start developing trust in me. 
Even if was just a tiny amount, it would be a good starting 
foundation to build on in the future. 

"Well, shall we go, then?" I asked her. 

She simply nodded, and we began to walk back to the dorms 
together. As we walked, I pondered the events that had just 
happened. Which Kushida is the real one? Is the bright and cheery 
Kushida just a fake created so that she can gain popularity and 
status? Or is this Kushida I'd just seen merely a way for her to vent, 
and not her true personality? The mystery called Kushida Kikyo 
would take me quite a while to unravel, it seemed. 

Coincidentally though, just by deciding to follow her on a whim, 
I'd gained myself quite the powerful pawn. No, perhaps 'pawn' isn't 
the right word. As far as potential pawns go, Kushida was probably 
one of if not the best of them all - her social network was vast 
which made her excellent in gathering information and her 
personality caused people to drop their guards, making them easy 
to manipulate or persuade. 

Her true thoughts were also similar to my own. She just wanted 
to live her life here peacefully and feel fulfilled. Because she was so 
desperate to protect this, she was easy to grasp full control of. 
Because of all this, if you considered Kushida as a piece on a chess 
board, she would undoubtedly be the queen, the most powerful 
piece in play. 

As we walked under the blanket of the night, I glanced over to 
her. The usual Kushida still hadn't returned, and she was staring 
down at the ground with a frown on her face — her lower lip 
twitched occasionally. It appeared that Kushida was deep in 
thought and was still dominated by anxiety. I could only hope that 
she'd be fine by tomorrow. 


AVAVAVWA 


I wondered what was going to happen with Class E. Honestly, I 
didn't really care whether Sudo, Ike and Yamauchi got expelled or 
not — I only agreed to help them because a favour would be useful 
in the future. I would tutor them to the best of my ability but if they 
don't put the effort in themselves, then they will drop out. 

Back in my room, I started to watch some kind of variety show 
with a feeling of complete apathy. Glancing at my phone, I saw I 


had a message from the group chat. 

Sora: [How was your study group? ] 

I thought about replying, but Lelouch did before I could. 

Lelouch: [Painful. But if you meant progress-wise, they're at least 
willing to learn. ] 

Sora: [You think you can make them pass then, Lelouch-sensei?] 

Light: [That depends entirely on what they do with our teaching. ] 

Light joined the conversation, expressing an opinion that Lelouch 
and I shared. 

Lelouch: [And how was your meeting, student-council-kun?] 

Sora: [I got an appointment after the midterms. ] 

Light: [So, are you going to join if they accept you?] 

Sora: [Idk, it looks annoying. Plus, Shiro won't be there. ] 

Ayanokoji: [Why not use this as a chance to start working on being 
apart from her?] 

I decided to send a message of my own. If Sora and Shiro were 
forced to be apart for an hour every day due to student council 
business, they could start to reduce their dependency on each other. 

Sora: [Maybe I could try it, but what about Shiro? ] 

Light: [She might not trust us nearly as much as you, if at all, but we 
can try to take care of her. It would be good for her to be accepted by 
other people when you aren't there. ] 

There was a lull in the conversation. I assumed that Sora was 
deep in thought, weighing up the pros and cons of my and Light's 
suggestions. After a few minutes, there finally came a reply. 

Sora: [If you can promise you'll make sure Shiro is ok, I'll join when 
they accept me. ] 

It seemed like Sora came to the decision that he couldn't rely on 
Shiro forever, and that they had to overcome their co-dependency 
someday. Might as well do it sooner rather than later. He also 
seemed pretty confident he'd get in, using 'when,' as opposed to ‘if. 

I closed my phone and opened my window, the sounds of insects 
buzzing from the nearby trees drifting into my room. Should I tell 
the rest of my class about Kushida? It could become a rather strong 
weapon for our class, but at the same time I wanted to keep her for 
myself. 

There's no telling when I might have to fight against my 
classmates, after all. In that situation, Kushida could be quite the 
ace for me. 

My time at this school had flown by without much notice at all. I 
had met my classmates who, similar to myself, all possessed 
outstanding talent. I had started to feel more and more comfortable 
around them over the course of my time here, because I felt like I 
didn't have to hide myself behind mediocrity all the time. 


Those in Class E were in a very precarious position, specifically 
the Idiot Trio were in severe danger of being expelled. I didn't really 
feel much urgency, though, even when I became the one 
responsible for ensuring Sudo's future at this school. This was there 
problem, not mine, so it just didn't register as important. 

"Only a fool wouldn't use his innate abilities." 

Those words stuck in my head. 

"A fool, huh? I wonder if that's what I'll end up as by the end of 
my time here." 

As I closed the window, the television's cacophonous laughter 
pierced my ears. 


AVAVAVWA 


I couldn't get to sleep, so I got up and left. I bought some juice 
from the lobby's vending machine and headed back for the elevator. 

"Hmm?" 

I could see that the elevator had stopped on the seventh floor. 
Curious, I decided to check out the CCTV, which showed what was 
happening inside the elevator car. I saw Horikita, still dressed in 
her school uniform. 

"Well, I don't really need to hide, but..." 

Where could Horikita be going this late at night? I felt a feeling of 
déja vu as I hid myself behind the vending machine. I'd already 
done this once already today. Horikita arrived at the first floor. 

Looking wary of her surroundings, she exited the building. After 
she'd vanished into the night, I followed after her. However, I 
instinctively hid again after I turned the corner. 

Horikita stopped in her tracks. I sensed another person was with 
her. 

"Suzune. I didn't think that you'd follow me this far," he said. 

Had she left in the dead of the night to rendezvous with some 
guy? 

"Hmph. I'm far different from the useless girl you once knew, nii- 
san. I came here to catch you." 

"Catch me, hmm?" 

Nii-san? In the dark, I couldn't see the person she was talking to. 
Was she meeting her older brother? 

"I heard you were placed in Class D, and then got demoted in the 
first month. I suppose nothing has really changed in the last three 
years. You've always been fixated on following me, and as a result 
you don't notice your own flaws. Choosing to come to this school 


was a mistake." 

"That's... You're wrong about that. I'll show you. I'll reach Class A 
right away, then—" 

"It's pointless. You will never reach Class A. In fact, your class will 
fall apart soon enough. Things at this school aren't as simple as you 
think." 

"I will definitely, definitely reach—" 

"I told you, it's pointless. You really are a disobedient little sister." 

Horikita's brother stepped closer to her. From my hiding spot, I 
could see him plainly. 

It was Student Council President Horikita. He displayed no hint of 
emotion. It was like he was staring at an uninteresting object. He 
grabbed his younger sister by the wrist — she offered no resistance — 
and pushed her against the wall. 

"No matter how I try to avoid you, the fact remains that you're 
my little sister. If people around here learned the truth, I would be 
humiliated. Leave this school immediately." 

"I-I can't do that... I will definitely reach Class A. I'll show you!" 

"How incredibly stupid. Do you want to relive the pain of the 
past?" 

"Nii-san, I..." 

"You possess neither the abilities nor the qualities needed to 
reach Class A. Get that through your head." 

He moved forward, as if about to act. The situation looked 
fraught with danger. Resigned to facing Horikita's anger, I leapt out 
from my hiding space and went after her brother. 

Before he knew I was there, I grabbed his right arm, which he 
was using to pin his sister. 

"What? You..." He stared at his arm and slowly turned to me with 
a sharp gleam in his eye. 

"A-Ayanok6ji-kun?!" Horikita cried. 

"You were about to throw your sister to the ground, weren't you? 
You do realize the floor here is concrete, right? You might be 
siblings, but you should know the difference between right and 
wrong." 

"Eavesdropping is not an admirable quality," he said. 

"Fine. Then let go." 

"That's my line." 

We glared at each other in complete silence. 

"Stop it, Ayanokoji-kun," said Horikita, her voice strained. I'd 
never heard her voice like that before. 

Reluctantly, I released her brother. Instantly, he tried to 
backhand me in the face. I instinctively took a step back to avoid it. 
For such a lightly built guy, he was a nasty attacker. He then aimed 


a sharp kick at my unguarded spot. 

"Watch it!" 

"He had enough power to knock me out with one blow. Looking 
slightly confused, he exhaled deeply, extended his right arm, and 
opened his hand. 

If I grabbed his hand, he'd probably throw me to the ground. 
Instead, I slapped his hand away. 

"Good reflexes. I—" 

The elder Horikita started to speak, but I stopped him by rushing 
forward and lifting my right leg. I spun my body and aimed the kick 
at his right cheek. His eyes widened as he stumbled backwards, 
barely managing to dodge it. 

He was off balance, so this was the perfect opportunity. I planted 
my right foot back on the ground after it cut through the air and 
chased after him. Still recovering from flinging himself away from 
my attack, the elder Horikita could do nothing to stop my fist from 
burying itself in his abdomen. 

The student council president keeled over, gasping for air. His 
arms trembled slightly as he supported himself on his hands and 
knees and, after around twenty seconds of heavy breathing, he 
stood back up. Horikita could only watch the scene in silence, her 
eyes wide. 

"What kind of idiot drops his guard and starts talking mid-fight?" 
I said, staring at him. 

"You're strong. You move well, your reactions are good, and your 
attacks are deadly. How long have you been taught for?" He ignored 
my question and asked one of his own. 

"For about twelve years now," I replied nonchalantly. 

"So, since you were about three or four? That's a ridiculously 
young age to start fighting at." 

I didn't say anything in response, and just stared at him. Despite 
him being struck down by me just now, I still considered Horikita 
Manabu to be very strong. There probably weren't many in this 
school that could beat him. Horikita, still by the wall, watched our 
interaction in confusion. 

"You're in that ‘experimental class,' aren't you? I must say I was 
very surprised when I heard about it. Is this boy your friend, 
Suzune?" 

"He's... not my friend. Just someone I've met a few times." 
Horikita faced her brother fully, as if denying him. 

Her brother looked as if he was about to reprimand her, but I 
started speaking first. 

"This is why you're in that class of defectives," I said with a sigh. 
"Do you really think that you alone are good enough to carry thirty- 


nine people to Class A? Don't kid yourself, Horikita. You couldn't 
even beat one person from my class in the pop-quiz exam, so how 
do you expect to beat us all working together?" 

Horikita fell silent as I mocked her, and her brother looked 
initially surprised before his mouth quickly formed into an amused 
smirk. 

"I don't care what you think, Ayanokoji-kun. I'm going to drag 
myself up to Class A even if it kills me," she said. 

"That line of thinking is so wrong it's funny." An unexpected 
fourth voice rang out from behind me. 

Both the Horikita's eyes wandered over my shoulder, and I turned 
my head. Standing there was a boy with spiky, maroon hair and a 
smug grin on his face. 

"Sora? Why are you here?" I asked as he walked over. 

"Same reason as you. I just happened to spot you come here and 
decided to follow." 

"You're that troublesome first-year who burst into my student 
council and demanded an audience. I take it you're also in that 
experimental class?" The Student Council President interjected. 

It seemed like Sora had made his appointment in a rather 
undignified way. The elder Horikita didn't seem too bothered by it, 
though. 

"That's right," Sora said. Then, he turned his attention to the girl 
standing against the wall. "Did you learn nothing when you lost to 
me on the second day here?" 

Horikita Manabu raised his eyebrow. It seemed like he was 
unaware of the game that had taken place between Sora and 
Horikita. 

"What are you talking about?" Horikita responded irritably. 

"You won't reach Class A just because you want to, or say you'll 
drag yourself up using sheer will, or whatever." Sora leaned forward 
and stared into Horikita's eyes, which caused her to shudder. 

The Student Council President and I just watched the scene with 
interest. 

"If someone wishes to fly, will that let him grow wings? I don't 
think so. You don't change yourself. You change how you approach 
the problem." 

"Meaning?" 

"You shouldn't change your own true self in pursuit of success. 
Instead, change the way in which you seek it. You've seen your 
brother's success, and have changed yourself to be more like him 
when what you should've been doing is changing your approach 
while keeping yourself the same. You don't have the ability to fight 
all alone, and yet you insist on doing so and pushing everyone else 


away. This is why you were placed in Class D." 

"You're telling me to stop fighting? Don't be ridiculous—" 

"No. I'm simply telling you that there are other ways to fight than 
by yourself. If you cannot win by yourself, then you can win with 
another — this is how Blank has never lost." 

"Blank?" The elder Horikita ask quizzically. 

"It's what we call the combination of Sora and his sister, Shiro. If 
you put the kanji in their names together, you get Kuhaku, or 
Blank." I explained to him. "They say that together, they've never 
lost." 

"We haven't. If there's something that I can't do, or if I make a 
mistake, Shiro will be there for me. The same is true the other way 
around. This is a way of fighting that Horikita will need to learn if 
she ever wants to have even a chance of reaching Class A." 

The Student Council President seemed to be reconsidering his 
evaluation of Sora. He probably agreed with everything that Sora 
had said so far. I agreed with him as well. Horikita Suzune had been 
blinded trying to follow in her brother's footsteps. 

Horikita didn't say anything, and instead just looked at Sora 
blankly. She was probably thinking about what he'd said. 

"Hm, I certainly wasn't expecting this. If everybody in that class 
of yours is as fascinating as you two, then things could really start 
to get interesting around here. 

He walked past me and Sora and disappeared into the night. So, 
that was the distinguished student council president. His presence 
explained some of Horikita's weird behaviour. 

Sora and I similarly decided our business here was done. Just as 
we were about to return to the dorms, though, Horikita called out 
to us. 

"What are you trying to do, stepping into my affairs like this?" 

"Blank's main goal is to have fun. There's no point in doing 
something if it isn't fun. As it stands, you and your class are going 
to self-destruct in the near future. I want to have as much fun as 
possible during my next three years, so I'd at least like you to put 
up some kind of fight when we destroy you." Sora said over his 
shoulder. 

"Why would you try to help me? It'll come to bite you later." 

"No matter whether I help you or not, the result will be the same. 
You and your class are going to be crushed. I just want the process 
to be fun, that's all. If you destroy yourselves, then I won't get the 
chance to destroy you myself, see? It won't come back to bite me, 
because Blank never loses." Sora said exuding an aura of arrogance. 

With that, Sora departed from the scene, and I followed shortly 
behind him. We met Shiro waiting just around the corner. That 


explained how Sora was able to act so domineering just now, then. 

"Why didn't you come out as well, Shiro?" I asked her. 

"Nii and I decided to try and start practicing being able to 
function independently of one another. We decided that a good 
starting point would be this — for me to remain nearby but for Nii 
not to have me right by his side." 

It looked like Blank had taken the advice from Class D seriously 
and had decided to work on their independency. One could say 
their problem was the complete opposite of Horikita's. 

"What do you think, Ayanok6ji? Do you think it's wrong for me to 
try to help Horikita and, by extension, Class E?" Sora asked me. 

"I like to watch people grow, I guess, so I have no problem with 
it. I'm not going to actively step in to solve their problems, though. 
That's up to them." I responded indifferently. 

"Well yeah, neither am I. Not only have we agreed to help get 
them through the midterms, but now we've also made an attempt to 
push one of their key class members for a change. I'd say we've 
done enough for them now. If they end up doing something stupid 
or fall short again, I'm making no moves to intervene either." 

Class E had started to fall apart after the first month ended. Sora, 
I, and the rest of Class D had covered the next trial for them to give 
them some time to recover and had also tried to patch together 
some of the holes in their class. If they couldn't start to fix 
themselves and walk on their own now, then that would be the end 
of them. There was only so much we could do before we were 
basically fighting for their class as well as our own. After the 
midterms, we wouldn't provide any help to Class E anymore. 
Besides, when we start fighting the other classes, we won't be able 
to help them anyway. We'll be preoccupied with our own battles. 


AVAVAVWA 


It was Thursday. Tomorrow, the midterm would be upon us. Class 
had ended for the day. After Ishihara-sensei concluded homeroom 
period and left the classroom, an absentminded discussion broke 
out in the classroom. 

"So, do you think your little batch of misfits will end up passing, 
senseis?" Sora asked lazily as he stood up from his desk. 

To be honest, Sudd had shown a quite unexpected level of 
commitment to my teaching. I wasn't too sure about the other two 
because after our first group session in the library, we had started 
doing one on one sessions instead to reduce distractions. Although 


I'm pretty sure the real reason was that Kushida wanted to avoid 
me. 

"Well, Ike did end up trying very hard to learn what I taught him. 
But..." Lelouch trailed off. 

"But?" Kururugi asked. 

"But that was only because I promised to help him get a date." 

So, that was it. It looked like Ike's driving motivation was not, in 
fact, avoiding expulsion. It was actually the prospect of getting a 
date with a girl. 

"Well I'm sure if you use your popularity you can pull a few 
strings, matchmaker-kun." Sora snickered. "What about you two?" 

"Well, Sudo really wants to stay in this school to play basketball. I 
think he'll be fine." I said. 

"Yamauchi... He uh... Yeah, how about we pray for him?" Light 
suggested flatly. 

Laughter echoed around the classroom. 

"So, you're saying you think he'll fail?" Kururugi asked. 

"Let's just say that... He's much harder to teach than Sudo and 
Ike." 

Sora laughed again. "Don't you know, Light? There's no such 
thing as a bad student, only a bad teacher." 

"Well, I guess Yamauchi is a unique specimen, then, because I 
couldn't possibly be a bad teacher." Light seemed unfazed by Sora's 
teasing. 

Everybody got up and prepared to leave. Just as we were going 
to, Lelouch called out and stopped us. 

"There's just one thing I want to say now." 

Everyone turned around and waited for him to continue. 

"After this, unless they give us an incredible offer, we aren't going 
to help Class E anymore." 

Everyone seemed to agree with what he said. I'm sure we were all 
thinking the same thing anyway. Well, except for one person. 

"H-huh? What, why not? They could get expelled!" Kururugi 
looked alarmed. 

"And if they do, it's their fault. Why should I care?" Lelouch 
retorted apathetically. 

"Won't you feel bad if someone gets expelled when you could've 
prevented it?" 

"Nonsense. Failure on their part is their own fault. If you live 
your whole life worrying for every single person you come across, 
you'll end up wasting it all." 

Lelouch was right, at least in my opinion. We didn't have the time 
nor the energy to constantly watch over Class E. After this, I 
predicted that we'd have to face some trials much more intensive 


than the midterms. In that case, we simply couldn't afford to look 
out for Class E as well as ourselves. 

"Remember Suzaku, expulsion is on the line for some mere 
midterm exam. Who knows what they could throw at us in the 
future? I'd much rather ensure the safety of my own class than some 
group of defectives." Lelouch hit Kururugi with a barrage of solid 
points. 

Kururugi looked like he wanted to reply, but knew that nothing 
he'd say would be accepted by Lelouch. Kururugi was driven by 
emotion, he wouldn't think logically if it meant that someone else 
would take damage. Instead, he'd do whatever he could to help 
them without a second thought. In a way, he was like a male 
version of Ichinose. 

"R-right..." Kururugi muttered as we exited the classroom. 


AVAVAWA 


"There are no absences today! That's good, make sure you all do 
your best, 'kay?" 

Ishihara-sensei strolled into the classroom with a gentle smile on 
her features. 

"Sensei, none of us have ever been absent before. What makes 
you think we would be today?" Lelouch asked smugly. 

"I didn't think you would be, but I still have to make sure 'cos this 
is an important test, y'know?" Ishihara-sensei responded cheerfully. 

Ishihara-sensei handed out a stack of papers to Shiro, who started 
to hand the stack along the row. Our first period test was for social 
studies. Out of everything we'd studied, it was probably the easiest 
subject. 

"Oh, and there's one more thing. If no one fails this test or the 
final exam in July, you'll be rewarded with a vacation during your 
summer break." 

"Hoh? A vacation?" Sora narrowed his eyes. He was clearly 
suspicious already. 

"That's right. A dream vacation on an island surrounded by the 
beautiful blue sea. What isn't there to love?" 

Definitely suspicious. 

Before long, the remaining single paper reached me, at the end of 
the row. On the teacher's signal, everyone began. I held off on 
starting for a moment and looked around the others. Everyone was 
as relaxed as could be. 

I looked over all the questions in the paper. They all seemed 


relatively simple. There were a few difficult ones, but not to the 
point where I couldn't answer them. Slowly, I went through and 
answered all of the problems. 

The second and third period exams were for Japanese and 
chemistry respectively. While I worked, I noticed that most of the 
questions on the tests were exactly what Lelouch had predicted 
would be on them, and what he'd placed emphasis on during our 
study session. The apathetic boy sitting beside me was even more 
impressive than I'd thought. 

Then came fourth period. Mathematics. All of the abnormally 
difficult questions that had been featured on the mock test also 
appeared here. Even if Sudo and the others couldn't understand the 
problems, they should be able to answer most of the other ones. 
Should. 

After a silent break came our English test. I was fluent in English 
since I'd learned it my whole life, so the test was like a breeze to 
me. Strangely, every single one of my classmates except for Light 
also seemed to be in the exact same situation as me. Light didn't 
look to be having any troubles, though. He was merely answering 
the questions calmly, whereas the rest of us treated English as 
second nature. 

I understood that Kururugi had probably learned it in the military 
and that Shiro could've probably memorized it easily. But why did 
Lelouch, Ryuzaki and Sora all seem to know English flawlessly as 
well? I'd have to ask them after the test. 


AVAVAVWA 


After the test, we all gathered around Light's desk which was 
centered in the middle of the room. 

"Hey, I noticed that everyone here except for Light seems to know 
English fluently, as second nature. I understand with Kururugi and 
Shiro, but how do the rest of you know it?" I spoke up and asked 
the group. 

"That's an interesting question, since you yourself also seemed to 
know English by heart, Ayanokoji. But I'll answer it. You may not 
have thought about it since I'm clearly overshadowed by Shiro, but 
I also have an eidetic memory. I memorized all of the major 
languages in the world long ago." Sora explained. 

That was surprising. A pair of siblings who both had an eidetic 
memory? It seemed that since Shiro stood out so much, nobody 
really seemed to consider Sora. At least when it came to calculation 


and memory, anyway. Sora said that he was overshadowed but also 
said he knew every major language, so I couldn't help but wonder 
how many Shiro knew. 

"I know English because it was pretty much mandatory for me to 
learn it in the past." Lelouch was pretty vague with his answer. 

Lelouch was quite a mysterious figure. He was required to learn 
English in the past. Typically, members of the military were 
required to learn it because it was a common language and nobles 
were required to know the language for diplomatic purposes — other 
than that, I couldn't think of anyone who would be in a position 
that made knowing English mandatory. 

Did Lelouch fit into one of these two categories? If he was in the 
military like Kururugi, then he would've mentioned it, right? He 
and Kururugi clearly knew each other before enrolling here, so it 
would be weird for him to not mention that they met in the 
military. But he didn't. That means that either he had a reason for 
hiding it, or that they met before Kururugi joined the military. 

And then there was his signature... 

"I said that I solved crimes during my introduction, right? English 
is a pretty important language to know in that area of work." 
Ryuzaki said. 

So, he wasn't joking, he did actually solve crimes before coming 
here, huh? As I uncovered more and more about my classmates, I 
started to realize that nobody in this room was normal. 

"And what about you, Ayanokoji? Why are you so fluent in 
English?" Shiro asked me. 

There's no reason to lie, so I'll just tell a half-truth. "I've been 
taught it ever since I could talk." 

"Hm, does your family speak English as well as Japanese, 
Ayanokoji?" Kururugi inquired. 

"No," I answered nonchalantly. 

"Huh? Then why..." 

Everybody looked confused, but nobody asked further. That was 
good. 
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Ishihara-sensei walked into the classroom happily, as usual. 

"I won't waste any time, I guess. I'll put your test results up now, 
'kay?" 

Like before, she revealed the results simultaneously and 
collectively. She stuck a large, white sheet of paper with everyone's 


names and test scores onto the blackboard. 

"Hey look, Kururugi got a perfect score for once." Sora pointed 
out half-jokingly. 

Indeed, Kururugi had a perfect score in English. In fact, every 
single one of us had a perfect score in English. That made English 
Class D's most proficient subject, then. 

"None of you failed! Good job!" Ishihara-sensei cheered for us as 
she drew a red line under our names. Nobody seemed surprised 
about that fact, though. 

After saying that, Ishihara-sensei left the room. She certainly 
wasn't here for long. 

"Well, might as well go and check whether anyone got expelled in 
the other classes or not." Lelouch said monotonously, making for 
the door. 

I decided to tag along. It seemed like Sora, Shiro and Light were 
also going to be joining us. 

"Isn't class starting soon?" Kururugi asked, still seated in his desk. 

"Don't worry. We won't be late. We're just gonna have a look 
around." Sora replied as we left the room. 

We sauntered down the corridor and descended the stairs, 
reaching the floor which all of the other classrooms were located 
on. We glanced through the windows of each classroom as we 
strolled through the school. Looking into Class A, I saw that they 
too had the red lines drawn beneath everybody's name. 

"As expected of Class A, huh?" Light muttered. 

Class B similarly had no expulsions. I saw Ichinose at the podium 
passionately congratulating her class as we strolled past. 

"Say, Class B has the worst students academically speaking, don't 
they? I thought that the school sorted by merit." Lelouch pondered 
out loud. 

"But merit isn't just academics. Take Horikita for example, she 
was placed in Class D even though her academics are Class A level. 
Class B is exceptional at working together, which probably means 
that even though their abilities weren't the best, they were 
evaluated highly because of that fact. I'd say that everyone placed 
in Class C and D are the 'defectives,' with Class D having the worst 
of them while Class C had the ones with less extreme flaws. 
Defectiveness probably has more weight than talent in the eyes of 
the school." 

Sora deduced instantly as we walked down the corridor. He was 
probably right. The assigned classes could probably be thought of as 
being split into two halves - Class A and B, the non-defectives, and 
Class C and D, the defectives. 

Class A was the class with students that weren't defective and 


who also had superior talent. Class B was the class that was made 
up of students also not considered defective, but who either didn't 
meet the Class A standard in terms of ability or who were 
considered to have very minor flaws. 

Class C was made up of the most talented students left in the 
batch. This was probably why the average talent in Class C was 
higher than that of Class B and D. Class D, then, was the leftovers - 
the ones who were neither talented nor flawless. Even some 
talented individuals were placed there simply because their flaws 
were too big to ignore. 

"Using that logic, it makes sense that Class C passed with flying 
colors as well." Shiro commented as we looked into the Class C 
room. 

"Well, that just leaves the one class which is probably expected to 
have some dropouts." Lelouch sighed as we came upon the Class E 
room. 

As soon as we came upon the room, Sora, Lelouch and Light burst 
out laughing. I had to admit, what we saw was pretty funny. 

A/N: 9386 word chapter. I quite enjoyed writing this one, 
though, it had some good scenes in it and got the plot moving 
forward nicely. 

I thought I might as well answer a few of the common 
comments I've seen, since a few have come up more than once. 

Q: Is Kiyo nerfed/Others buffed? 

A: No, everyone is exactly the same ability-wise as they were 
in their original series. People probably thought that Kiyo was 
nerfed or everyone else was buffed earlier mainly because he 
hadn't really done anything yet by that point and also because 
he's an unreliable narrator. 

Q: Why would Kiyo help Class D (Now E)? 

A: There's 3 main reasons. 

1) His class got a good offer, so it makes sense they'd agree to 
help. 

2) Kiyo likes to watch people grow, even if it means helping an 
enemy. He helps both Ryiien and Ichinose in the LNs, for 
example. 

3) The story would be worse if Class D (Now E) got destroyed 
so quickly. 

Q: Kiyo vs Suzaku? 

A: Physically, Suzaku is probably better. He has feats like 
outrunning machine guns and tanking explosions to the face 
whereas Kiyo is still mostly unknown and hasn't displayed that 
kind of speed or durability. It's hard to say who would win in a 
fight though, since Kiyo is probably more experienced and 


technically better in combat. 

If anyone has more any other questions, I'll gladly answer 
anything asked in a comment on this line (provided it won't 
spoil the story, of course.) 

Thank you for your continued support <3 


Chapter 2-1: Vigilante 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"What a ridiculous strategy!" 

Lelouch placed his hand against the wall to steady himself — he 
looked like he was in danger of collapsing from laughing too much. 
Right now, I was standing outside Class E with Sora, Shiro, Lelouch 
and Light. We had gone around to check how the other classes fared 
in the midterm exam, which was what lead to this situation. 

"Do you not find this funny, Ayanokoji?" Sora asked me. 

"I do." 

"You don't look very amused." 

"I'm just bad at expressing myself." I responded truthfully. 

After a minute or so, the laughter echoing through the halls 
subsided. 

"But honestly, who would've thought Class E would be so bold?" 
Light said with a grin. 

"That's gotta be the riskiest thing I've ever seen a group of people 
do." Sora said, his sly grin even more prominent than usual. 

"Mhm. All it would take is one traitor and their entire class 
would've been expelled." Lelouch said, returning his gaze to the 
Class E scoresheet. 

"It's a good strategy if you're unified though. They probably felt 
kinship after being mocked so much by the other classes. A 
common enemy or goal will bring a group together no matter how 
distant they initially are." I replied. 

If someone were to repeatedly mock a group of people, those 
people would target their hostility towards that person, overriding 
any grudges that may be held within the group. Such was basic 
human nature. 

"So, someone in Class E found a loophole in the rules, huh?" Sora 
scanned his eyes through the window at the Class E students. 

"Yeah. They found a loophole that even we didn't think of." 
Lelouch said. 

"Well, we didn't really try to find one. Our class is very good at 
academics, after all." Light replied. 

If all of our class was bad at academics, we would've probably 
spotted this loophole as well. For a Class E student to find it, 
though... 


"The thing that sets the exams in this school apart from exams at 
normal schools is the way that they decide whether you pass or 
fail." I analysed stoically. 

"Yeah. You don't fail at this school by scoring below a set 
threshold. You fail by scoring noticeably low relative to your 
classmates." Sora continued for me. 

"Which means that no one will fail if the entire class gets the 
same score, no matter what that score is." Light added. 

"And the easiest score to get is zero. If your whole class scores 
zero out of one hundred then that makes the class average, and 
therefore the passing grade, also zero, doesn't it?" Lelouch finished 
with a laugh. 

"But what would've happened if someone like Koenji didn't play 
along? Even if he just scored ninety like on the pop-quiz, that would 
singlehandedly bump the average up to 2.25 and the passing grade 
up to 1. Every single one of them except for Koenji would've failed 
and been expelled." I said. 

Your entire class scoring zero, thus causing the passing grade to 
also become zero. It was a sure-fire way to make everyone pass, but 
if just one person decided to take the test normally then it would've 
been disastrous. 

"That's why it's risky. How exciting! Class E could provide us with 
some entertainment after all!" Sora exclaimed, completely overrun 
with glee. 

"Say, who do you think it was that came up with the idea?" Light 
posed an important question. 

"KOenji probably could've but I don't think he'd be the type of 
person to help his class out like this." Lelouch responded. 

"But Koenji did play along with the strategy, even though it 
would risk him facing expulsion." Sora pointed out. 

"Apart from Koenji, though, who in there could've possibly come 
up with such a wild plan?" 

"Horikita?" I guessed. 

"Horikita? She's way too serious to ever think of something like 
this, isn't she?" Lelouch rejected the idea. 

"I don't know. On the second day here, I beat her by proposing a 
game to her wherein the apparent main focus of the game was not 
actually what should've been focused on — it was the rules, which 
never stated that the deck was shuffled." Sora disagreed with 
Lelouch. 

"Yeah, so what?" 

"Well, if she took anything away from that and also took what I 
told her two weeks ago seriously, she could've applied the same line 
of thinking to this exam and realized that the only reason anyone 


fails the midterms is because the class has a great discrepancy in the 
range of scores." 

Everyone went quiet and began mulling it over. The passing 
grade was always half of the class average. This meant that, as long 
as the lowest scoring student scored at least half of the highest 
scoring student, everybody would be guaranteed to pass. 

For people that've been sitting exams at regular schools their 
whole lives, then, the logical step would be to study in order to 
raise the grades of the lowest scorers to meet half of the class' 
average. However, lowering the scores of your top scorers to be level 
with the lowest scorers achieves the same outcome, but is much 
easier to pull off. 

Having their entire class score zero on every paper might look a 
bit extreme, but they probably weren't confident that their entire 
class could successfully manipulate their scores to something like 
thirty. To do that, you had to be confident that every single answer 
you write is correct. 

"Well, there's one easy way to find out for sure." Lelouch said as 
he walked over to the door. 

He kicked the door open and waltzed into the Class E room, 
immediately silencing all of the students in there. Everybody turned 
to stare at him, but he simply shrugged of the gazes and asked one 
question. 

"This is definitely a very interesting strategy. In fact, it wouldn't 
have worked if even one person had decided not to go along with it. 
Who was it that came up with such an idea?" 

Everyone was silent for a few seconds, but then a gyaru girl near 
the front of the room spoke up, challenging Lelouch. Karuizawa Kei, 
I think her name was. 

"And why the hell do you think we'd tell you?" 

"You're quite the feisty one, aren't you? You'll make a lot of 
enemies acting like that, you know. I just asked a genuine question, 
there's no need for such hostility." 

Karuizawa's expression faltered slightly, but quickly reformed 
into the confident, headstrong look from before. Lelouch was 
certainly right, though. Someone who constantly belittles others 
and acts aggressively off the bat is bound to become hated by quite 
a lot of people, especially other girls in Karuizawa's case. 

"Are you trying to lecture me?" Karuizawa shot back, her tone 
laced with venom. "And besides, if I do make any enemies my 
boyfriend will protect me. Right, Hirata-kun?" 

Hirata and Karuizawa were the main attraction as far as couples 
go at the moment. Normally, us in Class D would be isolated from 
such information since we aren't heavily involved in any social 


circles — the only real connection I had outside of my own class was 
my friendship with Sudo. However, now that I had Kushida under 
my control, I had free access to a vast well of information about the 
first-year students. 

Lelouch looked away from Karuizawa, apparently disinterested. 
"So, you're not going to tell me, then?" 

"| hope you can understand. We don't want to freely reveal 
information to other classes at this stage." The reliable Class E 
representative, Hirata Yosuke, spoke up on behalf of his classmates. 

"Acceptable, for now. Well, class is starting soon so I'd better take 
my leave, then." 

Lelouch re-joined us in the corridor and we began walked back 
towards our classroom. 

"That Karuizawa is quite interesting, isn't she?" Light mused. 

"She's dating Hirata, but they don't seem particularly close to me." 
Sora responded thoughtfully. 

"Popular people like Hirata and Karuizawa are like that though. 
They attract to each other just for status." Lelouch said 
apathetically, as if anything to do with romance didn't interest him 
at all. 

"Oh yeah, you know a lot about that don't you?" Light teased him. 
Lelouch didn't give a reaction, though. 

As we silently ascended the stairs, a thought popped into my 
head. 

"Say, we're meant to be gaining up to a hundred class points from 
this exam, right? Nobody from any of the classes failed, so does that 
mean every class is gaining one hundred class points?" I asked, 
curious as to what my classmates think. 

"The class points given out right now are most likely just to 
reward all the students with a bonus 10,000 private points to their 
allowance for passing the midterms, as opposed to a method to 
close the gap to the next class." Our representative gave us his 
interpretation. 

Sora nodded in response. "Yeah. In this ‘contest,’ we were all 
competing against the school. In the future, though, I bet there'll be 
some kind of contest where we will compete directly against other 
classes. It'll probably be the main way that classes get promoted." 

Competing against the other classes, huh? I wondered what kind 
of trials that could entail. At the very least, it would be something 
interesting. 
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Light's POV 

"Who do those idiots think they're dealing with, anyway?" 

Sora complained from beside me, motioning towards a group of 
three boys who were staring at us from across the cafeteria. 

Right now, I was eating lunch with Sora, Shiro and Ryuzaki. Sora 
was complaining about three boys who, for a few days now, had 
been harassing us regularly. Things like blocking our way as we 
walked and spouting provocations. Childish stuff like that. 

"According to Ayanokoji, Class C students have been doing the 
same thing to some students of all the other classes as well." 
Ryuzaki said, perched in his immensely odd seating position. 

"There's no reason to doubt him, but where the hell does that guy 
get all his intel from?" I wondered out loud. 

"I've seen him with that Kushida Kikyo a few times recently. 
Maybe from her?" Sora guessed. 

"You don't think they have a... special relationship, do you?" I said 
mockingly. 

"Who knows? Perhaps our boy has turned into a man already." 

I couldn't help but laugh at Sora's mocking speculation. Ayanokoji 
and Kushida, huh? If they had a thing going on, then good for them, 
I guess. Personally though, I've never had even the slightest interest 
in romance and I didn't plan to start now at this school, either. 

"Getting back on topic, though," Ryuzaki interjected. "If what 
Ayanokoji said is true, then that means that it's likely that Class C is 
trying to provoke a reaction out of someone. They're probably 
targeting some of the more hot-tempered students, if I had to 
guess." 

"Rytien Kakeru is trying to start a fight? What else did I expect 
from that guy who only rules through violence?" I sighed 
exasperatedly. Really, how mundane. 

"Aha, that might not be it. What if he's trying to conduct an 
experiment?" Sora proposed an intriguing idea. 

"Oh? An experiment?" Ryuzaki looked surprised, which was a 
rare sight to behold. 

"It's the only way to explain Class C's behaviour. They're clearly 
trying to provoke someone into attacking them so that they can test 
what level of punishment will be dealt to students who commit acts 
of violence." 

I felt some anger swell up within me. Ryiien Kakeru is trying to 
use me as a lab rat? Who does he think he is? I composed myself 
before I spoke up. 


"If that's the case, then I have a little idea of my own I'd like to 
try. I'll make Class C into an example of why you shouldn't mess 
with us." I declared with a smirk. 

Sora, Shiro and Ryuzaki were momentarily stunned, but Sora 
shortly snapped out of it and laughed, which freed the other two as 
well. 

"Do you mind if I join your plan, Light?" Surprisingly, Ryuzaki 
wanted in on the action. 

Until now, Ryuzaki had been a bystander to just about everything 
that has happened - I never expected him to make an active move 
to get involved. I saw no reason to refuse his offer. In fact, having 
someone with me might make it a whole lot easier to execute. 

Besides, I've been wanting to find out a bit about who Ryuzaki is 
and what he can do, anyway. He's felt off to me ever since the 
second day, where he tagged along with me to investigate Class A. I 
felt like he didn't accompany me just to help the class or get to 
know me better. No, he definitely had some kind of ulterior motive. 

"Sure, feel free to help me. May I ask your reasoning, though?" I 
inquired, masking my inner thoughts. 

"Let's just say that working within the justice system is a 
speciality of mine." 

Is that right? Could it be that Ryuzaki, like me, values justice over 
all else? He did mention that he solved crimes before enrolling here, 
but doing so at such a young age that must mean he does it for 
another reason than money. What could that reason be, I wonder? 

I'm going to unravel your secrets, Rue Ryuzaki. You'd better be 
prepared. 
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Shiro's POV 

"What do you think, Shiro?" 

Nii asked me as we walked through the school corridor after our 
final class had ended, hands interlocked comfortably. 

"About Light's plan?" I asked quietly. 

"Yeah." Nii nodded affirmatively. 

"I think it'll only work because Ryiien's henchmen are too stupid 
to make adjustments to the plan themselves, even if the situation 
calls for it." 

I gave him a surface level assessment. Ryiien Kakeru, based on 


the knowledge I had obtained, was much smarter than he initially 
appeared. He was a violent dictator who also had brains to back his 
violence. In fact, if he was more mature about his methods, I 
thought he could easily fit into my class. 

"Rytien is certainly smart, but his mistake here is that he assumed 
anyone that would fall for his provocations would also be an idiot. 
He hasn't considered that someone might fall for them on purpose." 
Nii responded as we climbed up the stairs. 

Ryitien himself would probably be able to manipulate the 
situation once he figured out that it was a set up, but the people 
who were working for him wouldn't have the same level of keen 
insight and flexibility. 

"Say, Nii, are you enjoying this school?" I inquired, changing the 
subject. 

"Yeah, it's definitely far better than most places in this rotten 
world. It's just missing that extra flair, though." 

"You mean the flair of playing against opponents?" 

"Yeah. I'm hoping we'll get the chance to really have some fun 
when we fight the other classes. I'll be thoroughly disappointed if 
the contests here are dull." 

Blank's number one principle is to have fun. If we can't do that 
here, we will probably drop out. Originally, I didn't even want to 
enrol here - I was scared to leave the place I'd grown to feel safe in 
behind. But I trusted Nii's decision to enter this school because if I 
couldn't even do that, then what was I even good for? 

"And what about our classmates? Do you think that we can live 
among this society, which is separated from the rest of the world?" I 
asked, my voice almost a whisper. 

Nii's smug expression that I adore so much vanished, and his face 
became serious. 

"Society is repulsive. It's an evil that I refuse to be a part of. But 
this school, which is like an entire world of its own, separated from 
society... Perhaps, I will be able to accept it." 

Whether Nii decides to accept this school or reject it, I will follow 
him blindly. That is the promise that I made, all those years ago. 

"We're here." Nii said, stopping in front of a door. 

"Yes," I replied flatly. 

Nii reached out and gripped the door handle. He gave my hand a 
squeeze before pushing the door open and calmly entering the room 
it revealed. 

"I'm here for my appointment~" he said jovially, adorning his 
lovable smirk once more. 

There was an additional person in the student council room this 
time. A beautiful girl with long pink hair. Ichinose Honamiy, first 


year, Class B, student council first year representative, most popular 
girl in the first year, excessively kind, hopelessly naive. Enormous 
breasts. 

I felt a jealous frustration building up as I stared at her well- 
endowed figure with hostility. Where is my chest? Will I ever 
develop beyond this pitiful figure? No matter how many times Nii 
called me beautiful, I couldn't help but feel inadequate. 

"Hmm, this is odd. I was under the impression that the student 
council interviews were one-on-one." Nii said perplexed as he 
seated himself on a couch. 

"Well, I'm not the only one who's brought company." The 
President said, motioning towards me as I sat on Nii's lap. 

Ichinose Honami looked surprised. Clearly, she hadn't been told 
that students could still be interviewed even after she got accepted 
as first year representative. 

"The only position left in the student council is the vice-president 
seat, isn't it?" Nii pondered aloud as he began stroking my hair. 

"Don't get any funny ideas, kohai. I'm the student council vice- 
president here. Right, Horikita-senpai?" Nagumo Miyabi spoke up, 
warning Nii. Nii was unfazed, though. 

"There can be two vice-presidents in the student council, even 
though it's unusual for such a thing to happen." Horikita-senpai 
responded calmly. 

"It's unusual, huh? That means you're going to reject the kohai, 
right?" 

"I've actually been wondering about that too," Nii interjected, 
claiming the attention of both senpais. "Why didn't you just tell me 
that the student council wasn't accepting new members after a first- 
year representative had been chosen?" 

"There is still a seat open, and it would look bad if I flat out 
refused to even hear out a first-year." Horikita-senpai replied. 

"But you're going to reject me no matter what I say here, right? 
Why not just skip the formalities and do it now?" 

Horikita-senpai's eyes widened a fraction. He did his best to 
compose himself immediately to hide it, but I'm sure that Nii caught 
it as well. 

"What makes you think that I'm going to reject you?" 

"It's obvious. You can drop the act." Nii said confidently. 

"I see... You heard it from somewhere, then?" 

Ichinose looked surprised once more at Nii's words. However, she 
wasn't prepared for what was about to be said next. 

"No, I just guessed. You just confirmed my suspicions though, so 
thank you!" 

"You were bluffing?" Horikita-senpai looked genuinely impressed 


this time. 

"Yeah. After I found out that you rejected Ichinose's application, I 
crafted a little theory. And you've just confirmed that theory of 
mine, Horikita-senpai." 

"As I thought, you really are an interesting student. Go on, then. 
What exactly is your theory?" 

"Ichinose Honami should've been the perfect candidate for the 
student council," Ichinose became slightly flustered as Nii began his 
explanation by praising her. "However, I found out that she was 
rejected by the student council president, quite quickly mind you." 

Everybody listened attentively to Nii as he spoke. No matter how 
many times I hear them, his deductions never fail to impress me 
and make me interested. It's just one of the many things that I love 
about Nii. 

"Now, why could this be? Let's start with Question One! Why did 
Horikita-senpai reject arguably the best candidate for the student 
council among all of the first years without much thought?" 

"Because he didn't plan on accepting any first-years into the 
student council, no matter how suitable they were." I answered 
from Nii's lap. 

Ichinose looked shocked. It's understandable, I suppose. She was 
probably under the impression that she just wasn't good enough in 
the president's eyes. To hear that he had rejected her for a different 
reason would surprise anyone. 

"And that leads us on to Question Two!" Nii continued, now 
possessing complete control over the attention of all four student 
council members. "Why did the student council change its mind so 
quickly, and accept Ichinose's application during the third week?" 

"Because she was accepted by someone other than the President, 
behind his back." I once again answered the question as Nii patted 
my head. 

Everyone now looked thoroughly baffled about how Nii had 
managed to deduce this much based off of little scraps of 
information. They'd better prepare themselves, then, because we're 
not nearly done yet. 

"And so, Question Three is logical! Who was it that accepted 
Ichinose Honami into the student council?" 

"Nagumo Miyabi. Not only does he seem to view Horikita-senpai 
as a rival, but he's also the vice-president, which is most likely the 
only other seat in the student council with the authority to accept 
new members." 

Everything was silent as Nii's crimson eyes scanned the room. He 
was probably gleaming mountains of information just by observing 
the various reactions and expressions worn by the senpais in the 


room. 

"Question Four! For what reason did the student council president 
not want to accept any first-years into the student council?" 

"To protect them from Nagumo-senpai, who will stop at nothing 
to achieve his goals, as proven when he went behind his superior's 
back to accept a previously rejected council member." I replied in 
monotone. 

Even I, with my sub-par human reading ability, was able to notice 
Nagumo's discomfort as Nii and I dissected every little truth about 
the student council. From now on, he would probably be very wary 
of Blank. 

"Knowing that Nagumo-senpai is manipulative and cunning, that 
only leads to one last question, a question that I have yet to 
discover the answer to." Nii leaned forward, wrapping his arms 
around my waist. "Question Five! What did Nagumo-senpai ask 
Ichinose to do in return for admission to the student council?" 

Nii reclined in the sofa once again as everyone's eyes widened in 
shock. It appeared that nobody was prepared for that question, but 
Horikita-senpai was probably surprised for a different reason than 
everyone else. Tachibana-senpai looked more confused than 
surprised. It seemed like she wasn't able to follow at all. 

"What could you possibly be talking about, kohai? I merely 
accepted a candidate that I deemed suitable for the student council 
using my own judgement." Nagumo-senpai said, composed and 
calm. 

"Trying to play dumb, are we? Ichinose's expression of discomfort 
tells me that there was some truth in my speculation, though." Nii 
nodded towards Ichinose, who was leaning against the wall with 
her eyes still wide. 

Nagumo turned to look at her, playing right into Nii's hands. 
When it comes to reading people and situations, Nii has no match. I 
couldn't fault Nagumo for falling into his trap. 

"That was a lie. Ichinose actually still just looks dumbfounded. 
However, you were very hasty to check her expression yourself, 
weren't you? An innocent man wouldn't be as panicked as you just 
were. You're guilty!" Nii accused Nagumo arrogantly as he played 
with my hair. 

"Nagumo. Is it true? Did you demand something from Ichinose in 
return for her acceptance here?" Horikita-senpai asked sternly. It 
seemed like he wasn't very happy with this discovery. 

"N-no, senpai, he's just talking nonsense." 

"You're just digging yourself a deeper hole, you know?" Nii 
chided him smugly. 

"I think we're going to have to have a talk later, Nagumo." The 


student council president looked a bit angry. 

According to my sources, he rarely loses his composure. That 
meant that this is an especially aggravating situation for him. Good 
to know. 

"So, there's a civil war within the student council which the 
president wanted to keep the first years away from, huh? How 
intriguing." Nii and I stood up and turned towards the door. 

"Youre leaving? What about your interview?" Horikita-senpai 
surprisingly was concerned about Nii's interview. 

"Not interested. I got what I came here for. Knowledge is power, 
as they say." Nii tapped the side of his head as he opened the door. 

Nagumo glowered at us as we made for the exit. He was 
obviously not happy that Nii had spilled his secret to the student 
council president. Nii must've noticed this, because he stopped just 
before leaving and turned to him. 

"Try not to take advantage of any more girls while our backs are 
turned, Nagumo-senpai." 

With that, Nii and I left the room without looking back and shut 
the door. As we walked down the corridor and back towards the 
dorms, I couldn't help but ask a question. 

"Nii, would Nagumo really use Ichinose's wish to join the student 
council to take advantage of her?" 

I tried my best to hide my anxieties, but Nii saw right through 
me. 

"I wouldn't put it past him. Unfortunately, Shiro, there are some 
people out there who're like that. Don't worry, though." Nii placed 
his hand on top of my head." I wouldn't let something like that 
happen to you." 

I felt reassured, but... 

"Are you going to help Ichinose?" 

"Help her? Do you want to intervene, Shiro?" 

"I can't help but feel bad for her..." 

"I see. Well, if my cute little sister wants to help her, then I 
suppose I have no choice." Nii smiled warmly at me. I really do love 
him. "As of right now, there isn't really much for us to do. However, 
if a time comes in the future where Ichinose is in danger of being 
exploited by Nagumo, Blank will lend a hand." 

I nodded appreciatively. Maybe it was just because of my own 
past experiences, but I felt that I couldn't just stand by and watch 
something like this. Nii took my hand in his and gave it a squeeze. 

As long as I was with him, I was confident that Blank would 
forever be invincible. 


AVAVAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

Mornings in Class D were surprisingly relaxed, considering that 
we were high school students. But then again, the students of Class 
D were no normal high schoolers. 

I took out my school-provided cell phone, launched the pre- 
installed school app, and logged in using my student ID and 
password. I then selected the option "Balance Inquiry" from the 
menu. From here, you could do many things. You could check your 
current personal balance, or you could see how many collective 
points the class had. There was also a function that enabled you to 
send points to another student. 

There were two types of points listed. One of them was marked 
with a "cl" at the end, which was short for "class." These were also 
referred to as "class points" — not points that an individual student 
possessed, but rather, the points that the class had accumulated 
together. The other points were marked with a "pr" at the end, 
which stood for "private." These were our individual points. 

On the first day of every month, they multiplied the cl points, or 
class points, by 100, then deposited that amount into our private 
point accounts. We used these private points to purchase daily 
necessities, meals, even electrical appliances. At this school, points 
are currency. They are very important. 

"Good morning~" 

Ishihara-sensei casually strolled into the classroom as the 
homeroom bell rang, looking as carefree as ever. 

"Sensei, did we lose our class points?" Kururugi asked as she 
walked to the podium. 

"Ah, well. I might as well just stick up this month's totals, huh." 

She put up a paper on the board that listed the point values. It 
was similar to the one from last month, except now we were listed 
as Class D rather than Class E. The paper read: 

Class Point Standings: 

Class A - 1004 
Class B - 735 
Class C - 500 
Class D - 408 
Class E - 87 

"Hmm, we have 408 class points this month. That means we 
gained 98 since May 1. The other classes have seen similar 
increases, like I thought." Sora mused as he looked over the paper. 

"Never mind that! In that case, 40,800 points should've been 


given to all of us, right? Why did our point totals not change this 
month?" Kururugi said exasperatedly. 

"The first-years' point distribution has been delayed due to a little 
trouble, you see. Once it's resolved, you'll get your points." 

"Ara ara, it seems like your little plan seems to have affected the 
entire year, delinquent-kun." Lelouch mocked, shooting a look across 
the room. 

"I don't mind waiting a few days for 40,800 points if it means 
justice will be rightfully enacted." Light responded, folding his arms. 

"Justice?" 

"That's right, justice. What Ryiien Kakeru and, by extension, Class 
C are trying to do can be called nothing but an act of evil. An evil 
that I must vanquish from this school." 

"What are you, some kind of vigilante?" 

"If you want to call it that, feel free." 

Everyone observed the exchange between our class representative 
and our proclaimed vigilante of justice. Ishihara-sensei, who was 
out of the loop on our class affairs, looked confused, her finger 
pressing into her cheek as if deep in thought. She looked quite cute. 

"I'm not going to say that having a sense of justice is a bad thing. 
That being said, however..." Ryuzaki began, narrowing his pitch- 
black eyes. "That mentality of yours could easily end up leading you 
astray." 

"Are you saying that you think I'm the kind of person to become 
corrupted by my own principles?" Light responded calmly. 

"Yes. That's exactly what I'm saying. The point I'm trying to make 
is that you should be careful." 

"Be careful?" 

"He's basically saying that you should keep your justice-boner in 
check." Sora interjected rather crudely. 

"Hmm, I see. I'll bear that in mind, then." 

Somehow, I got the feeling that Light didnt plan on bearing that 
in mind at all. I just hoped that this wouldn't develop into 
something troublesome. 


AVAVAWA 


Suzaku's POV 

I ate lunch with Sora and Shiro. I had eaten lunch alone with 
Lelouch mostly since enrolling here, but decided that I also wanted 
to get to know my other classmates better as well, which is why I 
was now tagging along with the siblings. 


We ate with a silent, yet not awkward, atmosphere. It was quite 
peaceful. That was, until it was torn down, that is. 

"Do you mind if we sit here? All the other tables are full." 

A boy with a blonde/green gradient hair colour and brown eyes 
politely asked us. Behind him was a group of seven girls. Judging 
by that fact alone, this guy was probably Hirata Yosuke, one of the 
most well-liked boys in the entire first year. 

"Go ahead." Sora responded indifferently. 

"Thank you. Sora of class 1-D, was it?" Hirata said warmly as he 
sat down opposite Sora. 

"That's right. Hirata of 1-E? That's quite the fan club you've got 
there." 

Sora motioned to the group of seven girls who began sitting 
down, which earned a few scowls. It looked like they didn't 
appreciate being labelled as a "fan club," even though that's 
essentially what they are. 

"If you think that's bad, you should see Lelouch's." I added 
jokingly. 

"Did he really gain that much popularity just from being in Class 
D? Where's my popularity?" Sora whined childishly. 

"Well, Lelouch was already pretty popular before May 1. You were 
still unknown." I pointed out, which earned a pout from Sora. 

"You may not have what you'd conventionally call "popularity," 
but you guys in Class D are quite famous right now. You're 
especially infamous in our class after that stunt you pulled, Sora." 
Hirata joined the conversation. 

"Is that so..." Sora murmured in reply. 

The pleasant, idle chatter continuing throughout most of our 
lunch, but eventually the topic turned to something a bit more 
sinister. The girls who were with Hirata began talking about 
Horikita, a classmate of theirs that they'd apparently taken quite a 
disliking to. 

"I seriously hate that stuck-up, too-serious attitude she has." 

"Yeah, and the way she talks as if she's better than everyone." 

"Honestly, who does she think she is? Just because she has better 
grades than us, she thinks she has the right to look down on us?" 

"Hey, how about we teach her a lesson?" One girl suggested. 

I began to feel uncomfortable because of the direction this 
conversation was headed. The atmosphere now was thick, and a 
veil surrounded the Class E girls that seemed to vehemently oppose 
any input from outside their clique. Hirata, as well as us in Class D, 
could only listen. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Like, mess with her a bit. You know, as punishment for being so 


bitchy." 

"Ooh, that sounds like a good idea!" 

"Yeah, we could like, hide her shoes and stuff." 

To me, this aura was suffocating, and I wanted nothing more than 
to escape. I could see that Hirata was visibly uncomfortable as well. 
I can understand him, since him and I are quite alike. Unexpectedly, 
the intervention came from someone different. A mocking laughter 
echoed out from beside me. 

"How stupid. You people are the reason why I refuse to accept 
this world." 

"What are you on about?" One of the girls, Maezono I believe her 
name was, shot a glare at Sora. 

"Obviously, I'm talking about you. Just because you don't like 
someone, you want to bully them? Your thought process is 
disgusting." Sora denounced the Class E girls pretty loudly. 

Hirata looked quite shocked, and I'm sure that I had a pretty 
surprised expression as well. I never expected Sora of all people to 
get angered by things like this. 

"Bullying? What are you talking about? It would just be a 
harmless joke." 

"Such a thing would only be funny for you. And you wouldn't 
stop there, either. You'd probably do it again after the first time 
because you found it amusing, and it would eventually escalate 
beyond petty things like stealing their possessions." Sora narrowed 
his eyes as he spoke. 

"We'd just be teaching her a lesso—" 

"Every day when you wake up, all you can think about is 
everything you'll have to put up with until schools over. Even so- 
called 'harmless jokes' will add up and do serious damage to your 
psyche eventually. Your only aspirations are to make it to the end 
of the day without breaking down, and when you finally finish you 
feel such an abnormal amount of relief." 

Sora spoke in a low voice, laced with a hint of rage. I'd never 
seen Sora act like this before, even after knowing him for two 
months. He never spoke about his past, but did Sora possibly have 
experiences with bullying in the past? 

"That is what will inevitably happen if you start down that path, 
even if now you just say it'll be "one harmless joke." And it will be 
all your fault." 

Sora stared into the eyes of Maezono, the girl who'd originally 
suggested the idea. She looked lost for words. Honestly, it made me 
happy that Sora shared my opinion, and wasn't afraid to stand up 
for it even if it meant he'd be singled out. 

"W-we wouldn't go that far..." Maezono mumbled quietly. 


"I bet everyone says that. But I've seen it all before." Sora stood 
up from his chair, leaving his lunch on the table. "Let's go, Shiro." 

Sora and Shiro left the cafeteria, hand in hand, not bothering to 
take their food with them. Hirata and I just watched them leave 
while all of the girls wore various expressions. Some of them looked 
guilty, whereas the others looked annoyed. 

"W-who the hell does he think he is?" Maezono exclaimed angrily. 

"Maezono." Hirata said in an unexpectedly stern voice. 

Hirata speaking like this was clearly not a common occurrence, 
because all of the girls looked surprised too. 

"I think Sora-kun was right. Bullying someone just because you 
don't like them is wrong." 

Even though Sora had said the exact same thing, the girls only 
seemed to listen after hearing it from Hirata's mouth. I felt a sense 
of irritation at seeing their hypocrisy and bias, but kept my 
composure. 

"B-but Hirata-kun, it's not really that big of a deal, is it?" 

Hirata looked like he was about to reply strictly, but a different 
voice interjected instead, one that only just now started to speak. I 
found it strange that this girl had been silent the entire time even 
though she's allegedly the leader of the Class E girls clique, but 
didn't put too much thought into it. Unlike Sora, I couldn't read 
people beyond the surface level. 

"I also think it's wrong to do anything like that to Horikita-san." 
Karuizawa said, rather quietly by her standards. 

"K-Karuizawa-san?" 

Some of the girls who were more annoyed with Sora than guilty 
looked surprised, whereas the rest just looked towards Karuizawa 
with an appreciative look. It seemed like they were glad Karuizawa 
was speaking up on their behalf. 

"If you don't like someone, you should just stay away from them. 
There's no need to go out of your way to bully them," she said 
resolutely. 

Karuizawa's input combined with Hirata's seemed to have 
convinced the girls, because now they just hung their heads in 
apparent guilt. Apparently, if you want to make a change, you need 
to be popular and well-liked. 

"The world would be a much better place if there was no conflict, 
don't you think?" I asked nobody in particular. 

"Yes. If everybody just got along, then much more people would 
be able to live happily." Hirata agreed enthusiastically. 

"I know that such a world is idealistic, but I believe that we 
should strive for that ideal nevertheless." 

"Kururugi-kun, was it? Can I have your contact information? I 


think I'd like to eat with you again sometime." Hirata asked me, a 
sense of kinship in his voice. 

Hirata and I were very similar in our ideals and way of thinking, 
so it made sense that he felt some kind of affinity with me. I traded 
contact information with Hirata while all the girls simply watched 
in silence. 

"Well, I'm going to go and try to find Sora. He seemed pretty 
upset; I hope he's okay." I said, standing up with my lunch. 

"Right. Can you apologize to him for me when you see him?" 

"You have nothing to apologize for, Hirata." 

Saying that, I turned to leave the table and chased after Sora. I 
genuinely believed that Hirata had done nothing wrong, and I knew 
that Sora would just become angrier if Hirata apologized to him. 

Sora really was remarkable, I thought. Even when faced with the 
oppressive atmosphere of the Class E girls that even Hirata couldn't 
speak up in, Sora didn't falter and openly said his opinion. It was 
quite strange — he claimed to be a shut-in his whole life, but his 
social skills were definitely above average. 

The school had labelled Hirata's class as defective, which I had 
vehemently refused to accept. At least, until now. The behaviour 
that the Class E girls just showed is something that even I couldn't 
defend — it can be called nothing but a major character flaw. As I 
walked, I wondered: Can a defective person change? I really do hope 
sO. 


AVAVAWA 


Light's POV 

"All the preparations are now complete. Now all we have to do is 
wait for the trial." I said to Ryuzaki as we ate lunch in the 
classroom. 

I handed an important piece of paper to Ryuzaki so that he could 
read it and placed a vegetable in my mouth with my free hand. 

Why am I eating the free vegetable set even though I still have 
98,670 private points left? It's simple. If I indulged myself every 
day, not only would my physique worsen but I would get used to 
indulgent eating, which would only cause my eating habits to spiral 
out of control exponentially. 

"Do you really not mind paying the full amount for that, 
Ryuzaki?" I asked, motioning toward the device on his desk. 

"I don't mind. I'll probably use this quite a lot in the future 
anyway, so it makes sense that I paid for it," he replied in 


monotone. 

"I see." 

In two days was my trial against Class C. Right at the end of the 
last month, they'd called me out to the special annex and started a 
fight with me, which I had easily won. They didn't even try to fight 
back, which pretty much confirmed my suspicions. I also didn't 
really hit them hard at all, but they went down heavily nonetheless. 

Sigh. 

If you're going to try a scheme like that, Rytien Kakeru, at least 
pick some talented actors to execute it. These idiots don't even have 
a place in society, they were that incompetent. 

Trying to provoke students of other classes into hitting your 
students is undoubtedly an act of evil. It is my duty to crush such 
evil. I glanced over to the messy boy who had warned me that my 
mindset was dangerous. 

It's dangerous to enact rightful justice? How preposterous. I, 
along with many other people, want nothing more than to eradicate 
people like Rytien from the world so that the rest of us can live in 
harmony. 

Unfortunately, though, that isn't feasible. I suppose I can settle for 
crushing him utterly instead, then. You'll regret trying to make me 
your guinea pig, Ryuen. 

"What were you like in middle school, Light?" Ryuzaki asked an 
unrelated question out of nowhere. 

"Hm? I was just a pretty normal honour student, I suppose." I 
replied. "I played tennis quite a lot, I guess." 

I felt like my response was lacking, so I tacked on the bit about 
tennis onto the end. Thinking about it, though... 

"Ryuzaki, didn't you mention that you played tennis?" 

"That's right. I was British Junior Champion in tennis at one 
point." 

"We should play a game sometime. There are tennis courts in this 
school." 

This school has all sorts of facilities for all kinds of sports and 
equipment for all kinds of athletes - tennis was no exception. I 
thought myself to be very proficient at tennis, so I couldn't help but 
wonder who was better out of Ryuzaki and me. 

"Yes. I would like that." 

A silence once again enveloped us after Ryuzaki replied. I took 
the opportunity to fall deep into thought. This was the second time 
Ryuzaki had asked me a seemingly random question out of 
nowhere. He only does it when we're alone, too. 

He was probably, no, definitely probing me for information. 
There was no other explanation for why he took opportunities to 


get me alone before asking me more personal questions. He wasn't 
doing anything to hide it, either. He was being pretty open about it. 

Just what was he up to? Why did he want information about me 
and my past? Was I the only one, or was he doing similar things 
with my other classmates as well? Who is Ryuzaki really? And did 
he come to this school for a reason other than education? 

I will unravel the mysteries behind all of these questions 
eventually. Now that I think about it, I've been focused on Ryuzaki 
because he's been focused on me, but everyone in Class D is similar, 
aren't they? 

Sora and Shiro, the pair of geniuses who are apparently shut-ins 
and who seemed to have experienced something very dark in the 
past. They avoid talking about their past. 

Lelouch Lamperouge, an apathetic boy who used to gamble 
frequently. There's definitely more to him than he lets on. He avoids 
talking about his past. 

Suzaku Kururugi, a very idealistic boy who hates all kinds of 
conflict. Even though he was in the military, he hates conflict? That 
doesn't make sense. 

Kiyotaka Ayanokoji, he excels at both academics and athletics 
and is eternally stoic. He is purposely vague about his past and 
refuses to tell anyone how he gained his abilities. 

There are a multitude of mysteries lying behind each and every 
one of my classmates. And it's only a matter of time until I learn the 
truth. When that happens, I just hope that none of them become a 
target of my justice. That would certainly be troublesome. 

A/N: 7385 words hhhh 

Pretty uneventful chapter, mainly based around interaction 
and set-up than action. All the action will be happening next 
chapter with Light's trial, after all. And then after that comes 
the island exam! 

I'm excited to get into the action, but I have to write the 
parts like this as well so the story flows together. 

Thanks for reading <3 


Chapter 2-2: Mystery Person 


Sora's POV 

The repetitive clacking of two pairs of footsteps was the only 
sound echoing throughout the empty second-year school building. 
Around ten minutes prior, I had left the cafeteria after becoming 
angered by Class E's defective girls clique. I couldn't stand being in 
their presence for even a second longer. 

I walked slowly down the school corridor with my beautiful 
younger sister, Shiro, while carefully observing my surroundings. I 
decided to use the rest of my lunch break on the assignment I had 
been given by Light. 

Realistically, Light didn't need me to do this anymore since he 
had already executed his plan. However, I still thought it'd be best 
to complete the task just so we'd have the information ready for the 
future. Also, it wouldn't hurt for him to look more convincing 
during his trial. 

I peered into the final classroom on the corridor and, after 
looking in for a few seconds, took out a folded A3 sheet of paper 
from my pocket and used a red marker to write on it. 

"That's the last one on this floor, Shiro." I said to my cute little 
sister who was holding my hand tightly. 

"Right," she replied quietly. 

She was quieter than normal. It was something that she was 
trying to hide, and no one but me would've been able to notice the 
difference. However, I knew everything there was to know about 
Shiro by now. She couldn't hide anything from me. 

"Are you still thinking about lunch earlier?" I asked her softly. 

Shiro gave a small nod in reply. Due to her past experiences, 
Shiro was hit particularly hard by the encounter. I felt my hand 
tighten on its own around the paper in my hand, but I forced myself 
to remain calm for Shiro's sake. 

"You shouldn't think about it. Our class wouldn't act like that, you 
know?" I reassured her. 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. Have more faith in our classmates." 

The school wouldn't have allocated someone with aggressive 
tendencies to our so-called 'genius' class. Furthermore, after being 
around them for two months now, I could say with certainty that 


none of our five classmates would ever bully another person. 

Shiro and I climbed the staircase to the third floor. On this floor 
in the first-year block, our classroom was located, which made me 
mildly curious as to whether there was also an unused classroom on 
the corresponding floor in the second-year block. 

I led Shiro down the corridor, adding markings to my paper as we 
went. This floor was a staff floor, which meant that most rooms 
couldn't be mapped, however the most important part was probably 
the corridor itself. Students wouldn't often find themselves in these 
staff rooms anyway. 

We turned the corner, and I noted down one last marking when I 
got to the end of the L shape. Sure enough, though, there was an 
unused classroom lying in wait around the corner of the second- 
year block third floor as well. This would probably be the room 
we'd be given during our second year. I looked into the room and 
added a red marking to the page. 

"The roof is the final location, then?" Shiro whispered as we 
turned around. 

"Yeah. Then, we're done." 

The roof was locked after hours, but during lunch the students 
were free to use it. That meant that this was the ideal time to 
complete the task I'd been assigned. I could get it done all in one go 
without having to come back to do the roof later. 

Shiro and I arrived back at the U-shaped staircase at the end of 
the main corridor, and ascended upwards toward the roof. As we 
climbed the stairs, I noticed something odd and stopped Shiro by 
pulling her hand lightly with mine. She looked at me quizzically. 

"Look. The door's open. That means there's probably someone up 
there. No one who comes up here would leave it open after 
leaving." I explained my thought process in a hushed voice. 

Tugging Shiro along gently, I crept up the stairs until I could 
glance through the half-open doorway. There, I laid my eyes on a 
well-endowed girl with waist-length pink-tinted hair. She appeared 
to be alone, and was leaning on the railing, gazing out towards the 
campus. 

"Ichinose?" Shiro whispered questioningly. 

I nodded in affirmative. Out of everyone, she was one of the ones 
I'd least expected to be up here. What was she doing up here? Was 
she meeting someone? Or did she just come up here to eat lunch 
alone? I didn't see any food anywhere. 

No, don't be an idiot, Sora. This is the second-year building, of course 
she's meeting someone! 

They say that curiosity killed the cat, but I couldn't quell mine 
after making this discovery. I could probably just use the excuse 


that it was a calculated risk in order to gain information if anyone 
questions me. 

"Come," I said to Shiro in a low voice, descending the stairs. 

"Where?" she asked. 

"It would be bad if we were spotted here, but I'm still curious. It'll 
be enough just to find out who she's meeting, though, so let's just 
wait around the corner until the person she's waiting for shows up." 

"She's meeting someone?" 

"Yeah. Why else would she choose the second-year building? She 
probably doesn't want anyone in the first-year to see her." 

"But how do you know the first-year roof wasn't just already 
occupied?" 

"Balance of probability. The roof isn't used much on any building. 
Also, do you think Ichinose is the type of person to avoid all of her 
friends just so she can eat alone? I don't think so. It's more likely 
that she's come here to rendezvous because it's out of the way." I 
explained as we reached the corner of the L-shape. 

Shiro looked impressed by my deduction. "You make a lot of 
deductions based on probability," she observed. 

"I'm not the only one. In the books, Sherlock makes many 
deductions based off of probability. I'd bet L makes a lot of 
conclusions on a probability-basis as well." 

"L... He's supposedly the best detective in the world, isn't he?" 

"Yep. Even though he hides his identity, he's clearly very good at 
what he does. I'd wager that he thinks like me. It's much more 
effective to think up lots of possibilities using assumptions and 
probability and then ruling them out as you gather contradictory 
evidence than it is to look specifically for evidence to support the 
one possibility with the least guesswork involved." 

Shiro was about to respond, when the tapping sound of shoes 
began to echo out from the floor below. I put my hand around her 
shoulder and pulled her behind the corner, and peeked out. Nobody 
would notice me from this far away, even if they looked down the 
corridor for whatever reason. 

The visitor's blond hair and well-built figure eventually came into 
view as he ascended to the third floor, before carrying on to the 
roof. That was our mystery visitor that Ichinose was meeting with, 
then. 

"Nagumo." I said, a triumphant smirk creeping on to my face. 

"This pretty much confirms that our fifth question was accurate, 
doesn't it?" Shiro asked as Nagumo ascended to the roof. 

"Yeah. Nagumo would have no reason to secretly call Ichinose out 
here if he didn't force her to do something for him in order to join 
the council. He's probably gonna tell her to keep her mouth shut." I 


inferred confidently. 

Nagumo Miyabi was a very shady individual. He was also very 
overconfident. Even though any observant person would've been 
capable of figuring out that he was the one who accepted Ichinose 
secretly, he never considered that an outsider would discover him. 
Similarly, I was able to deduce that he asked something of Ichinose 
just because I knew that he was the kind of person to go behind his 
superior's back. 

Overconfidence is an extremely brittle weapon to wield, Nagumo 
Miyabi. 

"Are you going to go and spy on them?" Shiro asked. 

"No. Just knowing that my suspicions were correct is enough for 
me. I'll find out what exactly Nagumo asked of her another time." I 
responded. 

You can never be too cautious, and trying to spy on them would 
be overstepping massively here. It's best for me to just be content 
with coincidentally finding out anything at all. 

Before long, Ichinose and Nagumo returned from the roof. Shiro 
and I watched as they descended the stairs together and listened to 
the clacking of their shoes as they left. 

After the footsteps faded, Shiro and I walked to the stairs and 
ascended to the roof. I took a quick glance around and added one 
last red marking to my paper before turning around to make my 
way back. 

When Shiro and I arrived back at the second floor, I immediately 
spotted a big problem. Nagumo had left, but Ichinose had stayed 
behind and was leaning against the wall, deep in thought. I thought 
I could just sneak back upstairs without being seen, but it seemed 
that fate had other plans. 

"Sora-kun and Shiro-san, right? What are you two doing here?" 
The strawberry-haired girl noticed us and immediately asked. 

There was a slight hint of panic in her tone, which indicated 
straight away that she was worried that I'd seen her meet with 
Nagumo. That pretty much confirmed to me that they had spoken 
about something confidential. 

Time seemed to slow down as I kicked my brain into gear. I took 
into account Ichinose's non-confrontational and excessively kind 
and trusting personality, and began thinking of the best possible 
reason to give her for our presence. 

I couldn't use an excuse like "I was called to a staff room," for 
instance, because this was the second-year building. If a teacher did 
actually need to talk to me, I would've been called to the third floor 
of the first-year building. I wasn't sure how gullible Ichinose 
actually was, so it probably wasn't worth destroying any chance of 


her ever trusting me just so I can try that excuse. 

That meant that I needed a different excuse for why I'd be on the 
staff floor of the second-year building. Ichinose knows that I wasn't 
up there for lunch, otherwise she would've encountered me on the 
roof. Basically, there really was no reason at all to why I was on 
that floor. 

My only option was just to tell her the truth, then. I produced the 
folded sheet of paper from my back pocket and opened it up, 
pointing it in her direction as I walked over. 

"I was creating a map." I said in a neutral tone. 

"A map? Why would you need to map out this building? Isn't 
there already a map of the school in the handouts we were given 
during the entrance ceremony?" Ichinose asked in confusion. 

"Ah, it's not just any map," I said as I reached her side. "Look. All 
of the red dots I've put onto it represent a surveillance camera." 

I decided that she'd be more likely to trust me if I told her the 
truth and let her in on some of Class D's affairs. 

"You're mapping out surveillance cameras?" She asked quizzically. 

"That's right. To be more precise, every student in my class has 
been doing so for the past week or so. This was one of the last 
places in the school that we hadn't mapped." I explained. 

"I see..." Ichinose, who was usually a good conversationalist from 
what I've heard, trailed off and looked down, seemingly not 
knowing what to say. 

After a few moments, she looked back up and made eye contact 
with me. "Did you see?" 

"Yeah," I admitted. Might as well be straightforward. 

"I suppose it isn't too bad if it's Sora-kun. You already had your 
suspicions, right?" 

I nodded affirmatively in response. Ichinose was there when I 
confronted Manabu and Nagumo, so there was really no point 
hiding anything from her. 

"I thought you two were amazing when you came into the student 
council room. Just by knowing that I was initially rejected, you 
figured pretty much everything out." Ichinose praised Blank's 
deductive powers. 

"The only question left unanswered is 'what did Nagumo ask you to 
do?" I replied. 

I noticed Ichinose's expression subtly shift into one of slight 
discomfort after I mentioned Nagumo. Clearly, it wasn't something 
she wanted to be reminded of. 

"Of course, I won't ask you what it is. It's your private business." I 
quickly added, trying to lighten the atmosphere. 

"Thank you," Ichinose sighed in relief. 


Ichinose's pleasant smile returned, and the mood immediately 
brightened up. I silently started walking back toward the stairs, my 
hand still interlocked with Shiro's, and Ichinose matched my pace 
and started walking beside me. 

"Say, Sora-kun," she said, pulling out her phone. "I still don't have 
the contact information of anyone in your class. Could I have 
yours? You as well, Shiro-san." 

"Sure. There's no reason to refuse." I replied, pulling out my 
phone as Shiro also took out hers. 

The three of us traded our contact information as we descended 
the steps to the ground floor and walked towards the building's exit. 
When we were done, we put our phones away and Shiro asked me a 
question. 

"Nii, what will you do about Nagumo? Should we expel him?" 

A rather outrageous suggestion came from my little sister's cute 
mouth. Ichinose seemed similarly incredulous. 

"Expel him? No. Why would I ever want to get rid of such an 
entertaining opponent?" I replied with a grin. "He's underhanded 
and manipulative! Just think about how fun it will be when we play 
against him!" 

Ichinose probably couldn't decide whether to be more shocked by 
Shiro's question or my answer. This, though, is just how Blank 
operates. Our main focus is having fun. Ichinose will hopefully 
come to realize this eventually. From what I've seen, Nagumo could 
provide me with quite a bit of fun. 

Besides, as far as potential opponents go, Nagumo was nowhere 
near the most dangerous of everyone I've encountered so far. 


AVAVAWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"So, your trial is today huh, delinquent-kun?" 

Lelouch mocked Light as he sauntered into the classroom, being 
the last to arrive. He planted himself down in his seat and leaned 
back as he observed Light, who was resting his cheek on his palm at 
the centre of the room. 

"That it is," Light responded amicably. 

Light, to his credit, never showed any reaction to Lelouch's 
teasing even though he seems to be the target most often. To be 
fair, though, Light's polite demeanour never falters. It made me 
wonder whether it was just a facade or not. 

"I hope your little plan doesn't fail. If it does, we'll be holding you 


accountable." 

"Yeah yeah, don't fret. Justice never fails." 

"Justice again?" Lelouch gave a bored sigh. 

It appeared that Lelouch was fed up with talk about ‘justice’ and 
whatnot already. 

Shortly after that exchange, Ishihara-sensei walked casually into 
the classroom with a smile on her face. 

"Good morning~" 

"Ishihara-sensei, would you mind answering a question for me?" 
Kururugi raised his hand. 

"Oh, here we go, this'll be good," Lelouch snorted from beside me. 

"What?" Kururugi asked, confused. 

"Oh, nothing. It's just that, usually, when you ask a question, it's 
something stupid that everyone else already figured out the answer 
to ages ago." 

Lelouch attacked Kururugi mercilessly, to which he merely 
laughed and scratched his cheek. I felt bad for Kururugi, who was 
usually out of the loop when it came to things that required 
deductive reasoning. 

"So, what did you want to ask?" Ishihara-sensei interrupted. 

"Oh, I was just wondering why Class E got 87 class points, the 
second most out of all the classes, from the midterms, even though 
they had by far the lowest average score of 0." 

I watched as everyone's gaze slowly turned to stare at Kururugi. 
Sora in particular looked incredulous. 

"Kururugi... Could it be that... You're actually an idiot?" Sora 
asked in disbelief, garnering a few chuckles from around the room. 

"Huh? That isn't a stupid question, is it?" Kururugi asked, 
perplexed. 

Sora simply sighed in exasperation. "Kururugi, did you ever hear 
anyone say that the class's average score was linked to the class 
points gained, at any point in time, even once?" 

"U-uh, well, no, but I just assumed..." 

"Then take this as a lesson not to make baseless assumptions. 
Excluding us, Class A had the highest average score out of all the 
classes. However, they gained less than both Class B and Class E, 
who both got a lower average score than them. This alone should've 
tipped you off. Do you seriously take everything at face value?" 

Kururugi looked down in a mixture of shame and embarrassment. 
Even though he would be considered smart among the masses, he 
must feel quite dumb when placed in our group. 

"Besides, it wouldn't make any sense for the rewards to be based 
off of a constant metric while the rest of the exam is based off of 
class-relative grading." Light added. 


"Hmm, looks like I don't need to answer the question anymore, 
right~?" Ishihara-sensei asked sadistically cheerfully. Was she 
enjoying herself? 

"Y-yeah..." Kururugi muttered. 

"So, pretty much, the amount of points we all gained from the 
midterms is just an arbitrary number. There's no point trying to 
look into it." Lelouch concluded on behalf of the class. 

As far as class points from the midterms go, none of the obvious 
conjectures stand. Class E alone proved that they aren't linked to 
the score of the class. I also thought that perhaps they were based 
off of how much we improved since the pop-quiz, but our class 
debunks that theory as well. 

Apart from those two theories, anything else would just be pure 
guesswork since we don't have any data to work with apart from 
the scores. Therefore, it would be a waste of energy to theorize 
about it. 


AVAVAVWA 


Light's POV 

As the bell rang to signal the end of class, Ryuzaki and I stood up. 

"Are you nervous, Light?" He asked me. 

"Not at all. We've got everything we need, after all." I replied self- 
assuredly. 

We walked out of the classroom and made our way to the faculty 
room. When we got there, a teacher waved at us to come inside. 

"Yahoo! Hello, Class D students!" 

The homeroom teacher for Class B, Hoshinomiya-sensei, gave us 
this happy-go-lucky greeting. "It seems like something rather 
incredible has happened, hmm?" 

Her eyes sparkled, as if she enjoyed sticking her nose into other 
people's business. What a troublesome woman. 

"Hoshinomiya-chan! Stop teasing my students!" 

Ishihara-sensei exclaimed with a pout as she poked her head out 
of the faculty room. 

"Ishihara-chan found me already?!" 

Ishihara-sensei cutely grabbed Hoshinomiya-sensei's arm with 
both of hers and wrestled her back into the faculty room. A high- 
pitched yelp echoed from inside and, after a few moments, Ishihara- 
sensei emerged and closed the door behind her. 

"Let's go~." She said in an unnervingly happy tone. 

"So, we aren't doing this in the faculty room?" I asked politely as 


we walked. 

"No no, there's something in the rules like, in cases like this we 
have to reach an agreement between the homeroom teachers and 
the student council, see?" 

The student council, huh? I didn't expected that they would be 
the mediator for cases between teachers. How much authority did 
they hold in this school? Perhaps, it was something worth looking 
into, especially since Sora declared his disinterest in joining. 

We left the first-floor faculty room and walked up three floors to 
the fourth. A placard that read "Student Council Room" was affixed 
to the wall near the doorway. Ishihara-sensei knocked, and we went 
inside. 

Inside, long tables had been arranged in rectangular formation. 
The three students from Class C had already arrived and were 
seated. Beside them sat a bespectacled male teacher in his 30s. 

The three students looked much worse-for-wear than they did 
when I last saw them. That meant that Rytien had moved exactly as 
I'd expected him to. I felt a smirk form on my face. 

"Sorry for keeping you waiting~," our sensei said brightly. 

"It's before the scheduled start time. There's no need for 
apologies." 

"Have you already met?" 

Ryuzaki and I did not know the teacher. 

"This is Sakagami-sensei, the homeroom instructor for Class C. 
Now then." 

One lone male student seated in the back of the room attracted 
everyone's attention. 

"This is the student council president." 

The domineering student council president, Horikita Manabu, 
pored over the documents on his desk. Ryuzaki and I sat down in 
front of the Class C students, and I placed the bag we'd brought 
with us down next to my chair. Sakagami-sensei briefly looked at it 
suspiciously, but said nothing. 

"Well then, I would now like to discuss the violent incident that 
occurred last Tuesday with the members of the student council, the 
involved parties, and their homeroom teachers. You may begin the 
proceedings, student council secretary Tachibana." 

Secretary Tachibana, a woman with short hair, gave a slight bow. 

"Of course, considering the magnitude of this dispute, there are 
times when the student council president will take over. There are 
several unusual things about this incident. Other than that, the bulk 
of the proceedings will be handled by solely by Tachibana, as 
usual." 

"Because I am quite busy, there are certain agenda topics upon 


which I will defer. As a general rule, though, I would prefer to 
attend to these issues, as I'm entrusted to lead this student council." 

This is all by chance, then. How intriguing. If the student council 
president acted, there was nothing we could do, even if we didn't 
like it. Apparently, he'd enrolled in Class A and immediately taken 
office as secretary for the student council. In December of his first 
year, he became the student council president after receiving an 
overwhelming amount of support in the election. Although some 
senior students had naturally voiced their displeasure, our current 
situation spoke to his incredible abilities. 

Secretary Tachibana summarized the situation from both sides in 
an easy-to-understand manner. There wasn't any need for further 
explanation. 

"Based on the aforementioned facts, we would like for you to 
identify which version of events is true." After completing her 
explanation and the preface to the proceedings, Secretary 
Tachibana turned her eyes toward us in Class D. "Komiya-kun and 
two of his friends went to the special building after Light-kun called 
them there. There, they claim to have been beaten up in a one-sided 
brawl. Is this true?" 

"Of course not," I answered politely yet confidently. "One day, 
while I was minding my own business, I was called out to the 
special annex by those three, where they started an altercation with 
me." 

Sakagami-sensei stared at me in wide-eyed amazement, but I paid 
him no mind. My primary objective here was to dig Class C into as 
deep a hole as I could. 

"That's a lie. Light-kun called us over to the special annex!" 

"Say what you will, it doesn't bother me. However, interrupting 
the other party hardly looks good on you, does it?" I replied 
provocatively. 

"What the hell did you just say?!" 

"Please calm down, Komiya-kun. Right now, we're merely 
listening to what both parties have to say. Also, please show some 
restraint and don't interrupt." 

"Puh, fine..." 

"Both parties insist that the other called them over, so the 
accounts conflict. However, the stories share some commonality. 
There was a dispute between Light-kun, Komiya-kun, and Kondou- 
kun, correct?" 

"I wouldn't call it a dispute. Light-kun's always picking fights with 
us." 

I raised my eyebrow as he said that. I wasn't worried at all, but I 
did find it quite amusing to listen to whatever story they were 


trying to spin. Especially knowing that I would get to destroy it 
soon. 

"Picking fights'?" 

"Light's always doing little things to mess with us. Stuff like 
shoulder-checking us as he walks past and saying derogatory things 
to us. He even kicked Kondou's chair out from under him as he was 
sitting down in the cafeteria once." 

I forced myself to stifle a laugh. I suppose, to build a convincing 
argument, they would have to set up some background from before 
the incident took place. Otherwise, it would be hard to believe that 
I'd just call them out to assault them for no reason. They were 
trying to make me out to be a bully, huh? 

I kept my composure and remained silent, and simply looked over 
at Komiya as he gave his account. 

"Is that true, Light-kun?" 

"No. Don't be ridiculous. I didn't even know them until they 
called me out to the special building." I replied calmly. 

"Both sides have given directly conflicting stories, then, but now 
we have to come to a judgement with the collected evidence." 

"Light-kun beat us senseless. It was a one-sided fight." 

Class C seemed intent on focusing the discussion on their injuries. 
The three students did appear to have black-and-blue faces. That 
was undeniable. A surprisingly clever strategy. It probably wasn't 
theirs, though. 

"If Class D has no further proof to offer, would you mind if we 
continued the proceedings?" 

Ishihara-sensei started to look worried. Undoubtedly, from her 
perspective, it probably did look like I just senselessly beat down 
the Class C students. If the student council and the teachers 
continued to sit in complete silence, their judgement would almost 
certainly be merciless. 

"It would seem there's no objection, given the arguments we've 
heard thus far." The student council president finally spoke. 
Horikita-senpai seemed as though he wanted to draw a conclusion 
as soon as possible. 

"Regardless which party called the other over, the fact remains 
that it was a one-sided fight between Light and the other students. 
We can clearly see that from the injuries they sustained. We have 
no choice but to come up with a conclusion based on that." 

"Say, student council president-kun, what would the penalty be if 
this incident, along with Class C's injuries, all turned out to be a 
fabrication?" Tachibana-senpai twitched at my _  nonformal 
addressing of Horikita-senpai. 

"In that case, there would be harsh punishments given to Class C. 


On top of suspension and class point deductions, expulsion would 
not be off the table either." 

As he uttered that, I saw the Class C students pale slightly out of 
the corner of my eye. Sakagami-sensei's expression also darkened 
somewhat. I wondered whether Horikita had noticed it or not. 

"I see," I said, intending to pass the baton to Ryuzaki. "In that 
case..." 

Ryuzaki, clearly picking up on my intentions, reached down and 
grabbed the bag I had placed next to our chairs. He hoisted it up 
and placed it down on the table beside him. 

"To answer the earlier inquiry, yes, we do in fact have some proof 
to offer," he said as he reached into the backpack. 

Class C looked at each other nervously. I couldn't help but crack a 
smile. This was going to be fun. 

"How about I start with these?" Ryuzaki said, spilling a multitude 
of A3 sheets onto the table. 

"Hmm?" Horikita hummed curiously as he looked at the pages. 

"What's the meaning of this?" Sakagami-sensei asked in confusion. 

"They're the various school buildings that my classmates and I 
have mapped out. The red dots each represent a surveillance 
camera." Ryuzaki explained. "Do you notice anything odd about this 
one in particular?" 

Ryuzaki picked out the map of the special annex and held it up, 
displaying it to the student council and teachers. Ishihara-sensei 
suddenly adopted a look of understanding. Has she deduced all of 
my plan just from this? If so, she's a very sharp woman, sharper 
than she appeared. 

"That building pretty much has no cameras whatsoever. What is 
your point?" Sakagami-sensei spoke up for his class sternly. 

"The fight took place in this building. In that case, there's only 
one conclusion to make, isn't there?" 

"Are you saying that this fight was premeditated, and that the 
orchestrator specifically chose this building because of the lack of 
surveillance?" The student council president asked, clearly picking 
up on Ryuzaki's implication. 

"That's right," he replied matter-of-factly. 

Sakagami-sensei clearly didn't get it yet though, as he laughed in 
response. 

"This is ridiculous. If anything, aren't you just admitting to your 
own guilt? You're clearly the only ones who've planned far enough 
to locate all the cameras on school grounds." 

"Don't be silly. Why would I present evidence that works against 
me? Think about it like this. If you're going to frame someone for 
assaulting you in a place without cameras, you need some other 


evidence to incriminate them. Following that logic, the organizer of 
this incident could only be from Class C, couldn't they? Your 
excessive visible injuries perfectly fit the criteria." 

"Isn't all of this nonsense just you attempting to pardon your 
friend's actions? Everything you've said so far could've easily been 
thought-up in hindsight." 

Ryuzaki's eyes, the twin orbs of deep black, gazed right into 
Sakagami-sensei. I guessed that his thoughts were probably similar 
to mine. This teacher would go as far as to lie on his students' 
behalf, even if it meant supporting immoral schemes like these. In 
other words, he is an accessory to evil. 

"That's true." Ryuzaki said flatly, invoking some surprise around 
the room. "However, the main point of me saying all this wasn't to 
convince you. In fact, I just want you to see my thought process." 

A silence befell the room as everybody pondered what he'd said. 
The Class C students in particular looked lost as they attempted to 
comprehend his words. 

"Class D," the student council president spoke up, seemingly 
understanding the situation. "Your claims are clearly leading up to 
something. Can you stop wasting time and get on with it?" 

"Of course," Ryuzaki replied politely. "Recently, Class C students 
have been harassing students from every other class, not just ours. 
Once my class heard of this, we came to a hypothesis. Ryiien 
Kakeru, the leader of Class C, is deliberately trying to start a fight 
and frame his target as the perpetrator." 

"That's all a lie! You're just trying to—" 

"Let me finish." Ryuzaki commanded, cutting Komiya off. "After 
finding this out, we mapped out all places on the school grounds. 
It's obvious that a plan like the one Rytien had come up with would 
only work if there were no witnesses or camera footage, so once 
we'd mapped out everywhere we sat down and pinpointed the most 
likely place Rytien would've chosen to execute his scheme." 

Ryuzaki spread out the A3 papers in a neat fashion, arranging 
them all side-by-side so they can easily be viewed by the teachers 
and student council. We're almost at the good part! 

"In particular, this building stuck out as an especially obvious 
choice." Ryuzaki put his finger on the page mapping the special 
annex. "Coincidently, Lelouch, who we'd assigned this building's 
mapping to, noted that it was especially hot and stuffy in the 
special annex. In other words, it'd be harder to think rationally and 
keep a lid on your temper there should an altercation take place." 

I noticed that the Class C students looked uncomfortable as 
Ryuzaki dug up all of their plans. Although Horikita-senpai had told 
us to ‘get on with it,' he didn't stop Ryuzaki from carefully 


explaining every detail. He was probably evaluating him right now. 

"So, we deduced that Ryitien would lure his target out to the 
special annex, the perfect building to frame someone in. Of course, 
the easiest move would've been to just avoid the special building 
and all Class C students. However, if we'd left it alone then another 
class would've surely fallen victim to this plot instead. Some of us 
found that unacceptable." 

I felt like Ryuzaki was specifically referring to me with that last 
part. I didn't mind, though. Justice must be served to those who 
commit foul acts. Even children know that much. 

"The other option, then, was to expose the scheme instead." 
Ryuzaki finally got to the good part, and reached into the backpack 
once more. "I bought this specifically for the occasion." 

In his hand was the device he'd spent 20,000 of his points on. A 
high-quality camera. The Class C students gulped as he pulled it 
out, apparently deducing what was on this camera. I finally decided 
to make my move. 

"Class C," I said, drawing everyone's attention to myself. "I'm 
going to give you a choice." 

Sakagami-sensei eyed me suspiciously, while the student council 
president raised his eyebrow. I ignored them, though, as I was far 
more focused on the amazing situation in front of me. I felt a smile 
emerge on my visage. 

"Knowing that you'd lure me out to the special annex, Ryuzaki set 
this camera up there recording video in advance. In other words, 
we have video proof that all of my actions were in self-defence, and 
that your injuries are fabricated." 

My grin grew even more as I watched the Class C students pale. 

"You get to decide whether you think I'm bluffing or not! If you 
willingly withdraw your complaint now, we won't pursue you, but 
you'll also never know if I was bluffing! You might just be throwing 
in the towel even though I really do have no defence! Alternatively, 
if you don't withdraw, and it turns out I do actually have proof, then 
I won't allow you to escape. Even if you withdraw after I present 
the video, I'll just put in a complaint of my own about how you 
attempted to frame me using fictitious injuries!" 

"You... You're just playing a game here, aren't you?" Sakagami- 
sensei stammered eventually. 

"Yes! That's right! Remember, you three might even end up 
getting expelled if you make the wrong choice here! Will you risk it 
all for the sake of your little scheme? Or are you going to back out 
under the pressure? Decide, now!" 

If I were a character in an anime, my eyes would definitely be 
glowing a deep red right now. 


AVAVWAVWA 


Rytien's POV 

The door to my classroom swung open and my three obedient, 
beaten servants walked timidly through it. The eyes of all the Class 
C students that I'd kept behind turned toward them. I already felt 
some anger building up in my core. Judging from their body 
language, the result was not satisfactory. 

"How did your trial go?" I asked, dictating. 

"Uh, well, you see..." Komiya began, but trailed off. 

"What?" I let a bit of anger seep into my tone, causing the three to 
recoil slightly. 

"We... We withdrew the complaint." Ishizaki said defeatedly. 

It could've been worse, but I felt annoyed regardless. 

"And why the hell did you do that?" 

"T-they threatened us with camera footage!" Ishizaki flinched. 

"Camera footage?" I murmured. 

How could they possibly have camera footage? I'd personally 
ensured that there were no surveillance cameras in the special 
annex during the first month. They couldn't have installed any since 
then, right? 

"They said they'd deduced that we'd bring them out to the special 
annex, so they set up a personal camera there in advance." 

They saw through my plan? Or did they just buy a camera as a 
prop to bluff with during the trial? If that class was as incredible as 
the school made it out to be, then they probably could've seen 
through my plan. But whether or not that class is actually anything 
special is something I've yet to confirm. 

"I see. And, were they bluffing?" I asked. 

If I recalled correctly, Yagami Light and Rue Ryuzaki were the 
two students who were representing Class D for the trial. Finding 
out whether they were bluffing or not would tell me a lot about 
their personalities and methodologies. 

"We... don't know. They refused to tell us." Komiya looked down 
in shame. 

I hit the teacher's podium that I'd been standing at in irritation. 
Hiding as much about yourselves as you can, are we? It's okay, 
though. Your refusal to tell me whether you actually had the 
footage or not tells me something else, anyway. 

"Hmm... If you'd stuck with your complaint and it turned out that 
they actually did have camera footage, we would've probably been 


penalized severely. On the other hand, if they didn't, then we just 
missed out on vital information for no reason." I thought aloud, my 
subordinates looking at me with interest and some hope. 

"Don't worry. I won't punish you for your decision. It'd be best if 
you don't take uninformed risks, anyway. Go and sit back down for 
now, I have something else that I'd like to discuss. You've kept us all 
waiting for quite some time." 

Once my three lovely helpers sat down, I moved on to the main 
topic of the day. While it was annoying that my experiment had 
failed, there was no use crying over spilt milk. Moreover, there was 
a much more interesting mystery that I'd like to unearth. 

"Class E employed a strategy of getting all zeroes in the midterms 
last month," I began, scanning my eyes over the room. "This is a 
strategy that only someone who really thinks outside of the box 
would be able to come up with. That someone might even think like 
I do." 

It was a truly crazy strategy, one that would only be thought-up 
by either a genius or a madman. Either way, this person would be 
very entertaining to crush. 

"For Class E to even consider this strategy, it must've been 
proposed by someone very trusted. There are only two candidates: 
Hirata YOsuke or Kushida Kikyo. However, neither of these two 
could've been the one to come up with the strategy, which means 
that they were used by the mastermind of the idea to increase the 
odds of everyone accepting their plan. From now on, I'll be referring 
to this mastermind as 'X'." 

For X's plan to work, absolutely everyone would've had to have 
been on-board and trust the person proposing the plan. Hirata and 
Kikyo are the only two who would be able to bring their class 
together like that. If I had to guess, though, Kikyo was more likely 
to have been used as the voice of X simply because the boys of Class 
E liked her more than they did Hirata. 

"This tells us that X themselves wouldn't have been trusted by the 
majority of Class E. There are two possibilities, then. Either X is an 
unpopular person from Class E, or X is someone who isn't even in 
Class E. If the latter is true, then the most likely class that X is 
actually from is probably the very same class we just had our little 
incident with." 

I simply didn't see anyone from Class A or B being X. Class B was 
far too lovey-dovey for this kind of thing, and Class A was far too 
engrossed in their own internal conflict to be making moves behind- 
the-scenes already. Class D, on the other hand, seemed to have 
everything together and were cruising along. 

"Based off of their level-of-trust by Class E and their required 


intelligence to think up this plan, I've narrowed the identity of X 
down to seven people. Of course, X could very well not be one of 
these seven, but I'm around ninety percent sure that they are." 

I wrote seven names on the blackboard behind me. Koenji 
Rokusuke, Horikita Suzune, Lamperouge Lelouch, Ayanokoji Kiyotaka, 
Yagami Light, Rue Ryuzaki and Sora. 

"Within Class E, only these two have the required intellect to 
possibly spot the loophole in the exam rules," I said, tapping my 
knuckle against Koenji and Suzune's names. "This is just judging by 
their pop-quiz scores and my impressions of them, though. I don't 
know enough about K6oenji or Suzune to deduce whether their 
mindset is right for this kind of plan or not yet." 

K6enji certainly appeared to possess the ability to be X, although 
his flippant attitude I'd witnessed on May 1 told me that he'd be 
unlikely to make a move like this behind-the-scenes for the sake of 
his classmates. In Suzune's case, she'd appeared smart enough, but I 
wasn't sure whether she was the scheming type or the too-serious 
type yet. Guess I'd have to wait and see. 

"In Class D, I've ruled out Kururugi Suzaku because apparently his 
main strength is in his physical ability. He probably isn't the brains 
of Class D. I've also ruled out Shiro, because I've heard that out of 
the siblings in that class, Sora is the schemer." I explained to my 
silent classmates. 

I briefly wondered about how much of what I'm saying was 
actually going in, but dropped the thought. As long as they 
understood my approximate intentions, it was good enough. 

"We're going to have to try and get to know these seven more, to 
see which of them fits most with X's personality. We don't know 
much, but what we do know is that X is bold. Also, it means he's 
trying to show off by flaunting his control over Class E. There are 
definitely other ways Class E could've passed this test, but X 
specifically chose this method, which could be picked apart by 
someone such as myself." 

The main question on my mind wasn't actually related to X 
themselves, but more to which one out of Hirata and Kikyo had 
been used to propose the plan. Were they forced/manipulated, or did 
they willingly cooperate with X? Knowing this could be the key to 
unlocking the mystery. 

If they were forced, then that meant that X has complete control 
over Class E. On the other hand, if they willingly cooperated, then 
that means that X not only has underground connections with a 
Class E leader but also had an incentive to help another class during 
the midterms. 

X was definitely someone who can entertain me, but at this stage 


there are far too many unanswered questions for me to hunt for 
them. Besides, I shouldn't rush the process. The chase is half the 
fun, after all. 

"Well, you're all free to go now. My experiment was a failure, but 
I learned something intriguing from it, nevertheless. And now that 
you all know my intentions of discovering X going forward, you 
should be able to avoid being a hindrance, right?" 

After I said that, my classmates cautiously rose from their seats 
and began making their way towards the door. Just before they left, 
there was one more thing I had to say to them. 

"Oh and, while I doubt any of you will do this, I'd better make it 
absolutely clear. None of what I said just now is to leave this room. 
If it does, there will be punishments. If X catches wind of the fact 
that I'm onto them, it'll make them much more difficult to find." 

Left with that threat, my classmates departed from the room, 
leaving me alone. An excitement began to bubble within me, but I 
swiftly quelled it. I couldn't let it get to me yet. 

I'll drag you out of hiding eventually, X. Just you wait. 

This school could turn out to be very entertaining after all. I 
couldn't wait. 


AVAVAVWA 


22:37:45. A phone call between two unknown people. 

I'm sorry for not reporting sooner. It's taken me a while to gather 
anything meaningful to report. 

It's okay. What did you want to discuss? 

The idea of enrolling at this school came to me on a whim, and I 
wasn't sure that it'd lead anywhere. But now, I'm ninety-nine percent 
sure that it was the right choice. 

Did you find something out? 

Nothing concrete. However, I am certain that the one we're looking for 
is a student at this school. 

So, you think your prediction was accurate? 

Yes. It was the best guess at the time, but after spending two months 
here, I'm almost positive it was right. 

You're going to stay there, then? 

As long as I need to. I've always been devoted to the cause, and this 
case will be no exception. I will uncover our target, even if it takes me 
three years of solitude. 

Have you made good progress? 

I'm more than ninety-percent sure that it's one of the five people that 


I've narrowed it down to. 

That's incredible. At this rate, it won't be long until your mission is a 
SUCCESS. 

The key phrase is ‘at this rate.' Narrowing it down to a select bunch 
was the easy part. Confirming the target's identity beyond a shadow of a 
doubt will be a long and arduous task. But it's one that I'm prepared to 
endure. 

I expect you'll bring back great results, as always. 

Right. Thank you. I've given you a briefing of my progress so I'm 
ending the call now. 

Good night. 

A/N: 7491 words. This chapter wraps up v2 and also brings 
about its own fair share of mysteries and plot threads! 

Sorry for taking a bit longer than usual to update this time. I 
had mock exams so I had to use some extra time preparing for 
those. 

The first special exam will make it's debut next chapter! 
Anyone looking forward to reading about how it unfolds? I'm 
definitely looking forward to writing about it. 

Thanks for reading <3 


Chapter 3-1: Speranza 


Ayanokoji's POV 

The endless summer sea. The infinite blue skies. The perfectly 
clear air. Here, in the midst of the Pacific Ocean, we didn't feel the 
intense midsummer heat, and the gentle sea breeze kissed our 
bodies. Yes, this really was an oceanic paradise. 

"It's amazing," Kururugi breathed. 

"I've never seen the sea in-person before." Sora said, gazing out 
over the vast expanse of blue. 

"Really?! Is that true?" Kururugi responded in shock. 

"I told you on the first day, didn't I? Shiro and I have been shut- 
ins our whole lives." 

Apparently, I was more similar to Blank than I'd originally 
thought. Like myself, they'd also missed out on many of the things 
most people would take for granted growing up. 

"Whoa! This is the beeeeeeessssst!" Ike Kanji shouted from across 
the deck of the luxury liner, his hands raised high in the air. 

"He's quite the disruptive one, isn't he?" Light remarked harshly. 

"Hmm, I don't think anybody really cares right now, though." 
Lelouch responded, leaning on the railing. 

Normally, someone would have grumbled or shouted "shut up" in 
response. But just for today, no one minded, instead enjoying this 
moment of bliss. 

After overcoming numerous hardships, midterms, and the final 
exam, we had welcomed summer vacation with open arms. The 
Advanced Nurturing High School had arranged for an extravagant 
two-week trip-a cruise on a luxury liner. 

"This school is certainly indulgent, though." Ryuzaki stated. 

This was certainly no ordinary trip. At our government-sponsored 
school, there was absolutely no need for us to pay for tuition or 
other miscellaneous expenses-which, of course, included this trip. 
We received the best of special treatment. The cruise liner and its 
facilities were of the highest possible quality. This ship was fully 
equipped with everything from prestigious restaurants to a theatre, 
and even an upscale spa. On my own, this would probably have cost 
me about 100,000 yen, even in the off season. 

"Don't hold your breath. Last time we thought that, there turned 
out to be a massive catch." Sora retorted with a laugh. 


"The school definitely has the money though. Would they really 
pull something during our summer break?" Kururugi asked 
skeptically. 

"I wouldn't put it past them," I said, ripping my eyes away from 
the beautiful ocean. 

"What a pain," Lelouch complained, turning to leave the group. 

"Where are you going?" Light asked. 

"I'm hungry, so I'm going to drop by the restaurant. Anyone want 
to join me?" 

One by one, each of my classmates agreed that they were also 
peckish, and joined Lelouch to go and get something to eat. 
Noticing me with no intention of moving, Sora threw a question to 
me over his shoulder. 

"Not coming, Ayanokoji?" 

"Nah. I ate something before we came." I replied indifferently. 

"T see. Well, have fun!" 

With that, the students of Class D departed from the deck of the 
Speranza. Speranza was the name of the luxury cruise liner that we 
were currently boarded on. Its name was an Italian word, meaning 
‘hope.' I wondered whether that was foreshadowing something or 
not. 

Shortly after I was left alone, someone on the deck which we 
were currently sharing with Class E turned toward me. It was 
Kushida, and I could tell that something was on her mind. With the 
vast ocean and the endless blue sky behind her, Kushida looked 
even more radiant than usual. Even though I didn't want it to, my 
heart started to pound. Could it be...? 

Temporarily leaving her class behind, Kushida approached me as 
I looked over the expansive plane of water. 

"Huh? Come to think of it, I wonder where Horikita-san is?" 
Kushida pondered out loud as she reached my side. 

Apparently I wasn't even allowed to indulge in a mere fantasy. 
Kushida had Horikita on her mind. Even though I'd had quite the 
encounter with Kushida, she showed no signs of dropping her 
facade. Quite impressive, I must say. 

"If I'm going to be blunt, Kushida, why the hell are you asking me 
about Horikita?" I replied in annoyance. 

I was already fed up of being associated with her just because I'd 
ran into her a few times at the start of the year. 

"Huh? Didn't you say you were friends with Horikita-san, 
Ayanokoji-kun? I just thought you might know..." Kushida looked 
surprised by my outburst. 

"That was a lie. In reality, I don't even like Horikita. She's 
annoying." I sighed in exasperation as I told Kushida my true 


feelings. 

If I were a Class E student, then I'd probably wind up trying 
excessively to shape Horikita for the better and bring out her true 
potential. However, since Class E's failure or success has nothing to 
do with me, I couldn't help but find her entire existence 
troublesome. 

"Really? That's too harsh, Ayanok6ji-kun!" Kushida scolded me, 
but I noticed her smile grow slightly wider. 

"I'm not the only one who thinks that. In fact, I think you're the 
weird one for trying so hard to befriend her, Kushida." 

"I just think it's sad to see her all alone all the time. I want to 
make her smile, you know?" 

"Those aren't your real thoughts though, are they?" 

Kushida froze momentarily as I confronted her with that, but her 
smile showed no signs of faltering. 

"Hmm... Who knows?" She replied ambiguously. 

"Who knows indeed," I replied. 

For now, there's no need for me to pry into Kushida's life. I 
needed to build some level of trust up with her to make her as 
effective as possible. A silence befell us, and Kushida leaned her 
forearms against the ship's railing and gazed out toward the sea. 

"Why did you come over here?" I asked, shattering the silence. 

"You think I have an ulterior motive? That's mean, Ayanok6ji- 
kun! What if I just wanted to talk to a friend?" Kushida pouted in 
dissatisfaction. 

"So, you didn't come here for a reason?" 

"Well... I did want to ask you something..." 

"So you do have an ulterior motive after all." 

"Even if I do, you assumed that I did before you knew for sure, 
which means you're in the wrong. Hmph." 

Kushida turned away and refused to look at me, crossing her 
arms across her chest. I couldn't tell whether she was putting on an 
act or was genuinely annoyed. 

"Kushida?" 

No response came. 

"Kushida." 

Still no response. It looked like I'd have to try a different 
approach. I silently positioned myself behind her and snaked my 
arm around her throat, like you would if you were putting someone 
in a choke hold. 

"Huh?!" 

Kushida let out a yelp at the unexpected development. She 
panicked and tried to free herself, but only ended up making 
matters worse. She lost her balance as she pushed herself away 


from me, and would've fell to the ground if not for me swiftly 
moving my arm below her, supporting her back and stopping her 
fall. 

From this position, Kushida stared up into my eyes, a perplexed 
expression on her face. After a few seconds, she realized the 
situation she was in and quickly looked away. 

"A-Ayanok6ji-kun, this is really embarrassing..." 

"It is?" I feigned ignorance, still equipped with my reliable poker 
face. 

"Of course! Any girl in this situation would be flustered!" Kushida 
snapped, using me to pull herself up. 

Once we separated, she nervously took a step back and kept 
staring into the ground. Kushida was probably taking a moment to 
compose herself. After a short while, she looked back up and moved 
to my side once more. She didn't say anything, though, so I decided 
to speak up instead. 

"If I recall, you wanted to ask me something?" 

"O-oh, yeah, about that..." Kushida trailed off, seemingly 
struggling to get the words out. "Ayanokoji-kun said that he would 
help and protect me, right?" 

"Naturally," I responded, turning my gaze out towards the 
expansive ocean. 

"I was just wondering how far you would go to do that?" 

"As far as I need to, I guess." 

For a couple of beats, Kushida didn't respond. Rather, she 
appeared to be mulling something over in her head. She quickly 
resolved herself, though, and turned fully to face me, which also 
drew my gaze away from the sea and back to her. 

"Even if it meant you had to expel someone?" She asked, making 
eye contact. 

"Even if it meant I had to expel someone." I asserted reassuringly. 

This should be suitable enough to keep Kushida satisfied for now. 
Even if she just interpreted this as mere lip service, she would still 
be unable to stop herself from feeling at least a slight bit more at 
ease. 

A look of relief washed over Kushida's face as she hung onto my 
words. It seemed that I'd lay some doubts to rest in her mind, even 
if only temporarily. Her somewhat nervous demeanour vanished, 
and she returned to her usual charming self. 

"It sure feels nice to have a friend like you, Ayanokoji-kun!" 
Kushida exclaimed brightly, a smile forming on her lips. 

"A friend, huh?" 

Was a person like me even capable of having a friend? To be 
honest, I wasn't entirely sure. Perhaps, though, this girl, who herself 


was wrapped in mystery, could help me answer that question. 
Nobody can predict the future, after all. 


AVAVAVWA 


"Why did you call me in here, sensei?" 

I was watching a performance of the story of Icarus aboard 
Speranza's theatre. The one responsible for that was the woman 
seated beside me, our beautiful homeroom teacher. Her pale green 
hair fell down over her shoulders and spilled down to her lap, and 
her piercing blue eyes seemed to scry everything just from a quick 
glance. She was a most mysterious person. 

"Hmm? I just saw you walking alone and thought it'd be fun to 
invite you here with me, see~?" She said brightly, swinging her legs 
lightly back and forth below her seat. 

Somehow, this teacher's childlike mannerisms and playful manner 
of speech invoked a strong urge within me to protect her. Was this 
intentional, or was it just a by-product of her existence? 

"Do you have an ulterior motive?" I asked skeptically. 

"How mean!" Ishihara-sensei clutched her chest in mock hurt. 
"Say, don't you get bored thinking like that, Ayanokoji~?" 

"What does that mean, sensei?" 

"You spend all your time thinking and analysing every little detail 
so much that you've become disconnected from your true self. I can 
tell." She said slightly wistfully as she shifted her gaze from the 
stage to me. 

I looked into her eyes, those light-blue spheres that reflected my 
own golden ones. A slightly strange energy surrounded us, and 
Ishihara-sensei seemed to be aware of it too. 

"That's quite the bold assumption." I replied monotonously, 
breaking the line of sight, and looking toward the stage 
performance. 

"Is it wrong?" She asked bluntly. 

I remained silent for a few seconds and pondered my response. It 
would be easily enough for me to assert that yes, she was wrong, 
but I felt like this teacher would somehow see through my lie. Right 
now, she gave off an inexplicable aura of almost omnipotence. 

"I would be lying if I said that there was no accuracy to it, I 
suppose." I decided to go with a safe answer. 

"Do you do that a lot?" 


eeccee 


"Wording things in ways which leave the main subject still 
somewhat ambiguous, in order to avoid saying anything about 
yourself outright. Does that not seem like something that someone 
who is disconnected from their true self would do?" 

Ishihara-sensei mercilessly attacked me, and I found myself 
unable to refute her words. I didn't utter a word in response, and 
merely looked at her. She didn't appear to find my gaze 
uncomfortable to any degree, though. 

"How would you describe yourself, Ayanokoji?" 

How would I describe myself, huh? I'd been given many names 
over the years of my life. I've been described as many different 
things. However, when posed with the question of how I'd describe 
myself... Just one thing came to mind. 

"Defective. I'm a horrible human being." 

For the first time, Ishihara-sensei didn't give an immediate reply. 
Instead, she placed her cheek onto her palm and looked to be deep 
in thought. I suppose, when confronted with such a blunt statement, 
one would need a moment to prepare their response. 

"Do you think that is fixable?" She asked eventually. 

Surprisingly, she didn't address the main point. Ordinarily, you'd 
expect a teacher to reassure their student that they were wrong 
about their self-deprecating evaluation. This one, however, took an 
entirely different approach. 

"Who can say?" I replied, staring into her eyes. 

"So, why did you come to this school? I doubt that someone like 
you is interested in the guaranteed employment gained from 
graduating as Class A." 

She was right on the mark. Ordinarily, I feel like I'd never say 
anything this openly to anyone, but something about this woman 
made it so easy to talk. It looks like I'd already fallen into her trap 
and, even though I was aware of it, I still couldn't bring myself to 
climb out. 

"I just wanted to experience things that I couldn't before, I guess. 
To see the ways in which people will grow. To see how they all 
interact with each other. To find out what it means to love another 
person. I came here seeking those answers." 

I gave her a half-truth. In reality, those weren't the primary 
motivation for my enrolment, however they were most definitely 
my primary focuses now that I'd already enrolled. 

"Hmm... Well, let me give you some advice, Ayanokdji. Feel free 
to decide whether you want to listen to it or not. The thing we call 
'Love,' is whatever you think it is. Whatever way you perceive love, 
that is what it is to you. Your answers won't lie in this school or in 


these people, but in here." 

Ishihara-sensei leaned forward and placed her finger against my 
chest, right where my heart was. I could almost feel my heartbeat 
pulsing from my body and through her finger, as if we were linked 
just by this touch. I tried to think about what she'd said, but at this 
point I felt that I simply had no way of understanding. 

"Oh, and also..." She snapped me out of her thoughts by adding 
one last thing. "Before you can properly love another person, you 
need to learn to love yourself first." 

My mind went blank as I took in her words. It was strange but, at 
that moment, I was somehow sure that these exact words would 
echo in my mind sometime in the future. 

As if a switch had been flipped, Ishihara-sensei returned to her 
playful, childish demeanour and stood up, breaking the contact 
between us. I subconsciously stood up as well, noticing that the 
performance had ended. 

"Make sure you have fun on that island once we get there for me, 
'kay?" Ishihara-sensei winked at me as applause filled the 
auditorium. 

If I'd learned anything today it was that the Class D teacher, just 
like all of the students, wasn't normal at all. I felt that this wouldn't 
be the last time that something like this would happen, either. 


AVAVAVWA 


Lelouch's POV 

After eating at the on-board restaurant with my classmates, we all 
split up to go and do our own things. Somehow or another, Suzaku 
and I found ourselves at the outside bar, where they serve ice-cold 
non-alcoholic drinks. There, I spotted a very interesting 
combination. 

Hirata Yosuke, Horikita Suzune, and Ichinose Honami, all sitting 
together on the barstools as they waited for their drinks. A most 
unusual grouping, as far as groupings go. Somehow, I doubted that 
these three were close friends, which meant that they were 
probably discussing class matters. 

Suzaku and I respectfully decided to sit as far away as we could 
from them, which meant that we ended up leaving a two-stool gap 
between us with me sitting on the side closer to them. 

"What do you think?" I asked, motioning towards the tiny island 


on the horizon. 

"I think it will be a nice change of pace from the usual." Suzaku 
responded, turning his eyes towards it. 

"I wouldn't be so sure." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Nothing. Forget it." 

There was no point diving into a deep explanation regarding my 
personal conjectures right now. Especially when it would be 
revealed soon anyway. 

Suzaku and I chatted idly about trivial things for a while, 
enjoying the blissful atmosphere. That was, until an imposing figure 
appeared, and sat down boldly on the stool beside Horikita. A boy 
with magenta-hair and violent tendencies, Ryien Kakeru. 

The silence itself seemed to gain a presence as I felt the stares of 
all the other students in the area. The grouping of students at this 
bar was quite monstrous, to be fair. Representatives from four of 
the classes were present right now. Combine that with the ominous 
aura coming from Ryitien, and you get an extremely tense 
atmosphere. 

Surprisingly, Ryiien turned up with the extremely largely built 
guy he'd been beaten by before, Albert Yamada. It seemed that 
sometime between when I'd confronted Ryiien and now, Albert had 
become subservient to Ryitien. I briefly wondered how that'd 
happened. 

"That was quite a funny joke, Suzune. Getting all zeroes on the 
midterms." Rytien finally spoke, leaning his elbow onto the bar. 

"I don't remember giving you permission to call me by my given 
name." Horikita responded coldly, shooting him a glare. 

"Ryiien-kun, I don't think that it's respectful to call a girl by her 
first name without permission." Ichinose Honami scolded him from 
the far-side of the bar. 

Ryuen, however, only laughed in response. 

"Kuku, there's no need for you to worry your little mind, Honami. 
I'll deal with you after I destroy Suzune." 

Ryiien was purposely being provocative as he came to declare 
war on Class E, it seemed. It appeared to have worked, since I 
noticed Horikita's eyebrow twitch and Ichinose's smile turned into a 
frown. Ichinose frowning was certainly a rare sight. 

"Rytien-kun, I'd prefer it if you didn't disrespect my friends like 
that." Hirata spoke up, defending the two girls he was with. 

Speaking of the girls he was with, I found myself distracted, 
wondering how he'd managed to chase away the usual entourage 
that followed him everywhere. I was snapped back to reality by a 
sudden movement. 


Rytien quickly reached over Horikita and grabbed Hirata by the 
collar, causing him and Ichinose to flinch. "Got something to say?" 
He snarled aggressively. 

"Oh my, dictator-kun, that's certainly bold." I finally decided to 
interject. 

"Don't tell me you plan on getting involved as well, Lelouch?" 
Ryiien said, turning to look over his shoulder but still keeping his 
grip firmly around Hirata's collar. 

"Oh no, I was merely commenting my thoughts. I have no 
intention of intervening in your petty squabble." 

"Lelouch, this is looking like it's going to develop into more than 
just a 'petty squabble." Suzaku said from beside me, clearly on alert. 

"You think so? If everyone just let's Magenta-kun over there 
throw his little tantrum, then everything will turn out fine, no?" I 
replied loudly, attempting to antagonize Ryiien. 

"What did you just call me?" Ryiien asked, looking slightly 
irritated. 

"Oh, nothing." 

Apparently, Horikita'd had enough, because she sighed heavily in 
frustration and snapped at both of us. 

"You're both enjoying this, aren't you? This is unbearable!" 

"I just find Rytien amusing, that's all." I said disinterestedly. 

"Kuku, I'll deal with you later. Do you really think you can win 
with your little class of seven?" 

I didn't give a reply and simply took a sip of my drink instead. 
Ryiien clicked his tongue and turned his attention back towards the 
one whose shirt was in his fist. 

"So, where were we?" He asked menacingly. 

"Y-you're not really going to hit me, right? You know we'd both 
lose class points if we got into a fight." Hirata responded, a hint of 
nervousness in his tone. 

"Say we both got penalized by 100 class points. That would be a 
much bigger hit to you guys than it would be to me, wouldn't it?" 

Rytien's logic was incredibly flawed. While it was true that Class 
E would be affected more severely due to 100 being a larger 
percentage of their total class points than it is of Class C's, getting 
into a fight here would still affect them both negatively. The only 
ones who would actually benefit would be the other three classes - 
in fact, my class would benefit the most, due to us being closest to 
these two in the rankings. But then again, what can you expect from 
someone like Rytien? 

I was snapped out of my thoughts by a sharp voice echoing across 
the deck of the ship. "Rytien!" 

We all turned our sights towards the source of the shout. There 


stood a lean girl with short blue hair. If memory serves, she was a 
student in Class C when I visited them during the first month. And 
it looked like she had a bone to pick with Ryien. 

"I'm fed up with the way you do things! I've followed you 
willingly up until now, but I've had enough!" She said angrily as she 
stomped over to the bar. 

"Kuku, Ibuki, is that so? Do you want to talk about it then?" 
Ryiien responded innocently. Until he added the next part. "We can 
do it in my room tonight, just the two of us." 

Ryiien smirked while the girl, apparently called Ibuki, as well as 
Horikita, looked at him with visible disgust on their faces. 

"Y-you...!" Ibuki said angrily, before throwing a sloppy punch 
towards Rytien's grinning visage. 

A large slap sounded out as Ibuki's fist connected. Except, it didn't 
connect with Rytien, but with the giant Albert's solid hand, which 
he'd moved to intercept the attack. 

"Albert?! So, Ryiien has you completely tamed, does he?" Ibuki 
growled in frustration. 

Albert, however, didn't respond. He merely looked on, protecting 
his master. It appeared that Ryiien had him trained well. I 
wondered how he'd done it. 

Ibuki tried to shove her way past Albert, but he effortlessly 
grabbed her and restrained her. He grasped her by the arm and 
twisted it behind her back, causing her to cry out in pain. 

"That's enough." Albert said calmly in English. 

After saying that, he forcefully threw Ibuki away with ease. She 
crashed back-first into the ships railing, causing a loud sound to 
reverberate across the deck. Ibuki looked defeated and slumped 
over, making no moves to get back up. 

In the brief moment I'd taken to watch that, my friend seemed to 
have disappeared. Rather than being sat beside me, he was now 
standing next to Rytien, his hand firmly around Rytien's wrist. It 
looked like Suzaku had seen enough. 

"You've gone far enough, Rytien. Let go of Hirata." Suzaku said, 
staring sharply at Rytien. 

"Kururugi-kun?" Hirata looked shocked. He probably hadn't 
expected anyone to come to his defence. 

"Kuku, and how does this concern you, Kururugi?" Ryiien 
sneered, clearly unfazed by the intervention. 

"I won't allow pointless conflict in my presence." Suzaku 
responded resolutely. 

I saw a slight glint of admiration and approval in Hirata and 
Ichinose's eyes. Horikita, on the other hand, tried her best to stay 
stoic, but she was obviously also relieved that someone had stepped 


in. 

You've made a blunder, Suzaku. 

Suzaku was the a fool that wants to avoid any kind of violence at 
all costs, and won't stand to see anyone get hurt. However, in this 
situation, someone getting hurt was nearly inevitable. If you back 
off, then it's likely that Hirata will get wounded by Ryien. If not, 
then you'll probably be forced to fight him, and that will only be 
resolved by either yourself or him getting hurt. 

What will you do, Suzaku? Allow yourself to be beaten so that 
you don't have to harm another? Or will you defend yourself and 
your friend, and risk harming Ryiien in the process? Whichever 
choice you make, I'll be greatly amused. 

"Would you kindly release me, Kururugi-kun?" Rytien asked so 
politely that it came off as sarcastic. That was probably his 
intention, though. 

"Only if you release Hirata." 

"I see..." 

Rytien slowly opened his hand, finally letting go of Hirata's collar. 
Hirata and Ichinose looked visibly relieved, and they both got up 
and stood a bit away from him. Conversely, Horikita didn't move. 
She was putting up her toughest front, to look unfazed. 

"Now, let go." Rytien grinned, making it obvious that he was 
planning something. 

I'm pretty sure everybody, including Suzaku, could guess what 
that something was. Regardless, though, Suzaku slowly released his 
grip on Ryiien's wrist. As soon as he did so, Rytien whipped that 
same arm out straight at Suzaku's face, like a snake attacking its 
prey. 

"Kururugi!" Hirata shouted in alarm. 

Suzaku, however, wouldn't be concerned by such an attack. He 
raised his guard calmly yet quickly, allowing the attack to be 
soaked up by his forearms. 

Rytien followed up the attack with a nasty kick towards Suzaku's 
stomach, which would've ended the fight instantly if he was against 
pretty much anyone except Suzaku. However, the fight wasn't 
against 'anyone except Suzaku’. 

Suzaku twisted his body to the side, the most efficient way to 
avoid a straight attack. A heavily practiced manoeuver. Rytien 
placed his leg back on the ground and righted himself very quickly, 
but it simply wasn't fast enough when you were up against Suzaku. 

Suzaku moved himself behind Rytien before he could fully 
recover and grabbed both of his arms, twisting them and pinning 
him against the bar. 

"Are you done now?" He asked coolly. 


"Kukuku, that was fun. Albert, can you lend a hand?" 

At Ryitien's call, the towering giant appeared behind Suzaku. If it 
was midday, he probably would've cast a cinematic shadow over 
the scene. Albert swiped his thick right hand out, attempting to 
grab Suzaku by the back of his collar. 

Suzaku didn't even turn around, but somehow knew exactly what 
Albert was doing. He released Rytien and sprung into the air. At the 
height of his jump, he spun around and aimed a nasty kick at 
Albert's chest. Albert's size greatly diminished his agility, and so he 
had neither the speed nor the reflexes required to stop the attack. 

One would expect someone as big as Albert to be mostly 
unaffected by a kick like that. Albert clearly thought so as well, as 
he made no movements to protect himself. His expectations were 
betrayed when the kick connected, though, the power behind it 
forcing him to stumble backwards to avoid toppling over. This was 
a testament to how strong ridiculously Suzaku actually was. 

Ryiien, who had been pinned against the bar just a moment ago, 
made a similar attack of his own. He did a 180 degree spin so that 
he was facing towards Suzaku, and shot his leg out as he did so in 
one fluid motion, attempting to cleave right through the space 
Suzaku's head occupied. 

The easiest counter would've been to step back but, since Suzaku 
had just been airborne, he couldn't do so. Instead, he countered by 
swinging out his right hand to meet it. It batted Ryiien's leg away, 
and a loud crack rang out. 

After deflecting the attack and righting himself, Suzaku swiftly 
put some distance between himself and his two adversaries. Albert 
looked as if he was about to follow up with another assault, but 
Ryiien stopped him by holding out his arm. 

"Kuku, you have quite some monstrous strength, Kururugi. Kicks 
are always more powerful than punches, but you were able to 
overpower my kick by clashing your own arm against it. The force 
of it even caused my knee to crack satisfyingly." Rytiien narrated 
haughtily, undeterred. 

"I fight so that others don't have to. That is why I must be strong." 
Suzaku replied, his resolve clear to see. 

"How honourable. Come on Albert, we're done here." 

With that, the dictator departed. The onlookers were still staring 
slack-jawed at the scene, apparently amazed by Suzaku's feat of 
power. I decided to make my way over to the girl still slumped 
against the railing while they all ogled Suzaku. 

"Are you okay?" I asked, reaching my hand out towards her. 

"Don't expect me to thank you guys or anything. Nobody asked 
you to step in." Ibuki slapped my hand away and stormed off 


angrily, garnering some distasteful looks from the bystanders. 

"My, how ungrateful." I muttered as I moved over to Suzaku's 
side. 

"Don't say that, Lelouch. Some people just have difficulty 
expressing gratitude. You shouldn't think badly of her." He lectured 
me as I reached him. 

"Yeah, yeah, whatever." 

Two pairs of footsteps approached us from the side. We turned to 
see Hirata and Ichinose, who had finally gotten over the shock of 
what they'd just witnessed. 

"That was incredible, Kururugi-kun." Hirata said in awe. 

"Was it? I don't think it was anything special." Humble-kun 
responded. 

"It was super amazing! Especially that spinny-kick move!" Ichinose 
said excitedly. 

"I just couldn't stand to see mindless violence. That's all." 

"You truly are like me, Kururugi-kun. People shouldn't fight." 
Hirata said, approval filling his tone. 

"I agree! Everyone should just get along! That's what my class 
strives for." Ichinose added with a bright smile. 

"A world without fighting, huh... That sure would be nice." I 
muttered to no one, but they all seemed to have heard me. 

"Huh? What do you mean, Lelouch-kun?" Ichinose asked 
quizzically. 

"Oh, nothing. I was just thinking, aren't the events that happened 
in the world recently enough proof that a conflict-free world is 
impossible?" 

"Hmm... Are you referring to the war with Britannia, Lelouch- 
kun?" Hirata asked me, picking up on my implication. 

"Yeah. Evil like that will sprout up no matter how hard you try to 
stop it, because that's just how some people are." I spat, aware of 
the venom infecting my tone. 

Suzaku sent me a look of concern, but didn't say anything due to 
the presence of Hirata and Ichinose. Those two just looked slightly 
saddened by what I said. 

"I suppose you're right... Such a world is an impossible ideal." 
Hirata said defeatedly. 

"It seems that I've made the mood turn sour, apologies. How 
about we talk about something else?" I said, changing the subject. 

"Ah, that's right. What were you guys talking about with 
Horikita?" Suzaku asked, looking towards the black-haired girl who 
was still sitting alone at the bar. 

"That's..." Ichinose hesitated for a while, before continuing. "I 
suppose it's fine to tell Suzaku-kun and Lelouch-kun. We were 


discussing joining hands between our classes." 

Class B and Class E intended to form an alliance, huh? It certainly 
wasn't a bad plan. But... Why was Horikita present for that 
discussion? Ichinose and Hirata made _ sense, being the 
representatives of their classes, but Horikita? She wasn't very well- 
liked at all - in fact, her social standing was probably one of the 
lowest there was in Class E. It would've made far more sense for 
someone like Kushida to be present. 

Perhaps Hirata asked her to come along. Did he see something in 
her? There's also the fact that I doubted Horikita would ever accept 
his invitation. This answer brought more questions to my mind than 
answers. There was one thing I was certain of, however. 

"Ha! You lot are far too quick to trust." I couldn't help but laugh 
bemusedly. 

"Huh? What are you saying, Lelouch?" Suzaku asked me. He 
obviously didn't get it yet. 

"Suzaku. They're obviously making preparations for when we 
have to fight against the other classes. Don't you think that showing 
their cards to us has weakened their advantage?" 

"Well... I guess I can't deny that. If they'd kept it a secret, it would 
be quite a powerful asset for them to play. It would definitely take 
the other classes by surprise." Suzaku gave quite a decent 
deduction. I felt slightly proud of him. 

"It's nothing like that," Ichinose denied it, however. "We just want 
a cooperative relationship. I don't want to win using underhanded 
methods like that." 

What the hell was this girl saying? After going to all the trouble 
to join hands, they were only going to use it to openly cooperate? I 
couldn't see that logic as anything but ridiculous. 

"You're just as bad as Rytien." I said exasperatedly. 

"Lelouch!" Suzaku exclaimed in shock. 

"Lelouch-kun, that's... quite a harsh thing to say." Hirata frowned 
in response. 

"Oh, sorry, I didn't mean personality-wise. I meant strategically. 
Ryuen is immature and violent, which makes him very easy to 
predict. Similarly, you're too naive and kind, which makes you easy 
to predict. The fact that we know you'll never use an underhanded 
tactic makes fighting you ten times easier." 

"But why do we have to think about everything in terms of 
fighting each other?" Ichinose asked dejectedly. 

"It's always best to remain vigilant. Besides, weren't you doing 
that exact thing by planning to form an alliance to begin with?" I 
pointed out. 

"I suppose that's true." Hirata said. 


I couldn't help but feel disappointed. I'd been placed in the tiny 
Class E originally, and we were given the challenge of beating all 
the other classes despite our great disadvantage. However, after 
spending some time here, all I could think was that all of our 
enemies are weak. 

We already overtook Class E within the first month, and became 
Class D. 

Class C's leader was immature and violent. While he was pretty 
sharp, the fact remains that he will resort to the same methods one 
way or another. He might employ some surprising and cunning 
tactics, but in the end, his overall strategy will always be the same. 

Tactics don't win battles, strategy does. That's why Ryuen will lose. 

Class B's leader was, to put it bluntly, hopeless. The power of 
friendship won't win you any real fights. Moreover, the power 
Ichinose believes in... is easily erased. 

Class A is the most unknown to me, but the divide in their class is 
a testament to their weakness. How can they expect to defeat me 
while they're constantly fighting themselves? 

I felt that I was starting to become greatly disillusioned of this 
school already. 


AVAVAWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"We will disembark in thirty minutes. Please assemble on the 
deck. All students should have changed into their jerseys. Make sure 
to check your designated bag and your luggage, and do not forget 
your cell phone. Please keep all other personal items in your room. 
There is a possibility that you will not be able to visit the bathroom 
for some time, so please do so now." 

An announcement came over the PA speakers as the ship 
completed a lap around the island. Apparently, the private beach 
was near. Since I was alone, I started heading towards my group's 
room, too. The bedrooms on the Speranza usually occupied four 
people, but since Class D only had seven students, we were split 
into two rooms, one of which only had three people. 

I happened to be in that room, along with Sora and Shiro. In 
addition to the fact that our room was the only three-person room 
on the ship, the rooms were usually divided by sex. A special 
exception was made for us, since we only had one girl in our class. 


It made changing quite awkward, but we managed somehow. 

I threw on the jersey that I used for gym class, returned to the 
ship's deck, and waited until we reached the island. As the island 
drew closer and closer, the first-years' enthusiasm reached its peak. 

"We will disembark now, beginning with the students from Class 
A. Cell phones are prohibited on the island. Please hand your phone 
to your homeroom teacher as you leave." 

Following the loudspeaker's command, the students went down 
the stairs in an orderly fashion. 

"Come on. Hurry up! Even though we're wearing thin clothes, 
we're all sweating!" 

There was no place to hide from the sun on the ship's deck. No 
surprise that people were complaining. I waited on standby in the 
heat. One by one, my classmates began to join me. 

"Yo!" Sora called out, being the last one to arrive, alongside his 
sister. 

"I would complain that you'd kept us waiting, if not for the fact 
that we'd have to wait either way." Lelouch responded as Sora and 
Shiro walked over. 

"So, is it just me who finds this entire situation extremely 
suspicious?" Sora said, changing the subject. 

"I find it odd too," I said, joining the conversation. 

"Mhm, they're definitely being overly-cautious right now. I mean, 
they didn't even confiscate our cell phones during the finals. They're 
really cracking down on the personal items." Light agreed. 

"Could it be that whatever will occur on this island is more 
important than the finals?" Sora speculated, putting his hand to his 
chin. 

"Maybe. Quite a few things here are unusual." 

"Like that helicopter parked over there," I said, pointing towards 
the stern of the boat. 

"You'd assume that they're just being overly-safe, but could it be 
that they're actually expecting the possibility of someone being 
injured on the island?" Ryuzaki said analytically, clearly skeptical. 

"And it's almost like there's a reason why we need to go onto the 
island with nothing on us but our clothes." Sora added, referring to 
the confiscation of personal items. 

"Aren't you guys just being overly-suspicious?" Kururugi asked. 

"Ha! As if there's such a thing as ‘being overly suspicious' at this 
school." Lelouch laughed. 

What Lelouch said was true. This school had already proven itself 
to be extremely enigmatic. There was probably no need for serious 
deductions, though, since we were about to set foot on the island 


anyway. 


Before long, it would be our turn to be examined and get off the 
ramp. I had yet to realize that this place was going to be the 
boundary between heaven and hell. 


AVAVAWA 


As we got off the boat, chatting amiably with one another, our 
homeroom teacher greeted us slightly more seriously than normal. 

"I'm now going to start roll call for Class D. Please respond clearly 
so I can hear, 'kay?" 

Our homeroom teacher started taking attendance, clipboard in 
hand, while simultaneously instructing us to form a line. Ishihara- 
sensei wore the same kind of jersey as her students. This 
atmosphere was more akin to training camp than summer vacation. 
Still, not many of the students seemed tense at all. 

Looking around, it seemed as if most of the students wanted to 
run off onto the sandy beach. Soon enough, a tall teacher stepped 
onto a prepared white platform. It was Mashima-sensei, Class A's 
homeroom teacher. He normally taught math, and was well-known 
for having a stubborn disposition. At first glance, he could easily be 
mistaken for one of those bodybuilder types. He was built like a 
professional wrestler, but was actually quite intelligent. He'd even 
taught special courses in the past. 

"First, I would like to say that I'm happy you've arrived safely. 
However, it's unfortunate that one of you was unable to participate 
due to illness." 

"Illness, huh?" Light muttered quietly. 

While Mashima-sensei surveyed the students in silence, I could 
see that adults in uniform had started setting up some kind of 
special tent nearby. I also saw a computer and other equipment on 
a long table. This increasingly business-like setup didn't match the 
natural splendor around us at all, and many of the students looked 
perplexed. 

Mashima-sensei uttered a few cruel words, as if waiting for the 
atmosphere to change. "Well then. We shall commence the current 
academic year's first special test." 

Almost everyone cocked their heads, but nobody said anything, 
unlike students from all of the other classes. To be fair, we'd all 
thought this was just a class trip, only to be hit by this surprise 
attack. Our summer vacation was a product of the school's goodwill, 


but that had been an illusion. We plummeted from relief into stark 
tension. 

"The test commences now and lasts for one week, concluding on 
August 7th at the year's end. This test will determine if you can live 
on a deserted island together as a group. In addition, I should warn 
you that this special test is both practical and realistic, designed 
based on real-world corporate training." 

"Living on a deserted island. Does that mean we're not staying on 
the boat, but the island?" 

Some students from Class B and C voiced their obvious concerns. 

"You are correct. During the test, you will not be allowed to 
board the ship without a suitably justifiable reason. It will be 
necessary for you to fend for yourselves on this island while you are 
here, from creating a place to sleep to preparing food to eat. Once 
the test starts, each class will receive two tents, and two flashlights. 
You will be provided with one box of matches. There is no limit to 
the amount of sunscreen you can have. Each student will be 
provided with one toothbrush. As a special case, girls will be 
allowed to have as many feminine sanitary products as they'd like, 
without any restrictions. Please ask your respective homeroom 
teachers for those. That is all." 

With that, the teachers began distributing the items. 

"Hmm..." Sora hummed inquisitively. 

Compared to the rest of the classes, our Class D was almost eerily 
calm. 

"Told you, Suzaku. No such thing as too suspicious." Lelouch 
taunted Kururugi, who'd had his expectations crushed. 

"Well this is certainly disappointing," Kururugi sighed in response, 
admitting defeat. 

"That's why you should be a cynic. Can't be disappointed if you 
always expect the worst possible outcome." Ryuzaki said 
philosophically. 

I couldn't say that I agreed with his sentiment, but I couldn't 
exactly say that I disagreed, either. 

"This is certainly a fun test, isn't it, guys?!" Ishihara-sensei jovially 
cut into our conversation, her attitude contrasting against the mood 
of the students. 

"An exam that tests neither academics nor athletics, huh." Lelouch 
thought aloud, pondering our situation. 

Developing skills of self-sufficiency on a deserted island-hunting 
wild animals, washing in the river, building bedding from tree 
branches-it certainly was like something you'd see in a movie or 
read about in a book. No one could've imagined that the school 
would put us through a test like this. 


"How sneaky. Hiding an exam under the pretext of a summer 
vacation." Sora joked, going along with the bright mood Ishihara- 
sensei created. 

It certainly was a cunning trick. 

"But, teacher, isn't this supposed to be our summer vacation? We 
were brought here under the pretext of going on a relaxing trip. 
Don't you think that bringing us here and then springing this 
corporate training on us could be considered unfair?" 

Some students from Class E made a fuss loudly a short distance 
from us. Mashima-sensei responded to them, which drew in the 
attention from all of the other classes. 

"I see. I suppose that you're not wrong about that. I can 
understand why you would be discontented." 

Mashima-sensei's response showed that he recognized the 
soundness of such an argument, unlike some of the complaints he'd 
heard prior. There were students who were dissatisfied with the 
current situation, and those who were dissatisfied with the process 
as a whole. 

"However, please do not worry. It would make sense for you to 
have complaints if you were being forced into a harsh situation. 
However, even though we're calling it a special test, there's no need 
to think about it in such unhappy terms. In the coming week, you 
can go swimming, or hold a barbecue. It wouldn't be a bad time for 
you to occasionally have a campfire and chat with friends, either. 
The theme of this special exam is 'freedom’, after all." 

"Freedom?" Sora echoed. "That's funny. 'Freedom' is pretty much 
the theme of my wholw life, too. Right, Shiro?" 

Shiro simply nodded her head in response. Somehow, Sora's 
words struck a chord with me, but I decided to keep silent about it 
for now, as did everybody else. 

"As a major part of this special test, we've decided to distribute 
300 points to each class. By using your points well, you might be 
able to enjoy this week's special test just as you would a normal 
trip. We've also prepared a manual just for that purpose." 

Mashima-sensei received a booklet that looked to be a few dozen 
pages thick from another teacher. 

"This manual lists all of the ways you can obtain points. It also 
explains where to get drinking water and food, as well as essential 
necessities. If you wanted to have a barbecue, it explains how to 
prepare the equipment and ingredients. We also have numerous 
tools for you to be able to enjoy playing in the ocean to the fullest." 

Gradually, the students' grim expressions grew calmer. 

"So, we can do whatever we want with the 300 points?" 

"That's right. It's possible to arrange for anything using your 


points. Of course, it's necessary for you to use them in a systematic 
way, but with a solid plan, you can spend your week without any 
difficulties." 

If we could really get through the week by using the points we 
had, then this would be more like a vacation than a test. It might 
end up feeling like a real summer vacation. 

"B-but, teacher. You said this was a test, right? So shouldn't there 
be some kind of difficulty to it?" 

"No, there's nothing difficult. It won't even have any adverse 
effects on your second semester. I guarantee it." 

"So it's really okay for us to just have fun for one week?" 

"That's right. You're all free to do what you want. Of course, there 
are some bare minimum rules that you need to abide by as a group, 
but there shouldn't be anything difficult about that." 

If that were true, then did that mean there really was no risk? In 
that case, we should ask if he could explain the purpose of this test. 
Was it linked to some kind of exchange between grade levels? I 
couldn't understand the school's true intentions, but Mashima- 
sensei's next statement clarified everything. 

"When this special test period is over, each class' remaining points 
will be added to their total class points. Your point totals will reflect 
this change once summer vacation is over." 

As he spoke, a gust of wind blew across the beach and kicked up 
a cloud of dust. 

Mashima-sensei's words were the greatest shock of the day. In 
previous examinations, they'd measured things like our academic 
abilities. Naturally, this was advantageous for students with a 
fundamentally high level of academic ability. Each time, those in 
the lower classes were forced into situations where they'd lose class 
points. However, the rules were completely different this time. This 
test was designed in a way that didn't create too much of a gap 
between Classes A and E. 

"I see. So we will gain class points depending on how well we can 
endure this lifestyle." Kururugi said, understanding the situation just 
as well as everyone else. 

"If we can curb our desires and cut off all the luxuries, we can 
climb quite dramatically up the rankings." Lelouch said. 

"This exam seems a lot fairer than the others," I pointed out, 
sparking a discussion within the class. 

"Yeah, because things like endurance weren't factored in when 
sorting the classes, Class A won't have a massive advantage like 
they have so far." Sora replied, agreeing with me. 

"Wait, doesn't that mean were the only ones at a disadvantage?!" 
Light exclaimed, apparently coming to a realization. 


"We are? How so?" Kururugi asked. 

"Isn't it obvious? We have far less manpower than all the other 
classes. They'll be able to search for food and stuff a lot more 
efficiently." Light explained. 

"Hmm. But don't we also have far less mouths to feed?" 

"That's true. But take a look at the island. For over one-hundred- 
and-fifty students, it isn't that big. Additionally, it's not like every 
square meter will be filled with harvestable resources. In other 
words, accessibility to things like good locations, water and food 
could become quite competitive." 

"And in that case, we wouldn't be able to cover nearly as much 
ground as every other class. We'll be forced to buy goods more 
often than everybody else." Sora picked up on the implications 
rather quickly. 

"Tch." Lelouch simply clicked his tongue in annoyance, an 
adequate response to the information we'd just been given. 

"Each class will receive one copy of the manual. If the manual is 
lost, you may have another copy. However, it will consume points, 
so please be very careful. Also, the student who was marked absent 
from this trip was from Class A. According to the rules of this 
special test, should any student have to leave due to illness, there 
will be a thirty-point penalty to the class as a whole. Therefore, 
Class A will be starting with 270 points." Mashima-sensei's speech 
interrupted our discussion. 

Even though it didn't affect our class, the penalty was still 
merciless. The students from Class A were visibly trembling. The 
other classes also appeared shocked. As soon as Mashima-sensei had 
finished speaking, he told us to disperse. Another teacher's voice 
came over the loudspeaker, telling us that each class would receive 
supplementary instructions from our respective homeroom teachers. 
We then gathered around Ishihara-sensei. The five classes had 
congregated in order to keep some distance from each other. 

"You all have to wear these the whoooole time, 'kay?" Ishihara- 
sensei presented us with a box of wristwatches. "They have loads of 
fancy features like GPS, body temperature sensors, pulse sensors 
and all that. If something does happen, there's also this lovely 
button that notifies the school of an emergency. Oh, and you're not 
allowed to take them off. If you do, you'll be punished ~." 

Punished, huh? It looked like the school was really going to great 
lengths to make sure all the pieces were in place for this exam. 

"Emergency? Does the school expect such a case to arise?" Light 
asked. 

"We~ll, you can never be too safe, right?" Ishihara-sensei winked 
unsettlingly as she said that. Scary. 


Indeed, the school had gifted us these watches to keep us safe. If 
we were roaming freely about the island, the teachers wouldn't be 
able to monitor our condition with their eyes alone. Plus, it would 
be difficult to install cameras here, like inside of the school. They 
most likely intended to monitor our physical condition so they 
could respond to any unforeseen circumstances. The helicopter back 
on the ship was probably there in case of just such an emergency. 
As people received their watches, they placed them on either their 
right or left arm, according to their preferences. 

"Are these waterproof, sensei?" I asked, just to make sure. 

"Of course! But if they do break, you should come to get a new 
one straight away, you know?" 

This special test was somewhat eccentric in its design, so it likely 
wasn't the first time that the school had run it. Clearly, they had 
planned for various situations. However, there might have been 
some oversights. 

"Ishihara-sensei, do you think it's possible to get by without 
spending a single point?" Sora asked, probably just probing for 
information. 

Ishihara-sensei cutely put her finger to her cheek, as if deep in 
thought. "Hmm... Well, once you're out there, you'll be on your 
own. Finding solutions to your problems like food and water are 
part of the exam, see? Do you think you can live purely off of the 
resources on an island?" 

"For food, we can catch fish and harvest any fruits we come 
across, and we can construct shelters just fine using trees, branches 
and leaves. Are you guys fine with drinking from a river?" Sora said 
analytically, before asking us an important question. 

"I have no issues. I've had to do it plenty of times before." 
Kururugi responded. I suppose it was common practice for training 
in the military. 

"There won't be any waterborne diseases here, so it's perfectly 
safe." Ryuzaki affirmed. 

"My resolve isn't weak enough to be shaken by something as 
stupid as having to drink from a river." Lelouch said haughtily. 

"It's fine by me," Light replied politely. 

"Same here," I said. 

"There's our water problem solved, then." Sora nodded in 
approval. 

Depending on the pricing of the items, saving points by using a 
natural water source could be quite big. 

"Ishihara-sensei, is there anything else that we should know?" 
Lelouch asked, trying to make sure we knew everything we needed 
to know. 


"Eto... There is important information on the last page of the 
manual." She replied. 

I turned to the last page, where the header read "These penalties 
will be applied to anyone who falls under the following conditions." 

"Anyone deemed unable to continue the test due to significant 
deterioration in health or serious injury will be penalized by thirty 
points. That student will then retire." 

"In the event a student has polluted the environment, he or she 
will be penalized twenty points." 

"In the event students are absent during the 8 AM or 8 PM roll 
call, five points will be taken for each student absent." 

However, the most serious punishment was detailed in the fourth 
entry on the list. "In the event a student is found guilty of an act of 
violence toward another class, robbing another class, or causing 
damage to another class' property, etc., the offending student's class 
will immediately be disqualified, and the individual will forfeit all 
of his or her private points." 

It looked like Class A was subject to these same penalties. The 
fourth rule was totally reasonable, written to prevent students from 
engaging in harmful behaviour, while the other three rules were 
clearly there so individual students wouldn't behave carelessly. 
Because we had roll call in the morning and at night, it was 
impossible to sleep your time away at camp. It was also meant to 
suppress rather barbaric behaviour, like a _ student littering 
everywhere. 

Essentially, it was a contest of restraint. 

"You're free to take whatever approach you wish. Such is the 
nature of this exam." 

"It'll probably be impossible to not spend a single point. 
Especially for us." Light frowned, seemingly dissatisfied. 

"That's true. I suppose a large part of this exam will be testing 
how efficiently we can spend our budget." I said. 

"There's got to be more to it than that." Sora interjected, causing 
some confusion to arise. 

"Eh? What do you mean?" Leouch asked. 

"Don't you remember? The theme of this test - 'freedom.' In other 
words, the freedom of choice. Paradoxically, right now, there's only 
one possible way to approach this trial." 

Sora had caught a tiny detail, as he usually does. Right now, the 
obvious approach to coming out of this exam with as many class 
points as possible was to ration your budget efficiently. Sora was 
implying that there should be other ways to gain points during this 
exam. 

"No point thinking about that right now though. For now, let's 


decide our general plan for maximising our spending efficiency." 
Sora concluded, moving back to the main topic matter. 

I turned my manual to the shopping section. There were a wide 
variety of items for purchase in it: essential equipment for 
surviving, like tents and cookware; machines and tools, like digital 
cameras and wireless transceivers/walkie-talkies; items for 
amusement, like umbrellas, floaties, stuff for a barbecue, and 
fireworks; and food and water, the bare essentials. 

We could prepare for anything with our points. Apparently 
anyone could request something, and just report to their homeroom 
teacher in order to use points to purchase it. 

A laugh resounded out from beside me. "Why the hell can you 
buy fireworks?" 

Sora apparently found some items listed in the manual's shop 
greatly amusing. I had to agree - I couldn't think of any reason why 
anyone would ever buy fireworks. 

"Maybe to throw them at the other classes?" Lelouch suggested. 

"Lelouch!" Kururugi apparently took him seriously, and exclaimed 
in shock. 

"Relax. I was mostly joking." 

That statement gave off an ominous vibe, but nobody dared to 
inquire further. Instead, Ryuzaki asked a question. 

"Ishihara-sensei, can our points go into the negatives?" 

"Ah, a good question! The answer is no." 

Mashima-sensei had said that we would not be affected 
negatively by this test. It looked like that held true. 

"As for other important information..." Ishihara-sensei began, 
looking deep in thought. "Each supplied tent can hold eight people 
and weighs fifteen kg. If one of your supplied items is lost or 
damaged, the school won't replace them for free, because they're 
mean. You'll need to report where you want your base camp to be, 
and roll call will be held there every day and night. Make sure 
you're happy with your decision, because you can't change it 
without justifiable reason." 

"Without justifiable reason?" Sora echoed suspiciously. 

"What counts as a justifiable reason?" Shiro asked quietly, her 
voice barely audible on the noisy beach. 

"Who knows?" Ishihara-sensei grinned mischievously. What a 
troublesome sensei. "Oh, and also," 

Ishihara-sensei grabbed one of the cardboard boxes from the 
stacked pile. She peeled off the packing tape and took out some 
collapsed cardboard. 

"Here's your wonderfully luxurious toilet!" She smiled sadistically 
as she dropped it in front of us. 


"It comes with a five-star single button tent for privacy purposes! 
This sheet is made of water-absorbing polymer. It covers and 
solidifies waste. It'll make the waste invisible, and also suppress the 
smell. After you finish using it, stack another sheet on top. By 
repeating this process, it's possible to get around five uses with one 
vinyl bag. These vinyl bags and sheets will be supplied to you in 
unlimited amounts. You can even change them after every use, if 
you want. Have fun~!" 
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"Hey, uh, Shiro, are you okay with pissing in a box?" Sora 
inquired tentatively. 

"If Nii asks, I will do anything!" Shiro tightened her fist resolutely. 

"R-right..." Sora scratched his cheek sheepishly. The rest of us just 
looked away in embarrassment. 

This was a situation that nobody would willingly want to be in. 
Except for a masochist. They'd probably derive pleasure from this 
experience. 

"Okayy, let me explain some extra rules!" 

Apparently, there were even more rules. Ishihara-sensei opened 
her clipboard and flipped over a few pages. 

"Uh, sensei, why are you just now opening your clipboard?" Light 
asked, probably trying to take his mind off of the toilet debacle. 

"Well, I understood everything else, but I keep forgetting these 
rules. They're too complicated!" Ishihara-sensei complained with a 
pout, which garnered a few chuckles. 

"Ahem. Soon you will be permitted to roam about freely, but 
there are several designated 'spots' on the island. In these spots, 
there is what's referred to as right of exclusive possession, and only 
the class that occupies that spot may exercise those rights. The class 
that obtains those rights is entirely free to determine how they wish 
to exercise them. However, rights of exclusive possession are only 
valid for a period of eight hours after being invoked, after which 
they are automatically revoked. That means that another class can 
acquire those rights at that time. Also, you gain one bonus point if 
you occupy a spot once. However, that point is provisional, and 
cannot be used during the testing period. Therefore, bonus points 
are calculated and added to your total after the test has ended. 
Because the school is constantly monitoring you, there is no room 
for fraud. Please be aware of that fact." 

"Sensei... Did you just read that directly off the paper?" Lelouch 
asked. 

"Yep!" Ishihara-sensei puffed out her chest as she showed us her 


notes. 

"That isn't something to brag about, sensei." 

"R-really?!" Ishihara-sensei exclaimed, distraught. 

"Plus one thousand cuteness points!" Sora yelled enthusiastically, 
surprising everyone but Shiro. 

"Sensei must be protected at all costs." Shiro nodded 
affirmatively. 

Ishihara-sensei's cute and childish behaviour right now was a 
very stark contrast to the almost eerie nature she'd shown me 
earlier on the ship. It seemed like more than one woman I'd 
encountered had multiple sides. 

I looked down at the manual in my hands. It went into the bonus 
point in great detail. Apparently, there was some kind of apparatus 
installed near each spot, one which showed rights of exclusive 
possession. It was unclear how many spots were on the island, but 
they were clearly important. However... 

A specialized key card is required to occupy a spot. 

You can earn one point by occupying a spot each time. Occupied 
spots can be used freely. 

You will receive a fifty-point penalty if you use a spot occupied 
by another class without permission. 

Only a designated leader can use the key card. 

It is impossible to change the leader without suitable justification. 

The manual outlined those rules. While Ishihara-sensei explained, 
I noticed details such as how the rights of exclusive possession were 
reset every eight hours; how if a space wasn't occupied, you could 
take it immediately; how it was okay for the same class to occupy 
the same space repeatedly, etc. So if one class successfully managed 
to repeatedly hold onto three spots for eight hours at a time, that 
class could obtain fifty points or more by the end of the test. 
However, there were big risks associated. 

With the rules established thus far, it looked like a simple matter 
of the early bird getting the worm. It seemed like a good system, if 
you were able to forcibly occupy spots over and over again. 

But that was impossible. The final rule detailed why. 

On the seventh day, the last day of the test, you had the right to 
guess at the identity of the other class' leader during roll call. If you 
managed to get it right, then you could obtain fifty points for each 
correct guess. Conversely, the other class would have to pay fifty 
points as compensation. If you moved to acquire a spot without 
caution, and your leader was discovered, then you could lose a 
great number of points. So, high risk, high reward. 

However, the guesses couldn't be hazarded without risk. If you 
happened to be mistaken, you would suffer a fifty-point penalty for 


being incorrect. In addition, a class whose leader had been found 
out would lose all of the bonus points they'd saved up until then. 
This rule made it so if you didn't have much confidence, you would 
be hesitant to join the battle to occupy spots. 

"One person must be chosen as the leader, no exceptions. 
However, you are free not to participate. Please tell me once you've 
selected someone. 

At that time, I will provide you with a key card stamped with the 
leader's name. You have until roll call today. In the event that you 
do not decide by then, we will decide for you. That is all." 

In other words, the leader's identity would be discovered if you 
only managed to glance at the card. With that, Ishihara-sensei 
seemingly finished with her explanation. The die was cast. Our class 
immediately burst into discussion. 

"Oi, doesn't this whole 'leader' business put us at a massive 
disadvantage?" Lelouch complained as he skimmed the manual. 

"Yeah. Even with a completely random guess, the other classes 
still have a one in seven chance of guessing our leader correctly. 
After we capture a few spots, they'll be able to narrow it down even 
more." I agreed. 

"There's an interesting catch to all that, though." Sora said, 
drawing in our attention. "The leader can be changed, as long as 
certain conditions are met." 

"Just like with our base camp location, you need a ‘justified 
reason,’ huh?" Light murmered, contemplating the meaning of those 
words. 

"Well, I have an easy way to test what counts as a suitable 
reason." Lelouch declared confidently. 

"Oh? And what might that be?" Sora asked, seemingly amused. 

"T'll tell you after we settle on a base camp location." 

Lelouch, being the class leader that he is, swiftly moved us on to 
more urgent matters. I didn't miss how he still took the time to brag 
about having figured out a tactic, though. 

"Should we camp near here, or go further into the wilderness? 
Hmm..." Ryuzaki pondered aloud. 

The manual included a simple map of the island, with only its 
size and the shape drawn. Things like the total area of the forest 
and the topography were completely unknown. It was more like a 
blank sheet of paper. 

"It looks like we need to fill in the necessary parts ourselves." A 
ballpoint pen had been given to us as well, for that exact purpose. 

We took note of how Ishihara-sensei took her distance from us, as 
if to say 'I'm not getting involved anymore.’ 

"Well, no point sitting here thinking about it. Let's get going and 


be the first to enter the forest. We might get first pick of the best 
spot." 

With that, we made our way towards the heart of nature, leaving 
all the other classes behind under the scorching sun. 

This was the beginning of our first proper trial at the Tokyo 
Metropolitan Advanced Nurturing High School. 

A/N: 10983 words! And half of them were just explaining 
rules! Now I know know how Kinu felt when he wrote this 
damn part. 

This update took a bit longer to come out since I couldn't 
conjure the motivation to write all these exam rules out. 

Also, I've had to start mapping out my plans for all the 
classes during the exam. That's delayed me a bit as well. Sorry 
2c 

Thank you for your continued support! <33 


Chapter 3-2: Camping On A Desert Island 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"Wait!" 

I stopped walking just before our class entered the dense 
woodlands. They all halted too, and turned to look at me. 

"What is it?" Light asked. 

"I just had a thought. When we select our leader, the teachers are 
likely going to create our key card here. We should get it done now 
before we move too far away, in order to get the ability to occupy 
spots as soon as possible." 

I glanced at Ishihara-sensei, who was trailing us from a fair 
distance. According to the rules of this exam, our homeroom 
teachers would accompany us for the entire duration. That meant 
that, once we'd decided on our leader, this woman would be the 
one to return here and get our key card created. 

This island was approximately 500,000 meters squared in size 
which meant that, if it was a perfect square, it would be just bigger 
than 700x700 meters. In other words, walking in a straight line 
across this island would probably take somewhere between ten and 
fifteen minutes, if you take into account the difficulty of moving in 
shrubbery. 

You could probably traverse the entire island's diameter in 
around five minutes if you were athletic and ran, but somehow, I 
felt that our teacher wouldn't go to those lengths for us. 

If our spot happened to be on the far side of the island, we could 
be stuck waiting upwards of thirty minutes for Ishihara-sensei to 
return with our key card after we chose a leader. That's why it'd be 
best for us to get our leader sorted now. 

"I see... You do certainly have a point." Sora mused, nodding his 
head. 

"If nobody has any objections, I'd like to be the one to get our key 
card, also. There's a little something I'd like to try." I declared my 
intentions. 

"I'm fine with anybody being the leader except for Lelouch," 
Ryuzaki replied, his long black hair blowing gently in the wind. 

"Why me excluded in particular?" Lelouch asked, raising his 
eyebrow. 

"You're too inconspicuous. Not only are you our representative 


now, but you're also the most popular one in our class." Light 
pointed out. 

"Yeah, I'd agree. I was just checking that your reasoning was 
sound." 

Choosing Lelouch as our leader would have one of two outcomes. 
Either it gets guessed because he's the most obvious choice, or the 
double bluff works and he gets suspected the least. It probably 
wasn't a risk worth taking, though, since a lot of students wouldn't 
think this far about it. 

"So, can I take it that nobody has any objections to me taking the 
role of key card user?" I asked, moving things along. 

Everybody simply replied by nodding affirmatively. That settled 
it, then, and I turned around to approach Ishihara-sensei. Just 
before I left, though, I turned to say one more thing. 

"You guys carry on, I'll catch up. I know where you'll be, 
anyway." 

"Huh? How will you know where we are?" Kururugi asked in 
confusion. 

Shiro wore a similar perplexed expression, but the other four 
seemed to understand what I was getting at. 

"Good, that saves us a lot of trouble. Let's get going now, then. 
See you later, Ayanokoji!" Lelouch bid me farewell, and I watched 
as his silhouette disappeared into the thicket along with the rest of 
my classmates. 

"Very impressive," A voice said. 

I looked back towards the beach, and the source of the voice. The 
woman with long, pale green hair and piercing blue eyes shot me a 
dazzling smile after giving me words of praise. 

"Impressive?" I queried, not quite sure what she was getting at. 

"I was referring to the fact that the five of you can pretty much 
communicate telepathically. Excluding Suzaku and Shiro, everyone 
grasped what you meant, right?" 

"So you noticed it too, sensei?" 

"Of course!" She pouted, as if to say, ‘were you expecting me not to?' 

"Also, 'Suzaku?" I asked, changing the topic. 

"Isn't it normal for a teacher to get closer to her students? That's 
why I used his first name." 

"Does that mean you're going to be calling me 'Kiyotaka' too?" 

"Hmm... Do you want me to?" Ishihara-sensei gave me a smug 
grin. 

She began walking back onto the main beach, towards where the 
staff were set up, as if to imply that she already knew what I 
wanted to do. I quickly caught up and matched her pace. 

"I don't mind either way," I responded indifferently. 


"Hm. Okay, Kiyotaka-kun, what's your opinion on this school so 
far?" She asked me as we walked across the sand. 

"I guess... I'm thankful for its existence." Ishihara-sensei put on a 
thoughtful face as she digested my words. "What about you, sensei?" 

"This school... It's pretty fun~!" 

"I see..." 

That was certainly a strange way to describe your source of 
livelihood, but then again, everything about this woman was 
strange. 

"Akiko-chan!" 

A woman called out to Ishihara-sensei jovially. She was Class B's 
homeroom teacher, Hoshinomiya-sensei. An always cheery woman 
with chest-length light-brown hair which curled at the ends with 
bangs swept over to the right side. She had deep purple eyes and a 
slim, yet well-endowed body. 

According to Lelouch, she has a 'minor' alcohol addiction. 

"Chie-chan!" Ishihara-sensei squealed in delight and the two 
teachers lunged at each other. 

The two women held each other for a short time while rubbing 
their cheeks against one another. The realization hit me that these 
two teachers were quite similar, yet also strangely different at the 
same time. 

"Huh?" Suddenly, Hoshinomiya-sensei paused and looked over 
Ishihara-sensei's shoulder as she embraced her, straight at me. "Ne, 
ne, Akiko-chan, who is this handsome student you're alone with? 
You weren't planning on sneaking off somewhere together, were 
you?" 

"That's something only you'd do, Chie-chan." Ishihara-sensei 
pouted in reply. 

Hoshinomiya-sensei broke their hug and bounded over to me. She 
looked me up and down, before beginning to run her delicate hands 
over all of my muscles. She felt around my arms, before moving 
down to my stomach and tracing her finger up to my chest. 

"Stop trying to steal my student!" My teacher appeared, like an 
overprotective mother. 

"But you haven't claimed him yet, Akiko-chan. See?" 
Hoshinomiya-sensei made a show of grabbing my left hand and 
pointing to my bare ring finger. 

"S-stop projecting your fantasies onto me and let go of my 
student!" Ishihara-sensei cried, and began wrestling with 
Hoshinomiya-sensei, who was still intertwined with me 

"A-Akiko-chan?!" Hoshinomiya-sensei said in panic as she lost her 
balance. 

Due to the fact that Ishihara-sensei and I were still interlocked 


with her, we were dragged down to the ground with her. I dropped 
to the floor and, after one beat, felt a weight drop onto my back. 

"Ah!" I coughed in pain as Ishihara-sensei fell on top of me. 

"Chie-chan! It's not good to delay other classes during a special 
exam! Hmph!" Ishihara-sensei pouted at Hoshinomiya-sensei, who 
was lying on the ground next to us. 

"Hmm... I think you're the one delaying your class, Akiko-chan. 
You are in a compromising position with one of your student, after 
all." Hoshinomiya-sensei pointed at me. 

Ishihara-sensei slowly looked away from Hoshinomiya-sensei and 
down to me, who she was still lying on top of. I stared back up at 
her blankly for a few seconds, until... 

"H-huh?!" She scrambled to get off of me, earning a giggle from 
Hoshinomiya-sensei. 

"Sensei," I said as I stood up, acting as if nothing had happened. 
"Can we get a move on? I don't want to waste more time." 

Ishihara-sensei nodded silently in response, and we _ began 
walking towards where all of the school's equipment was set up. Of 
course, though, the troublesome teacher behind us had to leave us 
with one last remark. 

"Don't do anything lewd, you two!" She shouted, drawing 
attention from the students who were still on the beach. 

They all began staring at us, and Ishihara-sensei quickened her 
pace in response. She clearly wanted to get out of here as soon as 
possible. 

"Honestly, that Chie-chan is so mean." She muttered as we 
walked, still looking flustered. 

Before long, we arrived at our destination. A little stall set up 
away from the main area of the beach. There was an official at it, a 
middle-aged man who I'd never seen before. Presumably, this was 
where the leaders were assigned. 

"We're here~!" 

Ishihara-sensei was back to normal, apparently. That was good. I 
needed her to be level-headed so that she could answer my very 
important question. 

"Sensei, can I confirm something with you? It's about the exam." 

"Hmm? Of course, go ahead!" 

The answer to this question would be the deciding factor in my 
plan. I thought that I might as well try something while I have the 
chance. There was no point trying to lie low at this point, and it 
would be interesting to see if anybody sees through my scheme or 
not. 
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I stepped out if the dense shrubbery into an open alcove of sorts. 
Ishihara-sensei followed behind me, holding a branch to the side as 
she stepped through the trees. 

This small clearing was vitally important. If we didn't gain 
dominion over this section of the island, we would be at an even 
bigger disadvantage than we already were. 

I look turned my eyes towards the tall rock surface, which had 
water spilling down it. Offset to the side of that waterfall was a 
dark cave entrance. In all likelihood, my classmates were already in 
there. 

I walked out fully into the clearing and began making my way 
over to the cave as the blistering sun roasted my skin from above. 
In this heat, camping in an open area was practically impossible. 

I reached the cave entrance and peered in, where I found a most 
peculiar sight. A fire. 

"Oh, hey, Ayanokoji. Took your time, didn't you?" Lelouch called 
out to me. 

"Why have you built a fire here?" I asked in confusion. 

"For fun. And so we can roast things. And in case it gets cold at 
night." Kururugi said. 

"I see... And where is the spot machine thing?" 

"It's that apparatus there." Sora stepped out of one of the two 
tents that had been pitched at the far side of the cave, and pointed 
at machine which stood against the wall. 

"Tents?" I murmured aloud. 

"The one that Nii just came out of has the toilet in, and the other 
one is a changing room." Shiro said, twirling her hair around her 
finger. 

"I see... So you're planning to build beds on the floor here?" 

"We thought we'd collect leaves and such to use as cushioning. It 
should do just fine." Light said, leaning against the cave wall 
opposite the spot machine. 

I nodded to him, and then turned my attention to the apparatus. I 
walked over to it and took out the leader key card. I turned it face- 
down and held it against the scanner. After a second, the display 
changed to show that Class D now occupied the spot, and showed a 
timer that began to count down from eight hours. 

"The spot system seems to work just fine," I commented as I 
returned the key card to my pocket. 

Sora, Light and Lelouch came over and huddled around the 
apparatus. After a few seconds, they dissipated with satisfied 


expressions. 

"Can we get some logs or something to use as seats? Standing will 
be tiring." Ryuzaki, who was crouched on the floor, suggested. 

"I agree. We should go and search for things to use as furniture 
while we search for leaves." Sora replied, slumping himself down on 
the hard ground. 

He beckoned Shiro over with his hand, and she sat happily in his 
lap with a gentle smile. 

"At least someone gets a comfortable chair..." Lelouch muttered as 
he watched. 

"We're going to be quite busy today. We need to find some food, 
some leaves and some chairs. That's a lot of searching." Light 
remarked with slight exasperation. 

"That's true. Well, we might as well start now." Ryuzaki stood up 
and began walking towards the cave exit. "I'm going to hunt for 
food. Feel free to join me." 

"T'll come, I suppose. You want to come too, Ayanokoji? We could 
use your physical abilities too." Kururugi said. 

"No. I still need to go to the other two spots." I replied. 

"Other two spots? What do you mean? And that reminds me, how 
did you know that we'd be here?" 

"Well, after we got shown all of the spots, I just assumed that you 
all would also decide that this is by far the best one." 

"After we got shown all of the spots?" Kururugi echoed, 
apparently more perplexed than before. 

"What leader-kun means is that the ‘significant scenery’ we were 
shown when the ship circled the island wasn't for mere sightseeing. 
They were hinting at the locations of the spots." Lelouch explained 
as he gave me get another nickname. 

"So you noticed this spot as we passed around the island and 
assumed that someone else would've spotted it as well, and that's 
how you knew to come here?" 

"That's right." I said as I walked towards the mouth of the cave. 

"It would hurt my brain if I observed and thought about 
everything that closely." Kururugi sighed in defeat. 

"And that's why you're an idiot." Sora chimed in mercilessly. 

"Now that was uncalled for," Kururugi responded with a smile. 
Even though he was out of his depth here when it came to intellect, 
Kururugi still appeared to enjoy our company. 

"Well. We'd better get going. Light, Lelouch and Sora, it's your 
duty to get the sleeping arrangements sorted, okay?" Ryuzaki said 
over his shoulder. 

"Just leave it to us, Ryuzaki." Light gave him a thumbs up. 

With that, I departed from the cave. I walked with Kururugi and 


Ryuzaki for a short while, before splitting off from them to head 
towards the spots instead. 

Already knowing exactly where I was headed, I walked in a line 
and made for the coast. I pushed through the trees at an upward 
slant and, eventually, came out atop a cliff edge. I gazed down the 
cliffside, and spotted several facilities which were located not all 
that far from our cave. 

There didn't appear to be a detour route, but as I walked along 
the cliff, I noticed a ladder set up in a blind spot. Anyone would've 
missed it upon first glance. I grabbed the ladder with all my 
strength. It seemed sturdy, so I used it to climb down to the bottom 
of the cliff. 

Shortly after touching ground, I found the first of my two 
objectives — a small hut. Near the entrance was a device — proof that 
those was a spot. When I peered through the window, I saw fishing 
tackles. In other words, occupation of this spot meant you would be 
able to catch fish without having to borrow equipment from the 
school. 

As expected, nobody had yet occupied the spot. The hut was 
located right under the cliff which meant that you didn't have to 
worry about anyone seeing you. Additionally, it was pretty much 
only possible to find this spot if you noticed it on the ship. Just to 
be safe, though, I still took a scan of the area. Detecting nobody, I 
discreetly pulled out my key card and used it to swiftly capture the 
spot. 

I took out the map supplied in the manual. I wrote a quick note 
about the approximate position of the hut — measuring it accurately 
would take way too long - and returned the map to my pocket as I 
turned my attention back to the clifftop. There was nothing else 
here, so I climbed the ladder back up. 

"When we circled around the island, I saw a tower over there..." 

While looking over the area, I relied on memory. I shifted my 
gaze toward the ground, where there was a fresh set of tracks 
leading in the direction of the tower. Then I continued into the 
forest, following the path. Eventually, I reached higher ground, 
where the tower was located. 

When I arrived, I happened upon a most interesting trio. They 
were apparently discussing the tower. They were probably thinking 
that it was possible to see over the whole beach by going up the 
installed ladder, but that it also meant you'd easily be spotted. 
Although the tower was located well in the backwoods, it was 
rather large itself, which meant that there was a good chance it'd be 
spotted and monitored. 

"Hm? Ayanok6oji-kun?" Horikita Suzune of Class 1-E noticed me. 


The two people she was with turned their heads to gaze at me, 
who had just came out at the top of the high ground. Those people 
were Kushida Kikyo and Koenji Rokusuke, both also in Class 1-E. A 
most curious combination. 

"Yo," I raised my hand in greeting as I made my way over to 
them. 

Horikita seemed slightly confused by my use of the word 'Yo,' but 
didn't say anything. Instead, she asked me a different question. 
"What are you doing here, Ayanokoji-kun?" 

"Same as you. Just happened to spot this tower while aimlessly 
wandering." I lied. 

"My, my, Ayanokoji-boy. If you want to lie, then you shouldn't go 
into unnecessary detail like that. Tsk tsk." Koenji mocked me with a 
haughty laugh. 

I suppose he was right, though. If there was one thing that I 
wasn't experienced in at all, it was lying to other people. Most my 
life had been spent completely transparently, after all. 

"Hm? What do you mean?" I decided to play dumb. 

"You saw this tower from the boat, didn't you?" Koenji seemed to 
see right through me. 

I briefly wondered why Koenji was placed in Class D. Out of 
everyone outside of my class that I'd seen, Koenji was probably the 
most talented individual. Was he placed in Class D because of his 
excessive narcissism, perhaps? 

"So you noticed that hint too, Koenji." I responded, indirectly 
answering his question. 

"Hint?" Kushida asked in confusion, speaking up for the first time 
since I arrived. She probably hadn't expected to encounter me, 
which is why she'd taken a moment to compose herself. 

"There was a hint?" Horikita queried, in a similar state. 

"Of course there was, Horikita-girl. Although I can't blame a 
flawed person such as yourself for not noticing it." Koenji replied 
arrogantly, running his hand through his hair. 

"But you're saying Ayanokoji-kun noticed it?" 

"Are you seriously still doing that?" I butted in with a sigh. "Why 
can't you just accept that I'm better than you?" 

"In my opinion, Ayanokoji-kun, you're far too arrogant. For the 
first month I knew you, you were just some ordinary, average guy. 
But then as soon as it was revealed that you are in that class, you've 
been acting all cocky. Don't you think you're simply letting 
something trivial like class allotment get to your ego?" 

"The fact that you think class allotment is trivial proves that 
you're incompetent." I shot back with a glare. 

"I refuse to accept that—" 


"Can you just shut up now, Horikita-girl?" Koenji cut her off 
rudely. "I'm not interested in hearing the opinion of an ugly 
existence like you." 

Horikita's eyebrow twitched even though she tried her best not to 
show a reaction, and I noticed Kushida stifle a laugh too. Was this 
girl just a closet sadist, or did she just like to see Horikita suffer in 
particular? 

"So, who's Class E's leader?" I asked bluntly, which caused 
Horikita and Kushida to stare at me in bewilderment. KOenji just 
laughed. 

"Why on earth do you think we'd tell you that?" Horikita asked, 
baffled. 

"I see. You're not going to tell me. Is it safe for me too assume 
that you're not going to capture that spot, then?" I inquired, 
motioning towards the tower. 

"Of course, even if one of us were the leader, we wouldn't occupy 
this spot now, since there's an enemy present." 

She said that as if it was obvious. I guess I might as well entertain 
myself by going entirely against her so-called ‘logic.' 

"In that case, excuse me." 

I made my way over to the tower and climbed up the installed 
ladder to the top. Once I was there, I took out the key card and 
approached the facilities. I took possession of the spot and returned 
the key card to my pocket, before descending to the ground once 
more. 

"Did you just...?" Horikita asked with wide eyes. 

"I don't know. Did I?" I gave a vague, mocking answer. 

"Hahaha! Your methods are funny, Ayanokoji-boy. You might be 
able to deceive these defects, but you won't fool a perfect existence 
such as myself with mere party tricks." 

Koenji had probably figured out what I was up. Knowing him, 
though, it was unlikely that he'd say anything. As Koenji laughed at 
me, Horikita and Kushida climbed up the tower to check the spot. 

K6enji and I watched in amusement as they returned from the top 
of the tower and climbed down the ladder, wearing baffled 
expressions. 

"You actually just took that spot?!" Horikita asked, still 
incredulous. 

"Looks like it," I said indifferently. 

"Uh, Ayanokoji-kun, aren't you a bit too trusting? What makes 
you think that we won't guess you as the leader at the end?" 
Kushida asked. 

"I don't think that at all." 

"Huh? Then why..." 


I tried dropping a small hint to see if Horikita would catch on, 
but she didn't show any signs of understanding at all. The only one 
that seemed to catch the hidden meaning in my words was the 
narcissistic boy wearing a smug smile. 

"Well, I've done what I came here to do. Goodbye." I bid them 
farewell and turned to leave, but I was stopped suddenly by a hand 
grabbing mine. 

I turned to see Horikita grasping me tightly with a stern face, 
staring at me. "What's your game, Ayanokoji-kun? I don't get you at 
all." 

It seemed like she wouldn't let me go without a satisfactory 
answer. Might as well humour her, then. 

"What's my game, hmm? I guess, I just wanted to see what you'd 
do. Plus, I wouldn't mind humbling you a bit in this exam." 

"You? Humble me?" 

"That's right." 

Horikita has the potential to unlock a very prospective talent, but 
she was chained down by her immature mindset. I can't deny that 
I'd quite like to see what would happen if those chains were to be 
broken. 

"I don't understand you. I don't understand you at all." Horikita 
said, glaring at me. 

"No. You don't." 

Her glare intensified as I said that. It seemed that she didn't like 
being talked down to. Meanwhile, Koenji was just watching with a 
bemused expression while Kushida had adopted a cute, thoughtful 
look. 

"Can you let go of my hand?" I asked politely, looking down to 
our connected arms. 

Horikita didn't reply, and just stared at me for a few more 
seconds. Then, she silently released me and turned around, 
intending to leave. 

"I think you'll come to regret doing what you just did. I've 
thought about it, and I can't see any merit in purposely revealing 
yourself as the leader." Horikita shot at me over her shoulder. 

"Try looking harder then, Horikita-girl." The blond said 
condescendingly. 

"What is that supposed to mean, Koenji-kun? And why do you 
keep acting like you know everything already?" Horikita snapped. 

"Hah! It's nothing. Please, forget about me." K6enji said 
dismissively, before suddenly coming to an apparent epiphany. 
"Actually, on second thoughts, you shouldn't forget about a 
profoundly beautiful person like myself. Rather, just forget my 
words." 


After correcting himself, Koenji swiftly exited the scene, 
disappearing into the trees. A moment later, Horikita also 
wordlessly departed, heading in the same direction. She glanced 
back and, once she saw that Kushida didn't intend to follow, 
disappeared as well. Now, only Kushida and I remained. 

"I was surprised to see you with those two. I thought you hated 
them." I said to the silent girl who was standing a bit away from 
me. 
She had appeared to be deep in thought, and was snapped back 
to earth by my remark. She looked me in the eye and took a few 
steps closer, closing the distance so that she could speak in a hushed 
voice. 

"I don't really mind Koenji-kun. Many people in my class think 
he's annoying, but his flippant attitude means that he's not someone 
I have to worry about, you know?" 

"I see..." 

It was sound logic. Koenji was very frivolous, which meant that 
he wasn't someone that would pose a danger to Kushida and her 
secret. Even if he did find out about it by coincidence, then he'd 
probably just laugh about it and keep quiet. That was just the kind 
of person he was. 

"Say, Kushida, why do you hate Horikita so much? Does she know 
about that?" I asked. 

This was the first time that I'd directly asked Kushida something 
about her private affairs. I noticed a shift in her expression, but she 
didn't look particularly uncomfortable. 

"I... I'm not sure. There's a possibility that she does, so I can't help 
but feel wary of her." Kushida said. Then, her eyes turned dark, and 
her voice turned cold as she spoke again, even quieter than before. 
"And that stuck-up, bitchy attitude of hers doesn't do her any 
favours as far as likeability goes." 

"There's a possibility, huh. Is that why you asked me that 
question on the cruise ship?" I asked in a low voice. 

Kushida didn't reply immediately, and instead stared sharply into 
my eyes. Her cold red pupils bore into me, but my face remained as 
blank as ever. After a while, she spoke again. 

"Understand, Ayanokoji-kun. I will do anything to protect the 
peaceful life that I've built up here. Even if there's a chance that 
Horikita-san knows nothing about me, I can't take that risk." 

Apparently, I wasn't the only one in this school that was just 
looking for a peaceful life, a place to start anew. 

"Then, you're targeting me too, are you not? I know about your 
secret as well, after all." 

"I can't do that, can I? Even if I do get you expelled, you would 


still release that recording publicly before dropping out just to spite 
me, wouldn't you?" Kushida growled. 

"I know your secret, and you can do nothing to go against me. I 
suppose that makes me number one on your most-hated list, doesn't 
it?" 

"I can't deny that." 

"Can that be changed?" 

"Sorry, but I really can't see it happening." 

It was only natural to feel hatred towards someone who 
effectively had your life in their hands, so I didn't feel offended by 
Kushida's words. In fact, I was grateful for her honesty. It made 
communication between us much easier. 

"I see. Well, I'd advise you to try to drop that hatred as much as 
possible. I have no intention of exposing your secret, so hating me 
will only be a burden to your mental state." 

Kushida gave a self-deprecating, empty laugh. "That's nothing 
new. My mind is already full of such burdens every single day. This 
is just one more drop in the ocean to me." 

"So that's how it is," I refrained from pressing further for now, 
since Kushida had decided to open up to me, even if only by a 
fraction. I had to respect that if I was to build trust. "You should 
head back to your class, before they get suspicious. I have things to 
do as well." 

"Oh, and just one more thing. What are you trying to do by 
revealing yourself as the leader? What scheme are you plotting this 
time?" She asked me as I turned to leave. 

"What makes you think that I'd tell an enemy?" I answered her 
with a question of my own. 

"You could just order me to keep quiet about it. It's not like I can 
go against you, anyway." 

"I already told you, didn't I? I don't intend to alter your life 
drastically. There's no need for me to give you commands when it's 
unnecessary." 

Kushida's face melted into a strange mix of both satisfaction and 
dissatisfaction as I said that. If I had to guess, she was probably 
happy that I'd said that I wouldn't unnecessarily intrude on her life, 
while simultaneously annoyed that I'd refused to tell her anything. 

Kushida said that she couldn't see her flame of hatred for me ever 
burning out, but I couldn't be sure if that was really the case. Even 
if she was fully confident in her statement, there are other ways to 
suffocate a flame than just letting it fade out on its own. 


AVAVAWA 


Sora's POV 

The four of us - Me, Shiro, Light and Lelouch - were lounging 
around, doing nothing in particular, within the cave we'd occupied. 
We only got the chance to speak about trivial things for a short 
while, though, because only a few minutes after the other three left, 
some visitors turned up. 

I lifted Shiro off of my lap and, grasping her hand, walked to the 
mouth of the cave with Lelouch and Light. When we reached it, we 
looked out over the open area before us, the soothing sound of 
running water was the only sound that could be heard. 

Standing before us was ten individuals. I didn't recognize any of 
them, but I had a suspicion of who one of them was. 

"Shiro, do you know who they are?" Lelouch asked. 

He'd probably asked Shiro because she definitely knew. She'd said 
that she'd already memorized every first-year student, after all. 

"They're all Class A. The bald one is Katsuragi Kohei." Shiro 
replied. 

"Class A, hmm?" Lelouch took his eyes off of my sister and turned 
to address the group of Class A students. "You, Katsuragi, you're one 
of the Class A faction leaders, aren't you? Can I take it that you also 
spotted this cave from the ship?" 

"It's nothing like that. We just happened to stumble upon this 
place while searching for a spot." 

He said that, but he couldn't hide his slight surprise in his voice. I 
was almost certain that he'd planned to come here right away, but 
we had beaten him to the punch. 

"I believe this is my first encounter with your class. It's nice to 
meet you all. I might as well formally introduce myself; I'm 
Katsuragi Kohei, Class 1-A." 

"I remember you, Katsuragi, from when I visited Class A a while 
back. I'm Yagami Light, Class 1-D." Light said politely in response. 

"Sora, and this is my sister, Shiro." I stated flatly. I wasn't 
particularly interested in making a good impression. 

Lelouch smirked arrogantly before starting his introduction. "If 
you haven't already heard of me, I'm Lelouch, future Class A 
graduate. The pleasure is all yours." 

"Arrogance is not an admirable trait." Katsuragi said as his 
classmates all glared distastefully at us. 

Of course, I knew that Lelouch was being intentionally 
provocative, and that he wasn't actually that arrogant. However, by 
acting like this, he could potentially cause the Class A students to 
cloud their judgement regarding him. 


And also, it sounded much cooler than a polite introduction. 

"I see. I'll definitely bear that in mind." Lelouch said neutrally. 

If I had to guess, Lelouch probably did actually intend to ensure 
that he doesn't become overconfident. 

"Katsuragi. Are you sure that you didn't come here on purpose? 
Finding this place straight away would be quite the coincidence, 
considering where it's located." Light asked skeptically. 

"Are you implying that your class came here on purpose?" 
Katsuragi responded cautiously, trying his best not to leak any 
information. 

It was all for naught, though. I was already certain that Katsuragi 
knew of this spot before the exam even started, just based off of his 
reaction to our presence. 

"That's exactly what I'm saying, actually. We all noticed this spot 
from aboard Speranza." Light answered. 

"I see. Well, in that case, we should get going. It will be bad if we 
don't find a spot soon." 

Katsuragi rallied his classmates, and prepared to set off once 
more into the wilderness. Just before he departed, though, I decided 
to shout out to him. 

"Oh, and, don't bother going to the hut or the tower, either. We've 
already claimed those as well." 

In reality, we didn't have those two spots yet. Ayanokoji had only 
left a short while ago to go and claim them, and he had almost 
definitely not done so yet. However, by saying that we had, I 
greatly reduced the chances of Class A going to check them, and so, 
also reduced the chances of those spots getting stolen from us. 

"The tower and the hut? What are you talking about?" Katsuragi 
asked, turning to face me. 

Katsuragi played dumb. It was probably to stifle any questions 
coming from his classmates. After all, he would probably lose 
support within his class if the other students found out that he'd 
hidden this information from them. I was under the impression that 
Sakayanagi was the antithesis of Katsuragi, so I had no doubt that 
she'd take the opportunity to make herself out to be more 
transparent to her classmates. It certainly seemed like hard work, 
being involved in class politics. 

"Oh, it's nothing. Don't mind me." I waved him off, and returned 
to the cave, shortly followed by my classmates. 

"He definitely came here with the intention of occupying this 
cave." Light remarked as we sat down once more. 

"Yeah. We'll share our findings with the others before coming up 
with our plan." Lelouch declared. 

"Plan?" Shiro murmured unconsciously. 


"They just gave us a massive hint. An easy way to guess their 
leader, should I say." I said, pulling Shiro into my lap. 

"They did?" Shiro asked as she laid her head on my chest. 

"Yeah. Think about it for a second - Katsuragi definitely came 
here on purpose, with the intention of occupying this spot. What 
does that tell us?" 

"Hmm... The leader was among that group?" Shiro responded, 
seemingly catching on to the implications. 

"Exactly." I stroked her head lightly. 

A tranquil silence befell our group. To be fair, there was nothing 
for us to do until the others returned. For a while, the only sound 
that could be heard was the scratching of a pencil on paper, until 
somebody spoke up. 

"Oi, Shiro, can you give me a hand over here?" Light asked, 
raising his gaze from the paper and setting the pencil down. 

"Huh?" Shiro looked visibly shocked. 

She wasn't used to this kind of treatment. She'd spent pretty much 
her entire life being abused by almost everyone she'd ever met. To 
be wholly accepted by a group such as this was definitely an alien 
experience to her. I gave her hand a squeeze to reassure her, and 
she resolved herself in response. 

Shiro shuffled over to Light, who was kneeling over a piece of 
paper which he'd laid down on the rocky floor. She sat down cross- 
legged opposite him, and peered down at the page. 

"I decided to map out the island in detail, including all of the 
spots we were shown from the ship, but I'm having trouble making 
sure it matches up with the islands topography. Do you think you 
can help me fill it in?" 

Nobody except for me had ever asked for Shiro's help before. It 
made me think, perhaps this school isn't so bad after all. Even 
though Light had probably only asked her because he'd thought she 
would have remembered the islands details the best, I was still 
grateful that he was willing to reach out to her. 

I realized that this was an extremely depressing thing to be this 
happy about. 

"Yeah," Shiro took a moment and closed her eyes. She was 
probably reconstructing a model of the island in her mind, taking 
into account everything she'd seen and learned up until now. "This 
whole area will be the beach..." 

Shiro began tracing her finger over the page, and then Light went 
over it with the pencil. This process went on for an indeterminate 
number of minutes, Shiro pinpointing various features and details 
as Light added more and more to the map. 

When they were finally done, Light picked up the map with his 


hand and raised it into the air. He looked it over for a few seconds, 
before nodding in satisfaction and turning it so that Shiro could see. 

"It's perfect. Thank you." He gave her a warm smile. 

I felt my face, which normally wore a condescending expression, 
shift into a gentle one. I glanced at Lelouch who, for once, looked 
genuinely content as he watched the scene. It was surprising, seeing 
as how he was usually either smug or apathetic. 

"See? That wasn't bad, was it?" I patted Shiro's head as she 
returned to my side. 

Shiro didn't respond, but she didn't even have to. I already knew 
exactly what emotions were coursing through her. The feeling of 
being accepted, of being at ease. Being able to become properly a 
part of a group. Feelings that she'd never felt before. 

"Maybe I can accept this school after all." 


AVAVAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

As I was returning to the base, I happened upon an odd sight. 
Within the dense thicket of trees and branches, there was a small 
clearing, an open area surrounded by shrubbery. In the centre, 
there was a log spanning across around half the diameter of the 
clearing, most likely the result of a tree toppling over some time in 
the past. 

Sat atop that log was a lone girl. She was facing away from me, 
so the only thing I could see was her silver hair that reached down 
to her mid-back, tied back by twin black ribbons. That, and the fact 
that she was trembling subtly. 

I kicked my brain into gear but, after around half a minute, it 
returned nothing. Even after scouring through all my knowledge, I 
couldn't find anything that would help me right now. This situation 
was completely unfamiliar to me. 

After hesitating, I finally decided to just walk out and approach 
the girl. My footsteps made soft sounds as I walked on the grass, 
intruding on the quiet that veiled the forest. The girl appeared to 
hear my approach, because she tensed up as I go closer. 

"Um... Hello," I called out awkwardly. 

I sighed internally. Of all the situations that could arise, why did 
it have to be one that would test my weakest skill? Social 
interaction was most definitely not my forte by any stretch of the 
imagination. 

The girl turned to half-face me. She didn't look directly at me, 


rather, she just turned to face my direction. One thing immediately 
occurred to me. Either this girl was genuinely nervous, or she was 
an extremely good actor. 

"I'm Ayanokoji Kiyotaka, from Class D." 

"I'm... Shiina Hiyori. Class C" The girl looked up at me, and I got 
my first good look at her face. 

Immediately, two things stuck out to me. The first was that she 
was cute. Her soft facial features combined with her demeanour 
invoked a strong urge to protect her. More importantly, though, 
was the ugly red mark that sorely blemished her left cheek. It was 
no doubt a violence-inflicted wound. 

"Are you okay?" I asked as sincerely as I could. 

"I'm fine..." She gave a gentle smile, but I could tell that it was 
forced. 

"Why are you out here all alone?" 

"I had a disagreement with Ryiien-kun, so he kicked me out of the 
Class C camp." She explained, massaging her injury. 

"I see..." I trailed off, not exactly knowing what to say. 

I couldn't deny that I was skeptical, but my conscience wouldn't 
allow me to just leave her here. 

"Would you like to come back to the Class D camp with me?" 

"Huh? But... But I'm from an enemy class." 

"Of course, I'd have to discuss it with the others once we get there 
but, as it stands, there isn't really a better alternative." 

"Hmm, okay. In that case, I'll accept your kindness." 

Despite her situation, this girl still managed to smile and 
appeared to be remaining positive. Her resolve was commendable. 

Shiina picked up the bag that she had laid down beside her feet 
and, trailing behind me, set off towards the cave. I directed my gaze 
over my shoulder, towards the girl who was following timidly 
behind me, her eyes trained on the ground. 

We walked without uttering a word to each other, only the sound 
of an occasional branch snapping under our steps could be heard. 
This was definitely one of the more awkward silences that I'd 
experienced since enrolling here. I didn't assume that this girl had 
bad social skills, though — after all, anyone would be shaken if they 
were in her position. Moreover, it was a result of my lack of tact 
when it came to situations such as these. 

Eventually, we broke out of the forest and arrived at the cave. It 
seemed that Kururugi and Ryuzaki had already returned, as there 
was a flame centered in the open area outside the cave entrance, 
with a fish roasting above it. 

By now, the sun had begun inexorably sinking toward the 
horizon, turning the lanky pine trees into fire-edged silhouettes. As 


such, the bright flame contrasted against the dimming skies, 
banishing the darkness that would soon invade the desolate island. 

There were four thick logs being used as seats that lined the 
perimeter of a square around the flickering sparks. Seated on them 
were the outlines of six people, their faces lit up by the sweltering 
heat. The fourth log was vacant, and I assumed that it was saved for 
me. 

It appeared that while I'd been gone, the others had also gathered 
enough leaves to cushion all of us when we slept, since there were 
multiple large piles of them stacked near the mouth of the cave, 
which looked ominous now that evening had set in. 

It made sense that they were able to get everything sorted while I 
was gone. After meeting Horikita, Kushida and Koenji, I had 
decided to do an entire lap around the island, in order to get more 
familiar with its topography. While doing that, I'd happened across 
Class B, who'd occupied a riverside spot, and then I stumbled upon 
A-Class a bit later on. 

Class A had captured the two spots closest in proximity to our 
base. The three spots that Class D had occupied were notably close 
together compared to the rest, but these two weren't exactly far 
away from us. In fact, it would probably be possible for us to 
observe the location of their base camp if we were at an elevated 
vantage point. 

I'd noted down these occupations on the map in my manual by 
writing a letter next to the spots I'd marked. There was a total of ten 
spots located on the island, and I now knew which class was 
occupying six out of those ten spots. The remaining four were most 
likely split evenly between Class C and Class E, if I had to take a 
guess. 

"Hey, Ayanokoji, what are you doing? And who's that with you?" 

Light's smooth voice snapped me out of my thoughts, and I 
realized that I'd been standing still absentmindedly for a while as I 
pondered. Feeling slightly embarrassed, I gestured for Shiina to 
follow me, and made my way over to the fire. 

"Where the hell have you been? It shouldn't have taken you this 
long to occupy two spots." Sora called out as I reached the flames 
and sat down on the log. 

Shiina looked hesitant, so I motioned for her to sit on the other 
side of the log with me. She, obliged and sat, glancing nervously 
between each of my classmates. 

"| decided to look around the island for a bit, to gather 
information. I found out which spots were occupied by Class B and 
A." I explained. 

"I see. And who's this girl? I thought you were dating that 


Kushida chick." The raven-haired boy asked, nodding toward the 
silver-haired girl sitting beside me, causing her to blush lightly. 

"She's Shiina Hiyori, from Class C. Apparently, she's been kicked 
out of her class and has nowhere to go." I ignored the dangerous 
remark about Kushida and answered his question. 

"So you brought her here?" 

"Yes." 

As I said that, there were two distinctly different reactions. 
Notably, Lelouch and Sora sent a look at me that seemed to say, 
‘you're an idiot,’ while Light and Kururugi gave me an approving 
nod. 

"You're naive, Ayanokoji. She's probably a spy." Sora said in a 
disappointed tone. 

"I'm not naive. I also considered the possibility, but I thought it'd 
be best to bring her here anyway. After all, we can't be certain 
either way, and I couldn't just leave a girl alone in the forest." I 
replied. 

"Hmm..." Sora stroked his chin as he thought. 

Lelouch decided to add his own opinion. "Still, though, why 
would you risk leaking information just to help an enemy? It seems 
foolish to me." 

"Even if she is a spy, that doesn't change the fact that she's a lone 
girl with nowhere to go." Light countered. 

"Hm? If she's a spy, then that means that she didn't actually get 
kicked out of Class C, doesn't it?" 

"Do you really think Ryiien would let her back in without having 
gathered any information?" 

While this debate went on, Shiina merely sat in silence, looking 
down. I couldn't blame here, since this must be a very awkward and 
also unsettling situation for her. After all, if we decided not to let 
her stay with us, she actually would be left to fend for herself. 

"I agree with Light. Even knowing that her abandonment is a set- 
up, we should still shelter her because it's the right thing to do." 
Kururugi said, opposing Lelouch. 

It made sense that Light and Kururugi would fight on Shiina's 
behalf. They were the two here with the strongest moral principles, 
after all. 

"This is a special exam; we don't have time to waste housing 
enemies." Sora interjected coldly. 

"And you would leave a girl alone in the wilderness during the 
night based on the assumption that she's a spy? How can you even 
be sure of that?" Light shot back, slightly raising his voice. 

"Oh, you idiot, just look at her face! If Rytien actually wanted to 
discipline and punish her, he wouldn't have given her a mark in 


such a visible place, would he?" 

Sora raised a good argument. The fact that her injury was in such 
a prominent place meant that it was likely put there intentionally. 

"Even if you're sure that she's a spy, that doesn't change the fact 
that she has nowhere to go and it's getting dark!" Kururugi 
passionately waved his hand at the darkening sky. 

"Who says she has nowhere to go, Suzaku? She can just go back 
to there." Lelouch pointed in the direction of the starting beach, 
through the trees. 

"To where?" Kururugi responded quizzically. 

"To the boat and drop out. Duh." Sora mocked as if it was 
obvious. 

"That's practically on the other side of the island. She'll have to 
walk all that way on her own! What if she gets hurt half-way?" 
Light argued. 

"Well then there's a feature on our lovely watches just for that 
occasion, isn't there?" 

"Besides, if you're so worried about her, you can just escort her 
yourself, prince charming." Lelouch added condescendingly. 

"This is going nowhere. How about we ask everybody else for 
their opinions?" Kururugi asked, being the reasonable guy he is. 
"Ryuzaki, what do you think?" 

"I think this whole argument is fruitless. There's a simple solution 
to it." He replied disinterestedly. 

"A simple solution?" They all asked in unison. 

"Yes. Lelouch and Sora, you two are blinded by your suspicions 
while Light and Kururugi are blinded by their principles. Just take a 
second to calm yourself and think objectively." 

I considered Ryuzaki's words, and felt that I could probably guess 
what his solution was. There was still some confusion, so I decided 
to speak to clear it up while also confirming whether Ryuzaki had 
the same thought as me or not. 

"You just want to search her bag, right Ryuzaki?" 

"That's right. You can buy equipment like radio transceivers and 
cameras with your points. If Shiina has any item like that in her 
bag, it'll be clear whether she is a spy or not. We just need to 
confiscate those items and then we can be safe." 

Things seemed to click in the brains of the four debaters, because 
they all adopted an expression of understanding. Sora even hit 
himself in the head, seemingly annoyed that he'd overlooked such a 
simple fix to the problem. 

"Won't there still be a chance that she could find out our leader 
when we renew our spot?" Kururugi asked cautiously. 

"We can just have her turn around, I suppose." Lelouch sighed, 


agreeing with Ryuzaki's proposal. "Besides, Rytien is probably 
looking for more definitive proof." 

"What makes you say that?" Light asked. 

"Ryiien isn't the kind of guy who will trust the words of his 
classmates. Photographic evidence is likely what he's looking for." 
Lelouch clarified his simple deduction. 

"Yeah. If there's one thing that Class C lacks, it's unity." Sora 
added. 

It looked like the matter was settled, then. Noting this, I turned to 
the Shiina that was sitting next to me. 

"Will you let us search your bag so that you can stay here?" 

"Oh, uh, uhm..." Shiina stuttered, looking flustered. 

From her body language, it was pretty clear at this point that she 
was, in fact, on an espionage mission. Her reaction to being caught 
was quite cute, though. 

"You can search my belongings. It's the least I can do to respect 
your hospitality." Eventually, she made up her mind, and handed 
her bag to me. 

"A wise choice," Lelouch nodded approvingly. 

I began to open her bag, but I was stopped by a voice. 

"Hey, uh, Ayanokoji, you should probably let Shiro be the one to 
do the searching." Light called out, embarrassed. 

"Huh? Why does it matter who searches the bag?" I asked, not 
grasping the implication. 

"She probably has certain... female-specific items in there. That's 
why we should also use a girl to look through those, uh, items." 
Sora explained awkwardly. 

"Oh, right. I didn't think about that." I responded, handing the 
bag over to Blank. 

"You know, for a genius, you're quite stupid." Lelouch laughed at 
me, which I ignored. 

I couldn't deny that I felt a little silly for not considering the 
intersex aspect. Social norms were still foreign to me. 

Shiro opened the bag, and began carefully sorting through 
Shiina's belongings. Eventually, her hands found two hard objects, 
and she pulled them both out at the same time. 

"So it's confirmed," Kururugi sighed dissatisfied. It appeared that 
he'd really wanted to believe that Shiina had no ulterior motive. 

In Shiro's hands, she held a walkie-talkie and a disposable 
camera, confirming that she was here for spying purposes. Without 
these two items hidden, though, it was unlikely that she'd be able to 
cause any damage to us. 

"A radio transceiver..." Lelouch muttered reflexively. He was 
probably thinking about something. 


"So, Shiina, you're all right with staying here without these two 
things, right?" Sora asked. 

"Yes, I suppose I have no choice." She replied amicably. 

"That solves everything, then." Light said with a smile. 

After that, we turned our attention to the topic of food. Ryuzaki 
and Kururugi had returned with quite a lot of food. They'd even 
managed to catch fish, which baffled me, considering the fact they 
didn't take any tools. We decided that one, maybe two, purchased 
rations would be enough to supplement the naturally harvested 
food we'd found and get us through the week. That would cost us 
twenty to forty points. 

We bought one ration from Ishihara-sensei and created a meal by 
combining it with our harvested resources. After eating, it was time 
for roll call. Ishihara-sensei commented on the extra person as she 
surveyed us, and then called out our names. Since nobody was 
absent, we didn't incur the five-point penalty. 

After a bit of idle talk, we decided to call it a day. We all helped 
to turn the leaves that'd been collected into makeshift bedding, and 
Shiina volunteered to help as well as thanks for sheltering her with 
us. Once that was done, we put out the fire and prepared to go to 
bed. Before that, though, there was one more thing that had to be 
done. 

"Hey, Shiina, do you mind waiting out here for a few seconds 
while we go inside to renew our spot?" I asked. 

"Of course." Shiina happily obliged. 

We all went back into the cave as a disguise, and I swiftly 
reclaimed our spot, gaining one bonus point, before returning 
outside to call Shiina in. 

"Thank you for your cooperation," I said as I walked with her into 
the blackness. 

"It's nothing. You were kind enough to compromise for me, so 
respecting the boundary when it comes to your spot is expected 
from me." 

The eight 'beds' were lined up in a straight row, spanning the wall 
of the cave. Shiina was given the bed at the far side, so that she 
could be next to Shiro only, which would be more comfortable. 
Obviously, Sora was the other one next to Shiro, and then after that 
was me, then Light, then Ryuzaki, then Lelouch and then finally 
Kururugi on the other end. 

As we lay in bed, a small conversation was started by the 
amethyst-eyed boy. A rather disconcerting conversation. 

"Going back to what I said earlier, Ayanok6ji..." When he started 
off with that, I already knew that he was going to say something 
troublesome. "How did you and Kushida get together?" 


A laugh escaped the lips of the two boys lying on each side of me. 

"We aren't dating," I responded monotonously. 

"Do you really think anyone would believe you? We've seen you 
sneaking around alone with her occasionally, you know?" Sora said, 
nudging my side with his elbow. 

"We're just friends. There's nothing going on between us." 

"Haha! We've learned quite a few interesting things about each 
other today! First, we learned that Sora, Shiro and Lelouch need to 
exercise for once, and now we've learned that Ayanokoji needs to 
practice lying!" Light chuckled. 

"They need to exercise?" I questioned, not knowing what he was 
referring to. 

"You should've heard them when we went out to collect leaves. 
They didn't stop complaining about having to walk! And they were 
panting like dogs just from a small round-trip of the area." 

"Oi. Watch it, playboy-kun." Lelouch shot from the opposite side 
of the row. 

"He isn't wrong though." Kururugi commented from next to him. 

"Even so, there are just some things you don't say. Hmph." Sora 
huffed. 

"Anyway, your deduction was wrong. I really wasn't lying." I 
interjected. 

"You said 'there's nothing going on between us.' Even if you aren't 
dating, then you're still a liar, considering that there's something 
you two have to secretly meet up for." Ryuzaki attacked 
unexpectedly. 

"What could I possibly have with Kushida?" I feigned ignorance. 

"That's what we're asking, boyfriend-kun." Lelouch gave me yet 
another nickname. 

I sighed. "It's really nothing." 

"Yeah, it'd better be." Sora growled at me. 

"Don't worry, Ayanokoji. Nii is just worried that you got a 
girlfriend while he's still a super-virgin." Shiro said the most 
devastating thing yet, which caused the entire cave to burst out 
laughing. Even Shiina giggled. 

"W-w-what are you saying, dear sister of mine?!" Sora panicked, 
flustered. 

"You've never even touched a girl other than me." 

"Shiro, he's already dead." Light laughed. 

I thought about my life here at this school so far. I'd thought that 
I'd just lay low and live a normal life, but my expectations were 
subverted quickly, and I found myself in this class, surrounded by 
these people. 

I couldn't say that I disliked it, though. Our class was becoming 


more and more like a close group every day, and this interaction 
was proof of that. Everybody was able to joke around together in 
this manner, which wasn't something that just any collection of 
individuals could do. 

I felt the darkness swirling within my heart, and tried my best to 
push it down. All I could do was hope, hope that this opportunity to 
live comfortably among these people wouldn't be crushed by the 
weight of my past. The mindset that'd been instilled in me ever 
since I could remember. 

I feel asleep with those thoughts, within this blissful atmosphere. 
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Chapter 3-3: Freedom On A Desert Island 


Light's POV 

I woke up earlier than I'd liked. The heat and humidity had made 
me toss and turn in my sleep. It finally roused me, and I wasn't very 
well rested. I'd always made sure to get a good night's sleep in order 
to ensure that my performance didn't dip, so this was especially 
jarring to me. 

Once the night began to lift and the sun began to emerge, the 
temperature on the island rose significantly. As a result, the air in 
the cave began to smell of a revolting sweat. 

I pushed myself up into a sitting position, and scanned my gaze 
over the beds adjacent to mine. As I looked from one shadowy 
outline to another, I noticed something. One of them was missing. 

I turned my attention to the row of luggage that lined the 
opposite wall of the cave. They were all there, which meant that the 
person was probably going to return soon. 

Making sure I didn't wake anyone, I rose to my feet and quietly 
made my way to the mouth of the cave. I was bathed in a golden 
hue as I exited, the celestial body in the sky bestowing its morning 
light down upon me. 

I wasn't the only one. Standing still by the waterfall that crashed 
down the cliff face was a lone boy, his spiky hair sticking out of his 
black silhouette. He was simply staring up, catching one last gaze at 
the stars before they were banished by the day that followed the 
sun. 

I approached him, the rhythmic padding of my footsteps the only 
sound accompanying the rushing water. As I got closer, the boy's 
shadowy figure began to come to life — its hair was dyed its usual 
maroon colour, and his shirt started to become white, standing out 
against the dark nightscape. 

He seemed to be aware of my presence as I silently walked up 
behind him, but made no move to acknowledge me. Rather, he 
simply continued staring up at the heavens, watching as the stars 
dwindled away. I stood beside him for a while, joining him in his 
gaze. 

After an indeterminate amount of time, a soft, gentle voice 
escaped the mouth of the boy standing beside me. If I were any 
farther away, I was sure I wouldn't have been able to hear it. 


"It's humbling, isn't it?" 

"I suppose it is," I responded smoothly. 

A brief silence enveloped us. The boy pulled his gaze away from 
the night, and directed his crimson eyes at me instead. 

"Stars are like people," he said. 

"Hm? How so?" I asked. 

"If you are represented by the earth, then all of those stars out 
there represent the countless people you'll meet over the course of 
your life." He gestured towards the vast expanse of shining sparkles 
above us. 

"However," he continued, moving his hand and pointing towards 
the rising sun. "That star is special. Although it's the same as all the 
others in the grand scheme of things, to you it's the brightest thing 
in the sky. It becomes your entire world, the one that's irreplaceable 
to you." 

I adopted a thoughtful expression as he lowered his arm. The one 
that's irreplaceable, huh? I wondered if I was even capable of 
having someone like that. 

"You're quite the lucky planet, then. You've already found your 
sun." 

He nodded. "Yeah. I've found the brightest star of them all." 

I felt a warm sensation build up inside me. I suppose this 
atmosphere with his genuine, tender words would create such an 
effect on most people. Strangely enough, I didn't have any urge to 
suppress it; in fact, I found it oddly comforting. 

"Why did you come here, Sora?" I inquired after a brief lull in the 
conversation. 

"There is a rule at this school: 'Contact with the outside world is 
strictly forbidden." 

"You came here because of that? Most people would view it as a 
downside." I replied in confusion. 

"They would. But for Shiro and I, it was what sealed our decision 
to enrol." Sora spoke in a manner which convinced me he was 
telling no lie. 

What kind of situation would cause a person to purposefully 
choose to enrol somewhere they would be isolated from the rest of 
the society? I found myself at a loss. 

"How about you, Light? What was your primary motivation?" 

"My whole life, I've lived for the purpose of meeting expectations. 
Always expected to be top of my class, always expected to be the 
best at sports. My coming to this school was no different." I 
answered with a sombre sigh. 

"You've lived permanently weighed down by expectations? And 
you always met them?" 


"That's right. I've always lived up to the expectations set on me, 
because there was nothing else for me to do. I found everything dull 
and boring, just doing those mundane things every day." 

"I see... I understand now, why you came to this school," Sora 
said. 

"You do?" I asked in interest. 

"I do," he replied, locking eyes with me. "What you crave more 
than anything is a challenge. Something to liven up your dull, 
mundane life. You thought you could find that here." 

"Hmm... Yes... You may be right. In fact, I've wanted nothing 
more than a rival I can truly battle with evenly using the full extent 
of my ability. Someone who could match me, and add colour to my 
grey world. How did you figure it out?" 

"How did I figure it out?" Sora laughed. "It's because Shiro and I 
have been searching for the exact same thing." 

A pair of shut-ins, who have allegedly never lost at anything 
before. While not exactly comparable to me, I noticed some 
similarities between Blank and I. We were both far too acquainted 
with success. 

"I wonder if we'll find people like that at this school." I ponded 
out loud. 

"I think it'll be amazing if we all get to fight each other someday." 
Sora said enthusiastically. 

"But we're classmates." 

"That might not be a problem. Who knows what kind of special 
exams the school has in store for us? There might be one where you 
can partner up with anyone you like!" 

A special exam that I can put my all into, and still struggle in? 
That certainly sounds wonderful. For me, who has never struggled 
at anything before, it sounded like an ideal challenge. 

"An exam where we can compete, huh. That does sound nice." I 
said. 

Another silence ensued as Sora and I enjoyed the gentle 
atmosphere. I thought about asking him what he was doing out 
here, but decided against the idea. Instead, I noted the time. 

"Everyone will be waking up in a few hours. We should get back 
to sleep." 

"Yeah. I wouldn't want Shiro to wake up without me next to her, 
after all." 

Sora and I walked back to the cave, turning our backs to the sun, 
and leaving it behind. I climbed back into my bundle of leaves, 
hoping to be well-rested enough to face the trials the day would 
throw at us. 
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Ayanokoji's POV 

"So, anyone got any plans for today?" 

Lelouch asked the group. We were sitting around the same logs 
we were on before, except this time the fire wasn't lit. The weather 
was already sweltering enough. 

"I'm going to go hunt berries, but, other than that, I have nothing 
to do." I said. 

Early in the morning, before Shiina had awoken, we decided to 
designate ‘hunting berries' as code for occupying spots. We would be 
far too obvious if we didn't disguise it with a code phrase. 

"Oh, regarding that, Ayanokoji, do you mind if I join you?" 
Ryuzaki asked, from his position crouched on the log opposite 
mine. 

"You want to go with boyfriend-kun? What for?" Lelouch asked 
teasingly. 

"I thought it'd be best to join him, because he's going in that 
direction anyway. I want to set myself up in the tower that we 
occupy for the day." Ryuzaki explained. 

"The tower?" Kururugi looked confused. 

"It's an elevated base," Shiro said, drawing in our attention even 
though her speech was quiet. "It should be a good vantage point. 
Taking into account the islands layout, you should also be able to 
scout key areas from it." 

Everybody went silent for a second to ponder over the words. 
Light took out his map and stared at it for a short while, before 
expressing a sudden realization. 

"Ah! I see!" He exclaimed. "You're talking about this area here, 
right, Shiro and Ryuzaki?" 

Light turned the map towards us, and tapped his finger against a 
place on the map. It appeared that, thanks to the excessive detail 
he'd put on the map with Shiro's help, he'd been able to notice what 
the two were talking about. 

A majority of the island was covered by a dense forest, with only 
occasional clearings and beaches scattered around. However, the 
location that Light was pointing out was one of the few places 
where the forest thinned out. Whereas most of the view from above 
was blocked by a blanket of green, courtesy of the countless trees, 
this area was one of the few that could be observed. 

This wouldn't be significant on its own, however this place just 
happened to be in a crucial location. More specifically, it was the 


fastest and safest path to travel between two spots — the two spots 
that Class A currently occupied. 

"Hmm, I see." Sora hummed. "You want to spy on Class A as they 
traverse between their two spots." 

"That's right." Ryuzaki said. "Although Katsuragi is cautious, he 
won't be cautious enough to think deeply about the travel patterns 
between his spots. Because of this, by calculating the times at which 
Class A will have to renew their spots and which people move 
between the two spots around this time frame, we'll be able to 
narrow down the identity of their leader." 

"Won't that be way too difficult?" Kururugi asked skeptically. 

"Indeed, it will take very careful observation and commitment. 
However, I think I have the ability to do it." 

"If it's alright with you, Ryuzaki, I'd like to join you." Light 
requested from beside the black-eyed boy. 

"I don't have any objections, but is there any particular reason 
why?" Ryuzaki asked, staring at Light blankly. 

"Just call it a personal interest in you, I suppose. I want to see 
how you work. You've been quite mysterious so far." 

Well, Light definitely wasn't wrong. Out of all my classmates, 
Ryuzaki was the one who I knew the least about. While I'd love to 
also sit at the tower with them and observe Ryuzaki's methods, I 
had other things to do today. 

"I see. That's fine, then." Ryuzaki stated with a nod. 

"There's just one problem," I interjected, drawing all eyes towards 
me. "You'd be extremely lucky to narrow the leader down to just 
one person using that method. It's wishful thinking, in fact." 

"We currently have it narrowed down to nine people. Ryuzaki's 
method will likely get that number down to two or three." Lelouch 
said objectively. 

"We have it down to nine people? How so?" Kururugi asked. 

"Don't you remember when that group turned up here yesterday? 
Someone there is obviously the leader, since Katsuragi was 
definitely planning to occupy this spot after seeing it from the 
island." Light explained. 

"But there were ten of them, weren't there? How is it narrowed 
down to nine?" 

"Oh please," Sora rolled his eyes. "Katsuragi was one of them. Do 
you seriously think that guy would make himself the leader?" 

"Uh, well..." Kururugi trailed off. 

"Mhm. Katsuragi is far too cautious to even consider such a move. 
Unfortunately for him, that just makes him that much easier to 
read." Ryuzaki reasoned smoothly. 

"He's predictable because he won't take risks." Shiro summarised. 


It was something I hadn't put much thought into before but, now 
that Sora had said it, I became aware of just how true his words 
were. Information truly is the deadliest weapon. Just by knowing 
Katsuragi's personality, we're able to confidently deduce this much 
about what he'd do. 

"Ooh! Isn't this a welcome surprise!" Lelouch laughed as he 
shifted his gaze over to the woods on my left. 

I looked in that direction, and saw two male students wearing 
wide, smug grins. A strange expression flashed over Shiina's 
features for a split second, but she quickly rectified it and looked 
down. 

"Oh? Shiina? Looks like you found someone to crawl to after all. 
Who knew this false class of so-called 'smart people' would accept a 
lowlife like you?" 

Shiina merely kept her head down and didn't give them any 
reaction. The wisest choice. 

"Aren't you guys living the high life?" Sora said mockingly as he 
swivelled around on his log to face them. 

They were stuffing their face with potato chips and drinking 
bottles of soda. Not water. Soda. 

"What did you even eat for breakfast? Grass? Or maybe bugs? 
Here, you can have some snacks." 

They took a bag of potato chips and tossed it near Sora's feet. It 
was obvious that they were trying to provoke us, but nobody gave 
them the reaction they were after. 

"It's a nice reunion, Komiya-kun and Kondo-kun. Did you come 
here looking to get beaten by me again?" Light asked sarcastically, 
garnering a chuckle from Sora and Lelouch. 

"Ahh, that's right, you're two of the three idiots that started that 
fight with Light and then tried to frame our class in that trial! I 
know who you are now! How wonderful that we finally get to 
meet!" Lelouch exclaimed in mock enthusiasm. 

I saw the two narrow their eyes, probably in slight irritation, but 
they tried their best not to let it show. 

"Don't get all cocky now. We could've easily beaten you up if we 
actually tried." Komiya sneered at Light. 

"How dull. Did Rytien put you up to this as well?" Ryuzaki sighed 
in exasperation. 

"Well, we do have a message from Rytien-san—" 

"Oh, good, the dogs are here to deliver something from their 
master after all. They're even adding a 'san' honorific to his name! 
Haha! How funny." Lelouch laughed in bemusement. 

The Class C students had been sent here with the intention of 
provoking us, apparently, but it appeared that my classmates were 


quite enjoying the show. The Class C students must be getting quite 
frustrated by now. 

"Oh yeah? We'll see who the real dogs are after you get crushed 
by Rytien-san." Kondo said, doing his best to maintain his 
condescending attitude. 

Shiro let out a cute yawn as she stretched, before laying her head 
on her brother's lap and speaking. "In other words, they're so scared 
of Ryien that they've become his slaves." 

"Mhm, my sister is quick on the uptake." Sora nodded in approval 
as he stroked his sister's hair. 

"Y-you!" 

"Alright shut up now and get along with it, dog-kun. What 
message did your master tell you to bring?" Lelouch interrupted, 
clearly having gotten all the amusement possible from the situation 
already. 

"O-oh, right. Rytien-san says if you want to enjoy your summer 
vacation to the fullest, come to the beach right now. Don't hang 
back. If you're sick of living like idiots, then we're happy to share 
our luxuries." 

After saying that, the boys turned and fled the scene, leaving the 
bag of potato chips they threw on the floor. It appeared that even 
they didn't want to stick around for long when being mocked by 
this class. 

"You're quite the proficient actor," Sora remarked, directing his 
eyes towards Shiina, who was sitting quietly next to me. 

"Huh?" She looked up quizzically. 

"You were able to keep up the convincing appearance that you 
haven't been discovered by us yet. Rytien probably told his 
classmates to treat you with hostility on purpose, to sell the act that 
you've been kicked out. You, knowing that the gig was up, still 
decided to play along. It's quite interesting." 

"I just don't want to cause more trouble," Shiina replied sombrely. 

"Won't it be more troublesome if Ryiien finds out that you didn't 
tell him you've been found out?" Kururugi asked. 

"There's still a chance she could find out our leader even if we're 
aware of her being a spy." Ryuzaki elaborated monotonously. 

"We'll have to be careful not to slip up," Light added. 

It was definitely true. While we were aware that Shiina was only 
here to find out leader, just one lapse in concentration could cause 
us to leak something unnecessary. 

"Let's split into three groups for now." Lelouch suggested, 
changing the subject. 

"Three groups?" Shiina echoed questioningly. 

"Yes. Ayanokoji, Ryuzaki and Light are going to head off in that 


direction looking for food and going to check out the view from the 
tower. The rest of us should split up between accepting Ryiien's 
offer and staying here with Shiina." 

Shiina couldn't come with us because then she'd see too much of 
our strategy, and she couldn't go to Ryiien's camp either because of 
the act she's put on. Therefore, she would have to stay here, and it 
would be cruel to make her stay alone. 

"Hmm... So two of us should stay here and two of us should go 
see Rytien?" Sora mused. 

"Ryiien has basically just offered us free information. It would be 
dumb not to make use of it." Light remarked. 

"I think Suzaku and I should go to Class C. Suzaku should offer 
good protection should that guy decide to do something... 
unhinged." Lelouch said. 

"You don't really think he'd try to hit us, do you? Violence is 
against the rules!" Kururugi exclaimed. 

"I don't think that Ryiien is the type of guy to abide by the rules, 
I'm afraid. And, knowing how he can be, I wouldn't put violence 
past him." I commented. 

"I-I see..." Kururugi looked a little disconcerted at that, but said 
nothing more. 

He probably felt obligated to accompany Lelouch there now, just 
in case Ryiien did decide to use violence. 

"So we are staying here?" Shiro murmured, still on her brother's 
lap. 

"That's right. You, Shiina and I are going to have a lovely time 
together, left here by ourselves." Sora said with a grin. 

"Hmm? Is there a double meaning there?" Lelouch asked 
mockingly. 

Double meaning? What did that mean? 

"H-huh?!" Shiina went red and quickly looked away. 

"Don't be dumb. She's my sister!" Sora shot, poking his finger at 
Shiro's head. 

"Nii rejected me..." Shiro sighed, deflated. 

I scanned my gaze over the others. Shiina looked flustered, while 
Light held his head in his hands. Ryuzaki was staring at the scene 
apathetically, as always, while Kururugi was just looking away. Was 
I missing something? 

"I don't get it. What double meaning?" I asked. 
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"Seriously?" Sora stared at me in astonishment. 
"Is something wrong?" I asked. 


"Y-you seriously have no idea what we're talking about?" Lelouch 
asked for confirmation. 

"I don't. What's so strange about having a lovely time together?" 

I tilted my head in confusion, while all the others just stared at 
me with their jaws hanging open. Apparently, I was severely out of 
the loop. 

"Don't worry about it. It doesn't matter." Light said, scratching his 
cheek. 

"Protect Ayanok6Oji's purity." Shiro stated cryptically. 

"I need to evacuate here immediately, before my brain cells take 
damage." Sora announced, retreating towards the cave entrance 
followed by Shiro and Shiina. 

After that confusing dialogue, the rest of us split up to go to our 
respective destinations. Lelouch and Kururugi set off toward the 
heart of the island, pathing towards where Rytien's beach was 
located. Meanwhile, Ryuzaki, Light and I made our way across the 
short distance towards the tower. 

I decided to split off and go to the hut first, so that I would arrive 
at the tower with nothing urgent to do. I was also quite interested 
in seeing the Class A observation operation. 

After scaling the ladder on the cliff and ensuring there was 
nobody watching, I renewed the hut spot and made my way back 
up. I made my way through the trees, towards the area where I 
knew the tower was located. 

As I arrived, I assumed that Ryuzaki and Light were already in 
the tower. I drew closer to the wall of the facility and, as I did so, 
the bushes nearby rustled despite the absence of wind. 

"So, you won't occupy this spot out of more than a sense of 
prudence?" 

"What are you doing here? Are you here to claim this spot, 
perhaps?" 

Two guys sprang out of the bushes as if they'd been waiting for 
someone to fall into their trap. I was surrounded. One of the guys 
immediately went over to the terminal to check on its status. He 
was likely checking to see whether I'd claimed the spot or not. 

"Who are you? I haven't seen your face before." 

I found it slightly surprising that he didn't know who I was, but 
dismissed the thought. Except for the class leaders, I suppose 
nobody would pay especially close attention to our class. The guy in 
front of me brandished a tree branch like a weapon, thrusting it 
toward my throat. He was trying to threaten me. 

"I'm Ayanokoji, from Class D." 

I obeyed him and offered my name. 

"Search him. See if he's got anything suspicious." 


As they approached me, just one thought entered my mind - I 
absolutely could not let these two find the key card in my 
possession. Since they were on either side of me, I reflexively held 
my arms out to either side of me as a guard before speaking. 

"Don't try to search me." I ordered. 

"Huh? Are you talking back to us? Do you even understand your 
position?" One of the two raised his voice at me. 

After he said that, I sensed the gazes of two people on my back. I 
glanced briefly over my shoulder, and made eye contact with 
Ryuzaki, who was peering out discreetly from the top of the tower 
beside Light. I tried my best to signal with my eyes that I had this 
under control, and they seemed to understand as they both decided 
to stay quiet and just watch. There was no need for them to reveal 
themselves here. 

Although, the fact that the two surrounding me weren't aware of 
their presences was intriguing. That meant that they'd arrived here 
not long ago, somewhere in between the time when I split up from 
them and now. 

"You don't have the right to search anyone you want." I stated 
calmly. 

One of the guys waved the stick at me menacingly. "We don't 
need the right. It'd be better for all of us if you just complied." 

"Are you going to commit a violent act to search me? That's 
against the rules, you know." 

"It's okay. Nobody will find out." One of them sneered at me. 
"Now, lower your arms and let us search you." 

"I refuse." 

I shifted my gaze between the two for a brief moment while they 
silently stared at me. Then, a blur of brown flashed across my 
vision. They'd swung the branch at me. It would've been easy 
enough to avoid it, however... 

Smack! 

A loud slap echoed through the trees as I caught the branch. I felt 
a stinging sensation burning on my palm as the coarse stick struck 
my hand, but I ignored it. It wasn't anything significant to me. 

I tightened my grip and, putting a bit of strength behind my arm, 
wrenched the branch from the boy's possession. I threw it some 
distance away while still keeping my eye on the stunned pair. 

"That was risky. What if someone had seen you?" I asked 
monotonously. 

"The school wouldn't punish us based off of someone's word. 
You'd need proof!" One of them yelled as they rushed at me. 

I moved towards the one who had been brandishing the branch, 
so that I could avoid them both reaching me at the same time. I 


jumped forwards and landed in a crouched position with my back 
to him. Then, I swivelled around 180 degrees and snaked my leg 
out, whipping his out from under him. 

I turned my attention to the guy behind me. I righted myself onto 
my feet as he met me and swung his right fist out clumsily. I 
stepped to the side and into him to avoid it, and planted my foot 
behind is. I placed my forearm firmly against his throat, and used it 
to push him against my leg and trip him to the floor. A basic 
takedown manoeuver. 

I took my distance as the duo picked themselves up. This time, 
they looked at me warily and didn't make any moves to approach 
me. Luckily, they sustained no injuries. 

"There's no reason for us to use violence." I said. 

"What the hell's your goal? Are you acting alone?" They assaulted 
me with a barrage of questions. 

"You think I'd tell you?" 

"Tch." 

They glared at me for a bit, before turning to look at each other. 
They made eye contact and nodded, before focusing back on me. 

"There's one thing I want to talk to you about before we go. If you 
tell us the identity of your leader, we're prepared to offer a 
generous reward. 100,000 or 200,000 points." 

"You're asking me to sell out my class for money?" 

"You're free to interpret my statements however you wish, but 
I've made the same offer to other people. This offer is first-come, 
first-serve. You're better off coming forward and telling me right 
away." 

Class A's strategy essentially had no risks. It was a simple method, 
which you could implement so long as you possessed an abundance 
of funds. Although the possibility of it working was low, you 
couldn't dismiss the possibility that some students might be dazzled 
by the money and sell out their friends. 

"Sorry, but I don't believe it. How would you pay someone? We 
don't have our cell phones here." 

"Yeah, we can't do it now. If you don't trust us, though, we can 
write a memorandum." 

In other words, they intended to sign a contract now and transfer 
private points after the test. 

"A memorandum, huh? Let me ask you something for my own 
reference... Can you tell me how many points I'd get if I did tell you 
something?" 

"That depends on your attitude." 

"Could I have someone trustworthy settle things? For example, 
someone like Katsuragi. Or perhaps Sa—" 


The moment I said the former's name, one of the boys' 
expressions changed. It went from slightly wary to distinctly 
disgusted. 

"Why did you say Katsuragi?" 

"I've heard rumours than Katsuragi is Class A's representative." I 
lied. 

In truth, I already knew all about the factional war going on in 
Class A, as did the rest of Class D, but there was no merit in letting 
these guys know that. It's best to keep your cards hidden, after all. 

"Don't make me laugh. Sakayanagi is the representative of Class 
A. Not Katsuragi. We'll be going now." 

From what they'd just said, it sounded like the had no more 
business with me. They turned around and disappeared behind the 
shrubbery. It seemed like those two guys were Katsuragi's enemies. 
If that were true, were they working under Sakayanagi's orders? 
Apparently, Class A were fighting not only the other classes, but 
themselves as well. 

I walked back over to the large structure, and climbed the ladder 
to the top where I met Ryuzaki and Light sitting on chairs. At the 
top of the tower, there were four chairs as well as a worktable 
jutting out of the wall. An adequate base. 

"So, you can fight," Light commented as I reached the top. 

"I suppose I have some knowledge of self-defence." I said, pulling 
a chair over for myself and sitting myself down opposite the two. 

"You beat them pretty easily, though." 

"To be fair, those guys looked extremely weak and clumsy." 
Ryuzaki remarked. 

"Exactly. I'm sure you would've also beaten them, Light." 

"I see... Moreover, there was something else interesting there, 
wasn't there?" Light replied. 

"Yeah. The civil war of Class A seems to be in full throttle." I said. 

"I wouldn't call it a war so much as an assault." Ryuzaki said, 
popping a potato chip into his mouth. 

So that's where the bag of potato chips that the Class C students 
threw at us went. 

"What do you mean?" Light tilted his head. 

"Think about Katsuragi. A model student, respectful, diligent, and 
conservative. He's competing for the throne of Class A, sure, but do 
you think he's the kind of person who'll attack Sakayanagi with 
underhanded tactics like the ones that those two guys working for 
her would?" 

"Now that you mention it, it doesn't seem likely. Katsuragi will 
probably just try to win the position of leader fair and square." 

"And he's going to lose," I interjected. "Sakayanagi has probably 


covered her bases while also setting up all kinds of tricks to hit 
Katsuragi with, while Katsuragi will merely be going about things 
trying his best to defend against her whilst simultaneously 
attempting to win his classmates' favour." 

"When one side is sabotaging the other, who is doing nothing to 
fight back, the result is clear as day." Ryuzaki agreed. 

Katsuragi reminded me of Ichinose, in a way. They were both 
terribly naive, and thought that they could win by being fair and 
square about everything. Such a childish strategy, however, would 
not work against someone like Sakayanagi or Ryiien. 

"After failing to get results multiple times due to Sakayanagi's 
sabotage, Katsuragi will lose his influence within the class. Knowing 
him, he probably won't even say anything about the traitors 
working against him, either." Light said. 

"At this rate, Sakayanagi will gain full control over Class A before 
long." Ryuzaki surmised. 

"Unless..." Light placed his hand against his chin, and adopted a 
thoughtful expression. 

"Unless what?" I prompted him to continue. 

"Unless we help Katsuragi." 

Out of all the possible things he could've said, that was the one I'd 
least expected. 

"Why would you want to help him, Light? Do you feel bad for 
him or something?" Ryuzaki inquired. 

"What? No. Well, I suppose I do feel some pity for him. But that 
isn't my main reason for suggesting this." 

Ryuzaki and I just looked at him, waiting for him to elaborate. 

"Think about it. Class A in the future will either be ruled by 
Katsuragi or Sakayanagi. As we just established, Sakayanagi is 
superior to Katsuragi, which means she'll almost certainly take 
control of Class A. It would also be in Class A's best interest to have 
Sakayanagi lead them, as she is far more capable. However, for 
every side of a coin there's an opposite side." 

"I think I see what you're getting at," Ryuzaki said after a moment 
of thought. "You're saying that, because it'd be in Class A's best 
interest to elect Sakayanagi as the representative, that it would be 
in our best interest if Katsuragi became the leader." 

Class A lead by Sakayanagi would be much stronger than Class A 
lead by Katsuragi. Thus, it would benefit us, as well as all the other 
classes, if Katsuragi was the leader. It would neutralize the threat of 
Class A massively — I wouldn't be surprised if they dropped to Class 
D or even E in that situation. 

Helping Katsuragi now would allow us to defeat Sakayanagi very 
early on, before she can develop into a much more powerful 


adversary. In other words, we'd be nipping the problem in the bud. 

"I see. It would certainly be an effective method. What would you 
do with Sakayanagi?" I said. 

"Expel her?" Ryuzaki suggested nonchalantly. 

"We can't do that!" Light exclaimed. 

"Why not? It's the simplest solution." Ryuzaki pressed. 

"Once the whole class rallies around Katsuragi, it'd be fine just 
leaving her in the class. It's not like she can regain any influence 
once everyone is against her." Light protested, seemingly against the 
idea of expelling a student on purpose. 

"I agree with Light. Going as far to expel her would be overkill." I 
spoke up, settling the argument. 

Light Yagami was a person with very strong principles. Also, to 
put it bluntly, his views on justice were rather childish. As a result, 
I didn't think he'd resort to methods such as expulsion unless he 
deemed it absolutely necessary. He was by no means naive, but he 
also wasn't Machiavellian like Lelouch was, either. 

"In either case, we'd need to discuss the idea with the rest of our 
class. We should wait until this exam is over to think seriously 
about it." Ryuzaki said, turning his attention back to the window 
where he could see the Class A path. 

In his hand, he held a pair of binoculars. They could be 
purchased for a small total of five points, and so we decided to buy 
two before setting off. Ryuzaki and Light took one pair each to use 
for this mission. 

Ryuzaki peered down the lens, and scanned the binoculars over 
the area. Without the binoculars, if you squinted and strained your 
eyes, you could most likely make out the figures of students from 
this distance, but Ryuzaki probably wanted to make sure he didn't 
miss anything. 

"There are two possible cases," Ryuzaki stated, removing the 
binoculars from his eyes and turning to us. "First, that Class A is 
doing something similar to us, only occupying their base camp and 
just going on a round trip to reclaim the other spot when it's about 
to expire. Second, that they're making full use of both spots." 

"At this point, we can't be sure which is the case..." Light 
pondered aloud. 

"However, if the former is the case, that makes our lives much 
easier." I said. 

"That's right. In that case, it'd just be a matter of watching who 
moves between the two spots at the right time. If not, though..." 
Ryuzaki replied, motioning towards the worktable in front of him. 

On it, there were nine small pieces of paper that looked like 
they'd been ripped off of a page. There was a name on each of the 


slips, presumably corresponding to a Class A student each. Four of 
the papers were currently divided into a left side and a right side by 
a line of potato chips, while the other five were in a separate pile. 

"Keeping track of which notable students are at which spot right 
now, huh?" I deduced. 

"Yes. If the latter is the case, then that means we need to know 
exactly how the Class A leader suspects have been behaving, 
especially around the times of the spot's renewal. We'll only get a 
few opportunities to observe them during that time frame, so we 
need to make sure that we know where they all are." Light 
explained. 

After he said that, he picked up his manual from the desk in front 
of him and showed it to me. There were a multitude of blank pages 
at the start of the manual, presumably so that the students can jot 
down notes if they wish. 

Light had made good use of these pages, as he had drawn neat 
tables in a similar format to how the names were set out on the 
desk by Ryuzaki. Each table had 2 columns and as many rows as 
required — each column represented the spots left and right of our 
current location, and were labelled 'Spot-L' and 'Spot-R' respectively. 

Each time someone crossed over, Light had written a new table 
with that change in it, and noted the date and time next to this 
table as well. All in all, it was a very clear and useful record of Class 
A's activities — I was impressed. 

Light is quite good at writing names in a notebook, I thought. 

"I see... So right now, the majority of our suspects are in Spot-R 
or, in other words, likely the first spot they occupied. If the first 
hypothesis was correct, it's most likely that this spot is also their 
main spot and Spot-L is essentially just a point-generator." I 
surmised as I skimmed my eyes over the notebook. 

"That's right. Hopefully, that hypothesis is correct." Ryuzaki 
replied. 

"Is it not important to also track the rest of the students, though? 
Knowing where the rest of their class is wouldn't tell us who the 
leader is, but it would help us figure out whether Spot-L is being 
used or not." 

"Aha!" Ryuzaki exclaimed, picking up his manual. 

Sure enough, scrawled on the blank pages, were multiple sets of 
letters and numbers, each in pairs separated by a vertical line 
between them. 

"Your handwriting is awful." I said bluntly, ignoring the main 
point of his notes. 

"You didn't have to point that out," Ryuzaki retorted 
expressionlessly. 


"Hmm? This is..." I muttered, taking a closer look at the notes. 

The pairs of numbers on Ryuzaki's notes read: 

Time Spot-L | Spot-R 
08:23 a | b 
08:26a-5|b+5 
08:28 a-11|b+ 11 
08:33 a-10|b + 10 

People seemed to have been moving between the two spots very 
frequently just a moment ago. More interestingly, though... 

"You used variables." I noted. 

"Of course. When we first got up here, there was no way for us to 
know where any of the Class A students were. Thus, we can only 
observe the changes in number relative to the number when we first 
got up here - 'a' and 'b." Ryuzaki explained. 

It made sense. Until the first observation of students crossing 
over, 'a' and 'b' could've been any number from zero to thirty-nine. 
At 08:26, five students were spotted moving from Spot-L to Spot-R. 
From this, it could be inferred that 'a' must be five at a minimum 
and, likewise, that 'b' could only be thirty-four at the most. 

Then, at 08:28, six more students moved from Spot-L to Spot-R, 
bringing the total number of students that had crossed over to 
eleven. This meant that 'a' must be eleven or greater, and that 'b' 
must be twenty-eight or lower. 

"Spot-L contained at least eleven people at 08:23. It could mean 
that they are using both spots, seeing as the absolute minimum 
number of students at Spot-L was over one-quarter of their class." I 
reasoned. 

"Alternatively..." Light began, pointing to the watch strapped to 
his wrist. "It's currently 08:49, which means there's been no activity 
for sixteen minutes. That could mean that those eleven were only 
there to provide cover for the real leader reclaiming the spot, and 
now that that's done, there's no need for further crossing." 

That was also a possible explanation, but something about it 
didn't quite add up. 

"But then, why is the most recent movement a sole person going 
from Spot-R to Spot-L? And why have they not returned after this 
long?" I pointed out. 

"I think you'll find this quite interesting," Ryuzaki said, shifting in 
his seat. "That person was none other than Katsuragi Kohei himself." 

Katsuragi went to Spot-L alone, and hasn't been seen since? For 
what reason? Could he perhaps have gone there alone to hide and 
see if anybody comes to check out the spot? It was far-fetched 
knowing Katsuragi, but he could've staged occupying the spot, and 
then gone back to hide and see if any other classes come along to 


occupy it instead, discovering their leader in the process. 

"Katsuragi, huh? Maybe he's waiting for someone to come by the 
spot?" I mused. 

"Perhaps. However, I have a different theory." Light interjected. 

"Go on," Ryuzaki prompted him, an unusually intrigued 
expression on his features. 

"We've assumed that, if there is a main base, it's Spot-R because 
Spot-R is the objectively better spot — it has easier access to water, 
has more shade from the sun, and is also closer to resources and 
important locations on the island due to it being more central then 
Spot-L." Light explained. 

Well, he was right about that. When asked which spot would be 
better as a main base, almost everyone would say Spot-R because of 
those reasons. 

"However, if it were me, I'd choose to make Spot-L the main base 
purely because of those reasons." As Light said that, Ryuzaki cracked 
a grin. "Everyone would expect Spot-R, so using Spot-L instead 
could actually be overall beneficial. Also, considering Katsuragi's 
personality, he might not like the idea of being at the heart of the 
island, the place which is passed through most out of any place." 

The only problem with Light's theory is that it was not him, but 
Katsuragi, making the decision. Would Katsuragi think that deep 
about it? Just knowing his personality wasn't enough to deduce 
whether he'd come up with an extensive idea like this or not. We'd 
have to learn more about just how proficient he is at planning. 

"That's interesting, Light, because I was thinking the exact same 
thing." Ryuzaki smiled. 

"Following that logic, then, this would mean that the reason 
Katsuragi moved back over to Spot-L was because Spot-L is where 
most his classmates are?" I inferred. 

"Right. And the other ten that moved over with him originally 
were going there just to renew Spot-R. We know that Katsuragi 
would never make himself the leader, which means that he 
would've only gone with the leader-team to keep up appearances if 
they bumped into someone while reclaiming the spot and also to 
ensure that everything went smoothly." Light elucidated. 

"As for why the other ten haven't returned to Spot-L yet, it could 
be because they thought that they might as well go and harvest 
some nearby resources while they're at the central Spot-R before 
coming back. Katsuragi himself wouldn't have joined them because 
he'd need to supervise the rest of the class back at their base." 
Ryuzaki added. 

This was getting complicated. In total, there were three 
completely solid possibilities. The first was that Spot-R is the main 


base and that the eleven students that moved over had just finished 
occupying Spot-L. The second was that Spot-L is the main base, and 
that the students had moved over because they were on their way 
to occupy Spot-R. The third was that both spots were being used 
equally. 

"Well, it'll probably be possible to narrow down the possibilities 
soon. The next movement will either be Katsuragi returning to the 
main base Spot-R, or the ten resource gathering students returning 
to the main base Spot-L." I stated my thoughts. 

"Yeah. We'll be able to cut down one of the possibilities that 
assume only one spots are being properly utilized. As for the theory 
that both spots are being used... the only way to confirm that would 
be to monitor them for quite a long time." Ryuzaki responded, 
placing the binoculars to his eyes once more and pointing them out 
of the window. 

This tactic probably wouldn't be enough to narrow down the 
leader to one person. There were too many things that couldn't be 
exactly confirmed. No, this tactic was meant to narrow down the 
possible leaders to a very small group. I checked my watch. It read 
08:57. 

"I should get going. I lied to Shiina that I was going to fetch food. 
I should probably go and get some, to make it believable." 

"What will you say about where we are?" 

"T'll just say that the two decided to stay at the tower for longer. 
I'm sure most of the others are expecting this operation to take a 
long time, anyway." 

"I see... I suppose that Shiina won't really learn anything 
important from that." Light muttered. 

"What time are you two going to be returning?" 

"I don't know about Light, but I probably won't be until roll-call. 
I've fallen asleep in a chair while working more times than I can 
remember. This would be no different if I wasn't forced to leave 
here." Ryuzaki said flatly. 

Ah. That explained the dark bags under his eyes, then. 

"That's unhealthy! Not getting enough sleep will hinder your 
performance greatly." Light scolded him harshly. 

"What are you, my mother?" Ryuzaki retorted sarcastically. 

"Just a concerned third party," Light huffed, crossing his arms in 
dissatisfaction. 

After that exchange, I waved them goodbye and climbed down 
the ladder. I wondered whether the two would bond over their 
quest together or not. I was interested to see the results of their 
investigation. 


AVAVAVWA 


Shiro's POV 

I laid down in Nii's bed, and snuggled up to him warmly. For 
some reason, his bed felt more comfortable than mine. 

"Can I ask you something, Shiina?" Nii spoke as he wrapped his 
arm around me. 

"Feel free." Shiina replied with a bright smile. 

"Okay then. For what reason did you allow Ryien to hit you? 
Surely even he didn't just assault you one-sidedly. You could've 
refused." 

"Oh, I didn't allow him to. I asked him to." 

"Huh?" While I couldn't see his face, I knew he looked confused 
right now. 

"Shiina asked Ryten to hit her..." I mumbled. 

Even with my brain, that surpassed even supercomputers, I found 
myself unable to comprehend that. 

"I did. Rytien-san mentioned that it was unlikely that your class 
would accept just anybody into your camp. After seeing Kururugi- 
kun's altruistic display on the cruise ship, Rytien-san decided he'd 
have to send someone who would appear vulnerable. That was the 
best way he thought to appeal to Kururugi-kun, as well as some 
others like Yagami-kun." 

Although his methods were complicit, Ryiien was pretty good. I 
had to acknowledge his ability, even if I hated him as an individual. 

"So, Shiina is someone who fits that bill, huh." Nii mused. 

"That's right. I volunteered, but even then Ryiien refused." 

"Ryiien refused?" I asked quizzically. 

"Yes. In the end, the only reason he did end up hitting me was 
because I threatened him." 

"You? Threatened him?" Nii laughed. "How did you manage that?" 

"I didn't threaten him directly. I knew there was no way he'd take 
me seriously if I did. Therefore, I decided to threaten to wound 
myself in some other way instead." Shiina explained, still smiling 
happily. 

"Oh, I get it now. Rytien was worried that you'd do something 
stupid, so he decided to do the lesser of two evils and give you an 
injury that he could personally guarantee the severity of." Nii said, a 
look of understanding on his handsome features. 

Rytien was someone who would easily resort to 'evil' methods, 
but even he wouldn't resort to striking someone like Shiina unless 
forced to by a situation like this. My hatred of him lessened slightly. 


"I don't understand. Why would you go so far as to sustain an 
injury like that? What's the point of it all?" 

"I just want to be useful to my classmates," Shiina said, her 
dazzling smile dampening a fraction. "Even though everyone 
dislikes him, I can tell that Rytien-san works harder than anyone. 
That's why, even if he is violent and complicit, I want to be able to 
help him." 

Shiina's tone burned with passion towards the end. She was 
determined to be useful to Ryiien. In a way, she was quite similar to 
me. 

"I see... in that case, I'll respect your resolve, and I won't hold a 
grudge against Ryiien for hitting such a cute angel." 

I felt jealousy well up inside of me when Nii said that. I felt it 
every time he complimented a girl. Realistically, I'm his sister, so 
it's only natural that he'll start looking at girls other than me 
eventually, but... 

"Thank you," Shiina said, her smile brightening once more. 

"I'm back!" A monotone voice called out from the mouth of the 
cave. 

There, stood a boy. Brown hair and golden eyes, an ever- 
expressionless face. A boy who definitely had much more layers to 
him than he let on. 

He was shirtless, and using his shirt to carry an assortment of 
various berries picked from the forestry around the island. I didn't 
pay any attention to the fact that he was shirtless - he wasn't Nii, so 
it didn't bother me. 

"Ryuzaki and Light still at the tower, then?" Nii waved at him. 

"Yeah. Discovering Class A's leader will be a long and arduous 
task, not something that can be done in a mere hour." 

The method that Ryuzaki chose to employ probably wasn't the 
most effective possible way, however it was definitely the most 
reliable and safest tactic. 

Ayanokoji set his shirt down carefully on the floor, taking care 
not to spill any berries as it unravelled into more of a blanket. 

"They look tasty!" Shiina exclaimed. 

"Right." Ayanokoji nodded. 

"Lelouch and Kururugi will be back before long, but what about 
Ryuzaki and Light?" Nii pondered. 

"They won't be back until roll-call. We can eat without them, 
though. They should be able to find some berries to keep them 
going, and they're close to the hut which has fishing rods in it as 
well." 

In other words, we won't be seeing much of them until they have 
Class A's leader. Well, until they've sufficiently narrowed it down, 


anyway. 

"Once they have narrowed it down to a few individuals, I have a 
way to find out who it is. It might not work, but I think there's a 
higher chance that it will." Nii declared. 

After knowing Nii for so long, I'd grown to understand how he 
thinks. Although I never could match him in deduction or 
scheming, I could see what kinds of ideas he'd come up with. I felt 
that I had a pretty good guess of what he was planning to do. 

"I see... In that case, the matter of Class A is solved. We should 
turn our attention to one of the other classes, then." Ayanokoji 
didn't bother asking what Nii's plan was. Perhaps, he trusted that it 
would work? 

"Class C's leader will most likely be the next easiest to discover. In 
fact, I have a pretty good idea of who it is already." 

"The Class C boys that came to invite us to their camp said that 
we were spending our vacation idiotically. The implication is that 
they've committed to spending all the points they've been given on 
luxuries." Nii continued the train of thought. 

"The penalty for dropping out of the exam is a thirty point 
deduction. By spending all of his points now, that penalty can be 
completely mitigated." 

"He'll have the whole class drop out after he runs out of points. 
He's already bleeding thirty points per day based on missed roll- 
calls, which means he's probably already spent every point he had 
and is just waiting until he runs out of items." 

"Once he runs out, he'll have all but the spies drop out. Shiina 
had a radio transceiver in her possession, which means that Rytien 
probably has one too. He won't be able to connect to his spies using 
it from the ship, which means that he will likely stay on the island 
as well." 

"That gives us a pretty solid indication that Rytien himself is the 
Class C leader. Of course, we can't guess for him purely off that - 
but once Lelouch comes back, he will likely have noticed whether 
Rytien has a walkie-talkie or not, and will be able to verify how 
many points he's spent." Nii finished the deductions. 

"So, we're just waiting for Lelouch and Kururugi to return then." I 
said, grinning as I noticed Shiina's amazed expression. 


AVAVAVWA 


Suzaku's POV 
We neared the edge of the trees, and my gaze landed on a 


baffling sight - I never could have imagined this. 

"Impossible..." I muttered, scanning my eyes over the landscape. 
They had installed temporary toilets and shower rooms. But they 
also had a tarp to protect against sunlight, a barbecue, chairs, and a 
parasol. They had snacks and drinks. Everything required for a 
good, relaxing time was here. We smelled the smoke of cooking 
meat, and heard laughter. Jet skis whizzed past the shoreline. 
Students were enjoying themselves in the ocean, screaming with 
joy. Based on a rough calculation, they'd likely spent 150 points or 
more. 

"What is Ryiien planning? Does he not intend to save any points?" 
I asked rhetorically. 

That was the sole explanation to his spectacle. If they planned to 
save points, then we wouldn't be seeing this right now. 

"Well, no point sitting around here doing nothing." Lelouch 
stated, stepping out of the bushes onto the sandy beach. 

We came out from the bushes and walked to the beach. One of 
the male students noticed us, and called out to another male 
student nearby. We couldn't see his face too well, since he was 
leaning over in his chair. One of the boys rushed over to us. 

"Um, Ryuuen-san has requested your presence," he said. Judging 
from the timidity of his voice, he was either frightened or naturally 
listless. 

"He's playing god here." I murmured. 

"Take us there, then, servant-kun." Lelouch demanded arrogantly. 

I felt some pity for the boy as we accompanied him. Treated like 
a slave by his own classmate, and then spoken down to by my 
childhood friend. As we approached the ocean, the delicious smell 
of cooked meat wafted by our noses. 

"Looks like you weren't the only one to accept my generous 
invitation, Suzune." 

Ryien, tanned and clad in his swimwear, laid back in his chair. 
He flashed his white teeth at us. Beside him was a girl with long 
black hair and a scowl on her elegant features. 

"This is quite the extravagant party. You mentioned that we're 
free to share your luxuries in your ‘generous invitation,’ right?" 
Lelouch said as we neared his chair. 

"Don't tell me that you're just going to ignore this... this?!" 
Horikita shot at Lelouch as we stood next to her around Ryiien's 
chair. 

"There's no need to be so feisty, Horikita-chan." 

"Don't call me that." Horikita gave him an icy glare that sent 
shivers down my spine. 

I was glad that I wasn't in Lelouch's shoes, even if I knew I was in 


no real danger. 

"Suzune doesn't seem to understand that this is a summer 
vacation, Lelouch. Isn't it pitiable?" Ryitien asked, sincerity in his 
tone. 

"Yeah, it must be quite depressing to be incapable of 
understanding that much." Lelouch replied, his voice filled with 
sympathy. 

"This is a test. You two idiots are the ones that don't get it. Do 
you not understand the rules?" She said angrily, raising her voice. 

Ryuuen didn't seem happy being told about his apparent 
ineptitude. 

Actually, he looked disappointed. "I'm shocked. Does that mean 
you're offering help even to an enemy like me?" 

"If the person on top is incompetent, those below him will suffer. 
This is pitiful," Horikita said. 

"I can't imagine what your class is like, then." Lelouch mocked 
smugly. 

"What was that?" Horikita turned to him coldly as Ryiien grabbed 
the bottle of water placed next to the radio. 

"I was implying that nobody in your class is competent." Lelouch 
repeated, unfazed by her glare. 

"Kuku, I'd have to agree with Lelouch on that one." Ryiien said 
provocatively as he opened the cap of his water bottle. "Tch. 
Already getting warm. Hey Ishizaki, fetch me some cold water 
right away." 

Ryuuen poured out his remaining water on the sand, almost in 
provocation. Ishizaki, who'd been playing volleyball nearly, 
panicked and rushed to get Ryuuen another water. A mountain of 
cardboard boxes were piled up inside the tent, likely filled with 
food and water. Ishizaki peered into a cooler beside the boxes. 

"As you can see, we're enjoying our summer vacation. We're not 
your enemies. Do you understand?" 

Horikita, finding his behavior incomprehensible, pressed her 
fingers against her forehead and wrinkled her brows as if she had a 
headache. 

"A pretty bold lie there, Magenta-kun." Lelouch interjected. 

"Hmm? What was that, Raven-kun?" 

"Saying you're not our enemy. It's quite a bold lie." 

"Kukuku," Ryiien merely laughed in response. 

"Ugh, both of you are idiots. I'm trying to warn you!" Horikita 
sighed in exasperation. 

"Who's the real idiot? Me? You?" 

Ryuuen would accept no insults, and threw them back at 
Horikita. 


"You want to try surviving on this deserted island in this shitty 
heat? 

Don't joke. Class E, the lowest of all, has to put up with starvation, 
heat, and futility just to save a measly 100 or 200 class points. It 
makes me laugh." 

Ishizaki ran over, dripping with sweat as he brought the water. 

He handed a cold bottle of water to Ryuuen. However, Ryuuen 
threw it back at Ishizaki. 

"I said to bring me cold water. This water's warm." 

"L... B-but..." "Hmm?" 

Ryuuen's pupils were just like those of a snake. Ishizaki's body 
stiffened. He picked up the bottle and ran back toward the tent. 

"This test is about perseverance, ingenuity, and cooperation. It 
would likely have been impossible for you from the start. You can't 
even establish a satisfactory plan." 

"You're wrong!" Lelouch cut in. "This test is about freedom. The 
freedom to choose. There are no strictly wrong choices. Rytien has 
made his choice. Have you made yours?" 

I didn't exactly get what Lelouch was getting at. If you asked me, 
I'd have to agree with Horikita's assessment. What other choices 
could there be? 

As always, Lelouch seems to be much quicker on the uptake than 
you, defect. You think that you can win with cooperation? Don't 
make me laugh. People betray each other with ease. People lie. 
Relationships built on trust just aren't viable. You can only trust 
yourself. If you've finished your reconnaissance, leave. But if you 
wish, we'd welcome you here. You're free to enjoy yourself, whether 
it's to eat meat or play on jet skis. Or perhaps you would prefer to 
have a different kind of fun with me? I can prepare a tent for 
personal use." Ryiien taunted disgustingly. 

I already felt uncomfortable when he said that last part, but of 
course a certain someone decided to make it ten times worse. 

"Mind if Suzaku and I join in? The more the merrier, as they say." 
The amethyst-eyed boy standing beside me asked. 

I buried my head in my palms as I was dragged into this debacle. 
Honestly, at times like these, I preferred to just stay out of out. 
Now, I'd inevitably be forced to say something. 

Ryiien shot Lelouch a look of genuine confusion. "Huh? But 
Suzune wouldn't be able to handle that many--" 

"Just shut up, both of you! Why do you have to be so revolting? 
What about you, Kururugi-kun? Are you just going to stand there 
while that friend of yours spouts nonsense?!" 

As I thought, my involvement was forced. "Honestly, a lot of 
things that Lelouch says are completely above me, so I just avoid 


saying anything because I know it'll sound stupid." 

"So you're okay with letting them walk all over you?" She 
gestured sharply at the duo beside us. 

"At least he's better than you, Suzune, who doesn't admit when 
something is above you and continues to say pointless shit." 

"Did you seriously declare war on me just to do this and say 
stupid things? I'm disappointed." 

"You'll lose if you take that kind of mindset." Lelouch scolded her 
arrogantly. "Do you really think that what you see on the surface 
level is everything that there is going on?" 

"Sorry, but I won't believe your proclamations. All I can see here 
is an incompetent fool who'll cause his whole class to suffer." 

"That's too bad." Ryiien said in a sad tone. 

Working up a sweat in order to evaluate other classes is such a 
pain." 

Horikita turned on her heel to walk away, but paused. "There is one 
more piece of business. You know Ibuki, of course?" 

"Yeah. She's a member of our class. What about her?" 

"Her face is swollen. Who did that to her?" 

While Horikita was nearly convinced he was the culprit, she 
purposefully asked in a roundabout way. 

"Ah. She ran out of here rather suddenly. She went looking for 
help from another class in the end? Pathetic girl." 

Ryuuen snorted in disgust, then laid back in his chair. 

"There are helpless idiots in this world. A ruler doesn't need 
subordinates who disobey orders. We determined that I would use 
our class points to my liking. That's the fact of the matter. Besides, 
it's pointless to raise the banner of revolution against the ruling 
class." 

"In other words, Ibuki-san clashed with you when you wanted to 
spend points." 

"Well, you could say that. That's why she got a light punishment." 

He made a gesture like slapping someone's cheek. Ryuuen had 
apparently hit her. 

"She's not the only one." Lelouch interjected. "A poor girl also 
turned up at our camp with a swollen face." 

I had a feeling that Lelouch was dropping some kind of subtle 
hint to Horikita. Of course, she didn't pick up on it. 

"So, you've kicked out multiple members of your class. And you 
call yourself a leader?" Horikita said scornfully. 

"Kuku, so what? As I said, a leader doesn't need disobedient 
servants. Maybe your class of defectives idiots could learn a thing or 
two and drop some of the individuals in Class E. And by some, I 
mean most." 


"What a shallow point of view. Let me guess, you've also used up 
all 300 points we were given, haven't you?" 

"Of course he has. Isn't it obvious?" Lelouch chimed in. 

"If he has, then he's just stupid. Sure, he's all happy now spending 
his points, but what will he do when the party's over?" 

"Probably more than you." Lelouch said cryptically. 

"So you're saying that you've already understood Ryitien-kun's 
strategy?" 

"Perhaps," Lelouch retorted ambiguously. 

I didn't get it at all. Lelouch must've noticed my perplexed 
expression, because he sent me a glance that said Tl fill you in later.' 

"If Ibuki is with you, you're better off chasing her away. If you 
shower her with your awkward sympathies, you'll have one extra 
person to prepare water, food, and bedding for. Anyway, if you 
can't deal with it, she can return here. If she grovels on the ground, 
I'll forgive her. I've a tolerant heart." 

Of course, Rytien didn't actually want Ibuki to return to him - that 
would defeat the purpose of planting spies in the first place. He just 
said that to sell the act. That much, I could infer. 

"Whatever. Your self-destruction will only help us. I have nothing 
more to do here." 

"See you later, Suzune." 

"I don't know where exactly you found that out, but do not call 
me by my first name so casually." 

Ryuuen had clearly done some investigating. 

"Well, I rather like forceful women. I'll make you submit to me 
eventually. When that time comes, it will be the ultimate pleasure." 

When he said that, Ryuuen touched his crotch under his bathing 
suit, clearly to provoke Horikita. Horikita, eyes full of contempt, 
turned her back and walked away. 

Ryiien's behaviour disgusted me, but I kept quiet. There would be 
no point in causing a fuss. Besides, it was hard for me to tell if what 
he was saying was genuine, or just a provocation. 

"So, what about you two guinea pigs?" Rytien turned to us. 

"Guinea pigs?" I echoed. 

"Your class is called the ‘experimental class,' right? You're just an 
experiment. A test subject. Running around for the school's 
amusement." 

To be fair, I couldn't deny that, so I just shrugged instead. 

"I'd like to take you up on your offer, Dictator-kun. Living this 
extravagant lifestyle is better than sleeping on leaves in a cave, 
even if only for a few days." Lelouch threw a curveball at me. 

He actually planned to stay here with Rytien? That meant that I'd 
have to stay in this incomprehensible environment as well. 


"Just make sure you don't do anything funny while I'm asleep. If 
you're going to do something like that, I'd prefer if you sent me a 
woman." He added, clearly trying to mock Ryiien. 

Ryiien, though, merely laughed, seemingly not affected by 
Lelouch's implication. "Kukuku, I like you, Lelouch. When the time 
comes, I hope you'll entertain me." 

"Don't worry about that. When I crush you, I'll make sure to have 
fun doing it." 

After saying that, Lelouch turned and scanned his eyes over the 
beach. He whistled to one of the boys, Ishizaki I think his name 
was. The boy came over quickly. 

"Fetch me a chair, will you? I'll be staying here a while." He 
commanded. 

Ishizaki looked to Rytien for confirmation, who nodded in 
amusement. Ishizaki then rushed off, apparently going to get 
Lelouch a chair. 

"Your dogs are well-trained." 

"Thank you." 

"Hey, uh, Lelouch," I interrupted. "Don't you think you should 
treat them a little nicer?" 

I didn't like to see my own friend doing the exact same thing as 
this distasteful tyrant. 

"Hmm? Why should I? Will treating them nicely benefit them in 
any way? They're already used to the lifestyle handed to them by 
Ryiien, so I might as well make full use of that." 

"You don't think that you have a duty to be better than that?" 

Ryiien was watching our exchange in amusement. He'd probably 
predicted that something like this would happen after seeing my 
nature on the cruise ship. 

"Nonsense. I already told you, didn't I? It's foolish to live your 
whole life caring about every single insignificant insect that comes 
along." The raven-haired boy said, impatience in his tone. 

"Even if it's foolish, it's the right thing to do. I'll be able to go on 
without regretting the way I've lived." 

"That's good for you, I suppose. I won't be regretting the way I've 
lived, either." 

Ishizaki arrived back by use, hastily putting a chair down beside 
Rytien's for Lelouch to sit in. Lelouch sat into it comfortably, 
crossing his leg like a king on a throne. 

"You can go now," Lelouch waved the boy away. 

"You have to stop acting like this, Lelouch." I said, losing my 
amicable demeanour. 

"Do you want to take his place?" Lelouch asked. 

"If it'll make you stop bullying others, then yes." 


"Too bad. You're one of the few that I've judged as valuable to 
me, so I won't be treating you like that." 

That logic was incomprehensible to me. I felt my irritation rising. 

"If you won't treat me like that, why will you do the same to 
others without batting an eye?" 

"Because you're important to me." He retorted, leaning back and 
placing his hands behind his head in relaxation. 

"What kind of inequality is that?!" 

"Humans will never be equal, Suzaku. Stop trying to strive for 
equality. You're a fool." 

"I'd rather be a righteous fool than a corrupt genius. I can't be 
here any longer. I'm going to take some distance." 

Lelouch and I have argued a few times in this manner before. 
While I knew that we'd have no problems later, in the moment I 
had to take a breather to compose myself. 

I turned around and started to leave, intending to just go over to 
the other side of the camp and separate myself from him Lelouch 
for a while. 

"Suzaku!" 

Just as I was walking away, his voice called out to me and I 
stopped walking, although I didn't turn back to face him. 

"Yes?" 

"Would you rather die as a king, or live as a slave?" 

I didn't give him a reply. Instead, I simply resumed my walk as I 
felt my fist tighten in anger. 

A/N: 11358 words. This is also an extremely long chapter. 

It's also a chapter where I've had to start employing some 
completely original strategies in the special exams! They will 
be one of the focal points of this fic moving forward, I think. 

For a class of geniuses, it's expected that the strategies they 
come up with are incredible. I hope that my writing can meet 
those expectations. 

I'm aiming to write each chapter as one full day of the island 
exam, although I don't know if I'll be able to fit some of the 
later days all into one. Perhaps I'll have to start making 20k 
word chapters... 

Also, I'm now on break from school, so you can expect more 
frequent updates. I don't have nearly as much other work to do 
now. 

As always, thank you for reading <3 


Chapter 3-4: Leaders On A Desert Island 


Ayanokoji's POV 

On the third day, I got myself up early and headed out to occupy 
the hut and tower spots, as always. Last night, Ryuzaki and Light 
had returned, and then Ryuzaki had stated that he intended to go 
back to the tower for the night. Light objected, but was eventually 
forced to accompany him because it'd be dangerous to traverse the 
forest alone. 

"It has to be one of these two people." 

Ryuzaki picked up two of the paper slips in front of him and 
placed them next to each other at the edge of the desk. Totsuka 
Yahiko and Hayato Kito. 

"Nobody else can be the leader, because they wouldn't have been 
present at the spots at the right time otherwise." He elaborated. 

I looked down at the notebook laid to his side on the desk. I 
could see the quality of his handwriting degrade over time - it 
already wasn't great, so by the end it was barely legible. By now, 
there were a multitude of pairs of numbers that spanned across 
multiple pages. 

"Can we narrow it down further?" Light asked, clearly tired. 

"No. If you look at your notes, you'll notice that Yahiko and Kito 
always cross together. In other words, we'll never be able to catch 
either of them at the wrong place to be the leader." 

"Which means we'll have to leave it to Sora to confirm the 
leader's identity, huh." 

When I got back from the tower yesterday, Sora had mentioned 
to me that he knew how we could confirm Class A's leader. He 
didn't elaborate, but somehow I had faith that he would be able to 
do it. Ryuzaki and Light weren't present at that time, but they were 
informed later that night. 

"I wonder what he plans to do. He refused to give us the details of 
his idea." Ryuzaki shifted, an inquisitive look on his face. 

I nodded. "He didn't say what it is, but he seemed pretty 
confident it'll work." 

"Well, in that case, our work here is done." Ryuzaki snapped his 
manual closed as he said that. 

Light rolled down his sleeve and checked his watch. "13:20. That 
means we spent around fourteen hours total monitoring them." 


"I told you, didn't I?" Ryuzaki said, stretching has back. "I was 
confident I had the dedication. I'm quite surprised that you were 
able to stay committed the whole time too, though, Light." 

"I was only here because I had to look after you. If I wasn't here 
to take turns keeping watch with you while you slept, you would've 
ended up staying up all night, wouldn't you?" 

So, in order to get some sleep while still being able to accurately 
document any movements, Ryuzaki and Light had taken turns 
sleeping while the other continues the observation during the night. 
I couldn't imagine they'd had a good sleep doing that. 

"I can't deny that," Ryuzaki said sheepishly. 

"Well, while we're out here, do you two want to accompany me? 
I'm going to go and look around some of the other classes' camps." I 
offered. 

I'd much rather have some company than roam around the island 
alone. Light would be especially nice to have around, since he was 
popular and sociable unlike me. 

"Well, I suppose we have nothing better to do today." Light 
sighed, agreeing to join me. 

We climbed out of the tower, pocketing the manuals and slips of 
paper so that no trace of the investigation is left behind. It wouldn't 
be good if someone stumbled upon the tower and saw the notes 
while we were away. 

"Where should we go first?" Ryuzaki asked as we began walking. 

"I don't know but, calculating the approximate time this'll take us, 
I think we should go to Class A last." I replied. 

"Oh, that will line up with the time Sora plans to carry out his 
plan, doesn't it?" Light commented. 

"Yes. I'm quite interested to see what he's up to." 

"Let's go all the way around to the other side of the island and 
make our way back, then, so that we end up at Class A last." 
Ryuzaki decided. 

Following that path, that meant that we'd go to Class E first, then 
Class B, then Class C and finally Class A. I hadn't yet seen Class E or 
Class C's camps, so I was quite interested to see those. 

Ryuzaki, Light and I chatted idly as we walked around the 
perimeter of the island. Of course, Light was the one leading the 
conversation, as Ryuzaki and I didn't have the greatest 
conversational skills. Before long, we reached the spot tucked away 
in the thicket of leaves and bushes, which was situated next to the 
river. Class E's spot. 

"Hey, Light, Ayanokoji!" Sudo waved to us as we stepped out of 
the shrubbery. 

Back during the midterms, Light, Lelouch and I had become 


acquainted with Sudo and his two friends after Kushida asked us to 
help them study. That all turned out to be pointless, though, since 
their class decided to use a zero-point strategy. 

Well, I suppose it wasn't entirely pointless. Class E probably won't 
be able to use that same strategy every time an academic test comes 
up, so those guys getting some tutoring from us will help them in 
the future by solidifying their foundations early on. 

"Hello, Sudo." Light smiled at him warmly, capturing the girls' 
hearts in an instant. 

"Look, it's Yagami-kun!" 

"Yagami-kun is here?" 

"Yagami-kun!" 

Just like that, the entourage of girls that usually followed Hirata 
everywhere set their eyes on Light instead. Light scratched his 
cheek sheepishly as the girls rushed over to him, while Ryuzaki and 
I sent each other a look. 

"Ah hello Mori, Inogashira, Ishikura, Sato, Maezono..." 

Light took his time greeting each of the girls one by one. Ryuzaki 
and I simply stood off to the side in silence, watching this slightly 
depressing scene unfold. After he was done, Light gestured for us to 
join him, and walked over to the main camp. 

"Yagami-kun, it's nice to see you." Hirata greeted Light as we 
approached. 

"You too, Hirata." 

Then, Hirata turned to Ryuzaki and I. "I don't believe we've met. 
I'm Hirata Yosuke," he introduced himself warmly. 

"Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. It's nice to meet you too." 

"Likewise. I'm Ryuzaki Rue." 

My eyes drifted over to a girl sitting alone against a tree. The 
only defining feature I could make out was her short, blue hair. I 
was pretty certain that she wasn't a Class E student, which meant 
that she was probably from another class. If I had to guess, I'd say 
that she was a spy from Class C, similarly to Shiina. 

"You are both Yagami-kun's classmates, I assume?" Hirata asked 
as we arrived at the centre of the Class E camp. 

"That's right." I replied, looking around. 

There were three tents in total in the camp - two of them 
adjacent to each other, and the other one situated a bit of a distance 
away. It looked like they'd also bought a toilet, which they'd placed 
on the outskirts of their camp. The camp itself was in a nice spot 
with quick access to the river running nearby. One thing stuck out 
to me, though... 

"How do you manage to fit forty students into three tents? They 
only have a supposed capacity of eight students each." Ryuzaki 


inquired, puzzlement clear on his face. 

"Oh, we don't!" A girl chimed in, walking up to us and joining 
Hirata's side. "Oh, I'm Karuizawa Kei by the way. I heard your 
introductions, so no need to repeat them." 

Karuizawa Kei, huh. This girl was the one who was dating Hirata. 
I hadn't seen her before but, seeing as she held such an influential 
position in the social hierarchy, it was lucky that I'd become 
acquainted with her here. 

"Sorry, Karuizawa, but did you just say that you don't fit 
everybody into the tents?" Light asked nervously. 

"Well, the girls sleep in both of our supplied tents. The boys 
started crying about it though, so we generously let them buy one 
of their own." She responded with a smile. 

"But, even then, that tent can only accommodate eight people..." 
Light's voice trailed off. 

"Ah, right! The rest of them sleep outside, on the floor!" 


eecccccee 
eecccccee 


eecccccee 


A horrified expression slowly made its way onto Light's face as he 
learned of the treatment the Class E boys were receiving. As for 
Ryuzaki, he seemed bothered by something else. His features wore 
a baffled look. 

"Even then, though, you shouldn't be able to fit all the girls in 
your class into just two tents." Ryuzaki pointed out in confusion. 

"Oh, we just squeeze up really close together to make it work." 

"I-I see..." 

Somehow, I felt that Ryuzaki was lying. In fact, he probably 
didn't see at all, but decided to drop the subject. Light, seemingly 
recovered from his state of shock, decided to change the topic. 

"So, how is it going in Class E? Trudging along okay?" He asked 
amicably. 

"Well, I certainly can't say it's been easy, but we've managed so 
far." Hirata replied with a gentle smile. 

"I see. And who's your leader?" 

"It's H— wait, what in the world are you trying to make me say?!" 
Hirata exclaimed in alarm. 

"Ah, it's just a conversational trick, sorry. In a casual atmosphere 
such as this, where the conversation is nicely flowing, sometimes 
people will answer an outrageous question like that without 
thinking properly. It was worth a shot." Light explained, suppressing 
a giggle. 

I also glimpsed Ryuzaki stifle a laugh out of the corner of my eye, 
but he was unable to prevent a grin from forming. I too found it 


pretty amusing, but my face didn't change. It never does. 

"Oh, Class D students are here?" An angelic voice rang out from 
one of the tents. 

I looked over and saw Kushida Kiky6, smiling brightly as always 
as she bounded towards our group. "Hello Ayanokoji-kun, Yagami- 
kun, Ryuzaki-kun!" 

It's suspicious if you greet me first, Kushida, considering that Light is 
much more popular than I am. Not that anyone in this class will pick up 
on it, but... 

I took a quick glance at Ryuzaki, who was eyeing me 
suspiciously. Of course, this ever-observant person would pick up 
on even the subtlest of things like that. I didn't think he'd mention it 
to anyone, but it was disconcerting nevertheless. 

"Ah, Kushida, nice to see you." Light greeted her. 

Out of everyone, I felt that Light was probably one of the few 
people that Kushida didn't utterly despise. Light was all around 
respectful, polite, and sociable - he was pretty much a model 
student. He was also a good person, who hated to see injustice and 
evil. 

That was a double-edged sword, however. Someone such as him 
also had the potential to easily become twisted and evil if he 
deviated from the path. Strong principles are prone to becoming the 
most dangerous if flipped around. 

"What is Class D doing here, hmm?" Kushida inquired as she 
joined us. 

"We're just taking a little look around to pass the time." Ryuzaki 
replied disinterestedly. 

Kushida made an incredulous expression. "Do you not have things 
you need to do?" 

"Not really. We sorted out all of that stuff on the first day." Light 
informed her nonchalantly. 

"R-really?! We still have so much stuff to do! Like we need to find 
food constantly to reduce costs, we need to find more wood to burn 
for when it gets cold at night, then there's the situation of 
convincing people to drink river water, the boys are all unhappy 
about sleeping outside, and—" 

"Okay, I think we get the picture now." I cut in, saving the 
conversation. 

"Hmm, but I still don't understand how the boys can be unhappy 
about sleeping outside?" Karuizawa remarked quizzically. 

"Well, how would you feel if you were made to sleep in the open 
wilderness with no bedding?" I retorted. 

"It'd be gross." 

"So you can understand why the boys are unhappy, then." Light 


affirmed. 

"Hmm, but out of the girls and the boys, the boys deserve to 
endure the harsher conditions, right?" 

Hirata, Ryuzaki and Light visibly cringed at that, while the smile 
subtly disappeared from Kushida's eyes. Personally, I found 
Karuizawa's outlook to be incomprehensible. 

"If a similar situation happened with the sexes reversed, whoever 
said that line would be labelled a misogynist" Ryuzaki complained 
with an exasperated sigh. 

Well, I couldn't blame him. If all the boys banded together and 
forced the girls into undesirable circumstances, there'd be an 
uproar. There was a definite double standard when it came to 
things like that, and it was especially prominent among high 
schoolers. 

"I don't think that anybody wants to sleep on the open ground, no 
matter what sex they are." Hirata said, taking the most neutral 
viewpoint, as usual. 

Karuizawa pouted at him in dissatisfaction. "Don't you think that 
it's a man's duty to carry such burdens so that the women don't 
have to?" 

"Perhaps. But it's irritating that the same women who say such 
things are also the ones so desperately preaching about 'equality." 
Ryuzaki interjected once more. 

In an ideal world, sex would not even be considered for such 
things — it would be a completely irrelevant factor. But alas, real life 
is not that simple, and it certainly isn't kind. 

"My my, if it isn't the so-called genius-boys." 

A condescending voice sounded out from behind us. I turned 
around and pointed my gaze in the direction of the voice; there 
stood Koenji, stepping out of the trees and into the camp with an 
assortment of harvested foodstuffs in his arms. 

I found myself a little surprised. I didn't expect Koenji of all 
people to actually help Class E for this exam, even if it is just 
collecting resources. 

"Koenji..." Light narrowed his eyes skeptically. "What are you 
doing here?" 

"Whatever do you mean, Yagami-boy? I am merely returning with 
a bountiful harvest, as expected of a perfect human being such as 
myself." Koenji answered with a laugh. 

"Right..." 

Even for my classmates, dealing with Koenji seemed to be 
excessively tiring. I doubted that even Lelouch or Sora would be 
able to stay around him for long. 

"So, what are you doing here, genius-kuns?" 


"We're just taking a look around, that's all." Ryuzaki replied as 
Koenji walked over to us. "By the way, I can't help but notice that 
your class has decided to shelter a student from another class." 

Ryuzaki pointed over to the blue-haired girl, who was still sitting 
on the ground against a tree. Koenji followed his finger and, upon 
landing his gaze on the girl, let out a chuckle. 

"Oh, are you referring to Spy-girl? Yes, it appears my classmates 
made the decision to house her." K6enji said in a bemused tone. 

"Koenji-kun, can you please stop baselessly accusing Ibuki-san? 
There's no reason to think that she's a spy." Hirata voiced his 
displeasure. 

Apparently, the girl was called Ibuki. Good to know. Us in Class D 
knew that she was a spy for definite, and Koenji seemed to have 
assumed the same, but the rest of his class didn't buy it. 

"Whatever, Hirata-boy. I'll stop saying it as long as you keep your 
sickening words of trust and friendship to yourself too." 

"Sorry, Hirata, but I think I'll have to agree with Koenji on this 
one." Light said, causing shock to appear on Hirata's face. "This isn't 
just a normal exam at a normal school. This is, for all intents and 
purposes, a battle. You don't trust the enemy, not if you want to 
win." 

"I don't want to think like that." Hirata responded resolutely. 

Funnily enough, it appeared that Koenji was the only student in 
Class E that was prepared to do what was required to win. 
Everybody else was willing to sacrifice their own victory for the 
sake of being kind. Well, everyone else except her. 

My eyes drifted over to the lone girl with long black hair and 
piercing red eyes. She was sitting by herself some distance away, 
occasionally rubbing her arm. I suspected that she was ill. 

"So, what would you do if you were in our place? Would you 
leave her with nowhere to go?" Kushida asked uncertainly. 

"What would we do if a potential spy turned up at our camp, 
huh..." Ryuzaki pondered out loud. "Well, luckily that hasn't 
happened, so we don't have to worry about making such a decision. 
However, if we did, I suspect that we'd end up turning them away." 

Light narrowed his eyes slightly, perplexed at what Ryuzaki was 
trying to do. He purposely gave Class E misinformation, saying that 
nobody had turned up at our camp even though Shiina had. What 
was he trying to do? Did he want to cause Class E to take damage 
specifically? 

No, thinking logically, Ryuzaki would never go out of his way just to 
target Class E. No, it's more likely that he judged that Class E being 
beaten by Class C would be more favourable than Class E figuring out 
that Ibuki is a spy. 


Yesterday, when the Class C boys invited us to Rytien's camp, they 
made it obvious that they'd spent a lot of points. What's more, every day, 
Class C would be bleeding thirty points from missed roll calls due to their 
spies. What this all points to is the idea that Class C have already spent 
all 300 of their points, in order to negate the losses. 

This means that Rylen intends to win the exam by guessing the 
leaders of all the other classes. You gain fifty points for guessing a leader 
correctly, and you lose fifty if you guess wrong. Class C will most likely 
guess the leaders of Class B and Class E correctly but, even then, that 
shouldn't be enough. 

Us in Class D will be able to guess Class C's leader by the end of the 
exam, which will cause Rytien to take a fifty-point hit. Furthermore, 
Ryuen will undoubtedly guess Class D's leader incorrectly, which will 
cause Class C to fall all the way back down to zero even after guessing 
two leaders correctly. 

Either way, whether Class C guess Class E's leader or not, they will 
have zero points by the end of this exam. What this means is that, the 
choice of whether to help Class E by making them aware of the spies will 
only effect whether they lose points or not — it won't help Ryuien even if 
we keep them in the dark. 

Ryuzaki must've realized this and come to the conclusion that giving 
them misinformation deliberately is a way for us to make them lose 
points without indirectly assisting any other class. In other words, 
Ryuzaki's tactic was a completely safe attack with no possible negative 
consequences. 

I had to commend Ryuzaki. He truly was a genius to be able to 
think of all of that on the spot. It was also impressive how he 
managed to slip it subtly into the conversation in a manner that 
didn't cause any suspicion. Even Light and I, who knew all the facts, 
weren't able to immediately pinpoint what he was doing. 

"Isn't it too cruel to force someone to live on an island alone for a 
whole week?" Karuizawa said accusingly. 

"Not really. They can always just go and retire to the ship." 
Ryuzaki nodded in the direction of Speranza. 

As he said that, Hirata froze. We all turned to stare at him and, 
after a few seconds, he snapped out of it and buried his head in his 
hands. 

"How did nobody in Class E think of that?" He muttered in 
disbelief. 

"Oho, don't worry, Hirata-boy. I thought of it." Koenji informed 
him happily. 

"Then why didn't you say anything, Koenji-kun?!" Kushida 
queried, her voice slightly louder than usual. 

"Oh please, Pretty Girl. Do you really think anyone would've 


listened to me even if I did say something? Besides, it's much more 
amusing to watch you all run around cluelessly." Koenji answered. 

Koenji, being Koenji, seemed to care more about amusing himself 
than actually trying to win the exam. I suppose it was only expected 
of him, though. 

"How are things going for you guys?" Hirata asked, clearly trying 
to shift the topic away from KOenji's mockery. 

"Pretty well. We've already found the identities of every class' 
leader." Light lied. 

As he said that Hirata, Kushida and Karuizawa visibly tensed. 
Koenji's demeanour didn't falter at all. 

"B-by that you mean classes A, B, and C, right, Yagami-kun?" 
Hirata asked nervously. 

"No. We know Class E's leader too." I said, going along with 
Light's plan. 

It seemed that Light took some inspiration from Ryuzaki's 
misinformation strategy, as he decided to take it up to even the next 
level. Light's idea wouldn't provide us any advantage on paper, 
however, Class E's morale would certainly drop after learning that 
we know their leader, which would cause them to be more reckless 
and, ironically, make it easier for us to actually find their leader. 

"Oh my, Hirata-boy, it seems your identity has been discovered 
already! I warned you that such an obvious bluff wouldn't work." 
Koenji laughed unfazed. 

Hirata, Kushida and Karuizawa all looked down at the ground 
dejectedly. 

"How did you find out?" Kushida asked solemnly. 

"Now now, why would we tell an enemy where their weakness 
is?" Ryuzaki asked rhetorically. 

There would be no merit in us aiding Class E in this exam. That 
was a consensus shared by everybody in Class D. 

"Well, we should get going now. We can't stick around here 
forever, after all." Light said, intending to move on to our next 
destination. 

"Right. Well, I'll see you later Yagami-kun, Ayanokoji-kun, 
Ryuzaki-kun." Hirata bid us farewell in a sad tone. 

After exchanging goodbyes, we set off up the river. Once we were 
a reasonable distance away from Class E, we began a discussion as 
we followed the river to Class B's camp. 

"That Koenji sure is interesting," Light remarked, breaking the 
silence. 

Ryuzaki raised his thumb and put it to his lips before talking in a 
slightly muffled voice. "Mhm. He seemed to know that we don't 
actually know the Class E leader, but he bluffed by calling Hirata 


the leader anyway. He could've kept silent and let nothing on, but 
instead he deliberately chose to play a mind game with us." 

Was he seriously trying to subtly help his class, or was he just 
doing whatever amused him at the time? I found myself unable to 
get a read on Koenji Rokusuke. 

"Do you think that Hirata is actually the leader?" Light asked an 
interesting question. 

"I think that Class E has a pretty easy-to-read thought process," I 
answered. "Putting their actual class representative as the leader is 
quite the bold bluff and, while I could maybe see them doing it, it 
seems like a stretch to me. No, I think they'd think something like 
‘we need to choose someone who has a low-profile but is still reliable." 

"I think you're right about that, Ayanokoji. Hirata, Karuizawa and 
Kushida all stand out among Class E. Designating one of those as 
the leader is too bold a strategy for them to employ. It seems like 
something that someone like Ryiien would do, not Hirata." Ryuzaki 
agreed with me. 

"Following that logic, the leader is likely to be... someone like 
Horikita or Yukimura, then?" Light speculated. 

"Yukimura? Who is that? And how do you know him?" Ryuzaki 
questioned. 

"He's one of the few academically gifted students in Class E. He's 
outwardly reserved, which gives people a reliable impression of 
him. As for how I know him... you shouldn't underestimate the 
power of the social network." 

For somebody like Light, a model student with great social skills, 
gathering information was probably a trivial task. Light was the 
only person in Class D that could do such a job — Lelouch was 
popular, and certainly had the conversational skills to back it up, 
but was far too disinterested to even attempt to make use of his 
popularity. I, on the other hand, was apparently evaluated highly 
by the girls, but didn't have the social ability to back it up. This 
meant that Light was an indispensable asset to our class. 

"It's a little off-topic, but, have either of you ever thought that 
Class E is the only class other than us that doesn't actually have a 
proper leader?" I asked. 

"Hmm... now that you mention it, you're right. The only 
difference is that we don't have a leader because everybody is 
competent, whereas Class E don't have one because nobody is 
competent." Ryuzaki stated mercilessly. 

"That's a little harsh," Light said. "But I can't exactly say that it's 
wrong, either..." 

Hirata has been trying his best to keep the class together, but the 
disarray is clear to see in this exam. Hirata and Kushida work well 


as students that can support the leader of a class, but neither of 
them possess the necessary qualities nor ability to actually lead. 

A leader has to be prepared to keep their composure and make 
big decisions, knowing that their choice will impact their entire 
class. Not only that, but they also need to be prepared for any losses 
-— if you go the entire time expecting no expulsions, then you'll 
break when one inevitably does occur. 

Speaking of, I wondered how our class would deal with 
expulsions. It costs twenty million private points to negate an 
expulsion, a sum that Class D could never pay. In other words, our 
class is at by far the biggest risk — if an exam where expulsion is 
unavoidable happens, then we'll be in serious trouble. 

While I was lost in thought, we'd apparently arrived at our 
destination. Light and Ryuzaki stopped walking, and I almost 
bumped into them in surprise. After being snapped back to reality, I 
took a moment to scan my eyes over the scene before me. 

"Well, I suppose this is the one thing that Class B is good at..." 
Light commented. 

Similarly to us, their class had made practical use of their spot, 
with many trees surrounding a well. They didn't have enough space 
to spread out three or four tents, so they'd made good use of the 
space by putting up hammocks. Despite starting in much the same 
way, our class had chosen completely different items. I was rather 
curious about some unfamiliar equipment near the well, but what 
surprised me the most was the atmosphere. 

"Huh? Yagami-kun? Ryuzaki-kun and Ayanokoji-kun too?" 

Someone called to us, almost as if she'd sensed the arrival of 
sudden visitors. Ichinose was trying to tie a string around a tree to 
put up a hammock. She wore a jersey, which really suited her, and 
appeared lively. Kanzaki sat a little further away from her. 

"Your class seems to be functioning well, despite obstacles." 

"Haha, yeah. It was really difficult at first! But we tried a bunch 
of different things, and it worked out. Though the list of chores just 
keeps on increasing. There's still a ton of work left," said Ichinose 
with a big smile. 

"Oh, I apologize if we're getting in your way." Light bowed his 
head. 

"Oh, I'm sorry. That probably sounded like I was trying to drive 
you guys away. I think it's all right if you hang around for a while." 

Ichinose welcomed us without any hint of protest. She invited us 
to sit on the hammock, but Light declined the offer, so Ichinose sat 
instead. 

"Oi, look," nudging me in the side, Ryuzaki spoke in a hushed 
tone. 


I averted my eyes over to where he was looking, and spotted a 
boy. He wasn't sitting alone, per se, but the distance between him 
and the rest of Class B was noticeably bigger than the distance 
between everybody else. 

"It's just as we figured, then." I responded quietly. 

"Hmm... This class is by far the most unified, isn't it?" Light said, 
cutting into my and Ryuzaki's exchange. 

I took a quick glance around. There was a feeling of true 
solidarity here, with no disorder at all. Each individual student 
carried out his or her role. Additionally, everyone seemed to be 
fulfilling their duties happily. Normally, you'd find someone who 
hated their job or trying to skip out on it. 

"I assume that's because you're leading, right, Ichinose?" I 
surmised. 

"Yeah. For the time being, anyway." 

Ichinose had managed to unify her class both in and out of the 
school. 

"Hmm, what about Class D? Does your class have a lot of unity?" 

"Our class is small, so we don't have any problems getting along. 
We're more like a friend group than a class," Light answered with a 
smile. 

"I suppose having a class that small has its pros and cons," 
Ichinose mused. "Honestly, it was very surprising when we first 
found out about the fifth class. At first, we all thought it was just 
because you were all too smart for the regular curriculum, but..." 

Ichinose gestured to the area around us, seemingly pointing out 
the existence of special exams. Like Ichinose said, there'd normally 
be no need for the school to create an extra class just for the seven 
of us — it was only because we were required to compete that Class 
E even existed. 

"We were quite surprised too, when we found out about Class E." 
Ryuzaki said. 

"Ehh? What do you mean?" Ichinose asked quizzically, a look of 
confusion on her face. 

"When we first enrolled here, we didn't know that there were 
normally only four classes. It wasn't until our first homeroom that 
we learned about the fact that Class E doesn't normally exist. The 
fact that a special class was created just to accommodate us gave us 
some useful hints about the school, though." Ryuzaki elaborated. 

"Yeah. It was dubbed 'Class E' for 'experimental class,’ which gave 
us suspicions about something akin to these special exams even 
back during the first week." I added. 

"You guys predicted the special exams all the way back then?! If 
that's true, then you've certainly lived up to your reputation as 


geniuses." Ichinose responded in awe. 

"Well, at a normal school, there'd be no reason for them to create 
an extra class for us. That alone wouldn't have been enough, but 
Ayanokoji and I happened to hear an upperclassmen mock a Class D 
student for being allotted to Class D. We figured that, if Class D is 
regarded as a lower class, there must also be some way to be 
promoted from that status." Light explained. 

"And that lead you to deduce that you'd be doing that by stealing 
the positions of the other classes, huh. Mmm, it makes sense when 
you spell it out for me, but it's still amazing that you guys thought 
of all that so early on." Ichinose praised us again. 

It was true that not just any class could come up with what we 
did. Even knowing that you were a specially created class, and that 
the classes are sorted by status, you'd still have to be exceptionally 
talented to deduce the existence of class competitions based on just 
that. The fact that Class D did it was a testament to our ability. 

"By the way, have you seen Class C?" Light asked, changing the 
topic. 

"Mhm. They seemingly have no intention of taking this test 
seriously. There are four days remaining, and they'll run out of 
points well before the test is over. I can't imagine they'll be able to 
change their situation even if they enter into 'point-saver mode’ 
right away. They're not even looking for a spot. I can't even begin to 
understand them." 

Ichinose didn't seem able to come up with the answer to their 
madness. 

"Well, our consensus is that Ryiien is definitely planning 
something. The sole benefit to his strategy is that it nullifies all 
negatives and penalties throughout the test." Ryuzaki said. 

Yesterday, two Class C students had turned up at our spot, 
inviting us to join them. Kururugi and Lelouch had gone with them, 
and informed us all of the situation at the camp when he returned 
for the evening roll call. We hadn't seen much of Lelouch or 
Kururugi recently, as they'd spent all their time except for roll call 
at Class C's camp. 

"Pardon me, Ichinose-san? I'm sorry to interrupt. Do you know 
where Nakanishi-kun is?" asked a male student in a rather reserved 
voice. 

It was the student that Ryuzaki had pointed out to me earlier. 

"I think Nakanishi-kun headed down to the shore. Why do you 
ask?" 

"I thought I'd offer to help. Is that unnecessary?" 

"Oh no, not at all. I'm really happy you feel that way, Kaneda- 
kun. Can you head over and follow Chihiro-chan's group? If you tell 


them I told you to do so, it'll be okay." 

"Okay. Thank you very much!" 

Light narrowed his eyes. He probably hadn't noticed the student 
when we'd first entered the camp, since he was tasked with being 
our main man when it comes to all things social. 

"A Class C student?" He murmured under his breath. 

"Do you know him? It looks like he had some kind of dispute with 
Class C. He said he'd get by on his own, but I couldn't just leave 
him. I haven't asked him about his situation yet." 

"O-oh, no, we've just heard rumours that a Class C boy was kicked 
out of the Class C camp after a dispute with Ryiien. That's how I 
inferred who he was." 

Light fumbled over his words a bit. He'd probably guessed that 
the student was from Class C because of Shiina and Ibuki, but made 
a mistake by letting on that he knew he was from Class C. We didn't 
want to reveal that the Class C students are actually spies, so Light 
had needed to come up with a different explanation for how he 
knew about the Class C student on the spot. 

"I see. Isn't it terrible that Ryiien-kun will do that to his own 
classmates?" Ichinose said solemnly. 

"That's just how Ryiien Kakeru operates." I replied. 

"But what's the point?" 

"Perhaps it works for him?" Ryuzaki pretended to speculate. 

"Even if it does, who would want to win like that?" Ichinose said 
distastefully. 

As she said that, the image of a brown-haired, emerald-eyed boy 
flashed through my mind. It sounded like something he'd say. 

"Ichinose Honami," said Ryuzaki as he quickly approached the 
hammock she was sitting on. 

He leaned forward, placing his face dangerously close to hers and 
staring into her eyes with his pitch-black pupils. 

"E-ehh? Ryuzaki-kun? What are—" Ichinose stammered, but 
Ryuzaki cut her off. 

"Don't you ever have the thought that you're terribly naive? By 
always acting like such an angel, you're limiting what you can do by 
a large amount. Additionally, not every enemy you come across will 
abide by the arbitrary rules that you call 'morals.' You don't even 
consider the possibility of your opponent doing something 
underhanded, even though a majority of them will probably do so if 
it means victory." Ryuzaki lectured her in his smooth voice, keeping 
his gaze locked on to hers. 

Ichinose looked shocked for a moment, but composed herself and 
thought for a while. Eventually, she resolved herself and stared 
back at Ryuzaki, seemingly prepared to give her answer. 


"I'm aware that I may be naive. Even if others choose to stoop 
low, I will not. I will fight honourably and righteously, even if it 
could cost me. However, because of my reluctance to use 
underhanded methods, I struggle to predict such methods that my 
enemy may use." Ichinose answered, admitting her faults. 

Light and I looked at each other briefly, before turning our eyes 
back to Ryuzaki. He didn't immediately reply, and instead raised his 
thumb to his mouth and chewed on it as he thought. 

"You are not a competent leader, Ichinose Honami," he said, 
causing her to lower her head shamefully. "There is no reason to 
bow your head, however. Just because you aren't a suitable leader, 
that doesn't mean you are incompetent. Far from it. It just means 
that you've been given the wrong role." 

"The... wrong role?" Ichinose looked up at him, perplexed. 

"That's right," Ryuzaki replied, standing back upright. "You are 
perfect as a second in command of sorts. You are best suited to 
acting as the glue that holds your class together. You said yourself 
that you aren't able to fight against people like Rytien. Instead, you 
should allow another to take the place of the primary leader and 
strategist, and instead you should focus on shadowing them and 
rallying the rest of your classmates around the leader's ideas. Trust 
and unity are your class' main weapons, but that's not good enough 
on its own. When combined with an at least decent strategist, 
however, they can amplify your class' prowess greatly." 

I agreed with everything Ryuzaki said, but I couldn't help but 
wonder: What the hell was this guy trying to do? 

I thought about Ryuzaki Rue. This eccentric boy, unruly black 
hair, dark bags under his eyes. A number of quirks, such as always 
sitting in an odd manner. He also appeared to have some kind of 
sugar addiction, as he always ordered excessive amounts of sugar in 
his coffees and was often seen snacking on various sweets and 
candies. 

Despite all that, his mental abilities were nothing short of 
incredible. As well as easily getting a perfect score in exams, he was 
able to come up with high-depth insight like he did just now, as 
well as possessing great deductive prowess and the ability to think 
up tactics, often times on the spot, that nobody could expect. 

This all begged one question: What exactly was he after? There 
was no merit in him telling all of this to Ichinose now. In fact, it 
could well come back to bite him if she takes his advice to heart. So 
why? Was he just doing it for amusement, to create a stronger 
enemy similarly to Sora and Shiro? Or was there a different reason 
for his behaviour? 

"I see..." Ichinose wore a deeply thoughtful expression. 


After a short while of silence, Light tugged back his sleeve and 
looked at his watch. Upon seeing the time, he turned to us. 

"Hey, I hate to cut our conversation short, but I think we should 
get going. If we don't, we might not make it in time," he said to 
Ryuzaki and I. 

"You guys are going already?" Ichinose asked, looking slightly 
disappointed. 

"We promised our classmates that we'd be back soon, so we don't 
want to make them wait." I lied, earning a subtle nod from Light. 

"Ah, right. In that case, I won't keep you any longer. Goodbye 
Yagami-kun, Ryuzaki-kun, Ayanokoji-kun!" 

We waved her goodbye, turned around, and headed toward our 
next destination. 


AVAVAWA 


Lelouch's POV 

"Come ooooo0n, Lelouch-kun, just play one game!" 

The pleading voice of a girl rang out across the partying beach. I 
felt my purple eyes widen a fraction as I was assaulted by a barrage 
of requests to participate in a volleyball game. 

"Uh, I can't do that. Really, I'm not very good at sports at all." I 
replied, panicked. 

"Hmm, I'm sure that Lelouch-kun is just being humble. I bet he's 
really amazing at sports as well as academics!" 

Not good. If I go out there and give a miserable performance under 
these expectations, Il never be able to live it down! 

"N-no, I'm pretty mediocre at things like that. Honestly!" 

"But Kururugi-kun also said he was pretty average too, but look at 
him!" 

The girl, Takeko Nishino, pointed her finger towards the 
volleyball game currently being played. From my position, relaxed 
in a seaside chair, I averted my purple eyes over to where she was 
pointing. I landed my gaze on that bastard, Suzaku Kururugi, 
nonchalantly dominating even the most athletic of Class C students. 

"Kururugi-kun is so cool!" 

Another girl, Nanami Yabu, exclaimed with sparkles in her eyes 
as she stared at Suzaku's muscular body clad in a swimsuit. Who 
knew that merely being good at something stupid like volleyball 
could garner this much attention? 

"You should go and face off against him, Lelouch-kun! I bet you'd 
win!" 


Are these girls trying to get me killed? 

"Yeah, Lelouch, why don't you go and play? I'll even make an 
exception and join you myself," a deep, mocking voice sounded 
from behind me. 

I glanced over my shoulder at Rytien Kakeru, who was clearly 
amused by my predicament. He gave me a big smile, flashing his 
white teeth contemptuously. What a pain. As if I didn't already have 
enough problems on my hands. 

"Tll tell you what, Ryiien. If you go up there and beat Suzaku, 
then I'll step up and play against you." 

Suzaku would never lose to the likes of Rytien, and Rytien would 
arrogantly accept the challenge for the sake of protecting his pride. 
That's what I'd thought, anyway, until... 

"Kuku, don't be stupid. That guy would kick my ass both on and 
off the court. You're only saying that to get out of playing yourself." 
Ryiien laughed at me, and took a big mouthful of water from the 
bottle in his hand. 

"Lelouch-kun, you aren't really scared of playing against Rytien- 
kun, are you?" 

The girls looked at me expectantly. Apparently, being popular 
also meant that people expected you to be exceptional at literally 
everything. How bothersome. 

But seriously, at this rate I'm going to end up a laughing stock. If only 
someone would come and— 

"Hey, Lelouch!" 

A boy's voice called out semi-distantly. Everybody turned to look 
at the source, and there stood three boys. Light, Ryuzaki and 
Ayanokoji. At that moment, I felt that I was the luckiest person on 
the planet. 

Swiftly taking advantage of my classmates' appearances, I 
pounced on the opportunity to escape. "Oh, what a shame! I 
would've loved to play against you, Rytien, but it seems that my 
classmates are calling for me." 

"Kukuku, aren't you blessed with good luck?" He laughed 
haughtily at me, but didn't press any further. 

I shot him once last glance with my amethyst eyes, before turning 
my attention to the approaching trio. 

"Light, Ryuzaki, Ayanokoji. How nice to see you." I waved with a 
smile, causing some of my followers to blush. 

The others, however... 

"Yagami-kun!" 

I wasn't the only chick-magnet in Class D, apparently. Half of my 
harem was stolen away by the good-looking honour student 
standing before me. 


"Ah, Manabe, Yamashita..." Light greeted them warmly. 

It wasn't all bad. The more people that gushed over Light, the less 
troublesome my situation would become after all. 

"Oh? What are more guinea pigs doing here? Does your entire 
class intend to migrate?" Rytien asked provocatively. 

"Migrate? Don't be foolish," Ryuzaki retorted. "Who would 
migrate to a class that's already used all 300 points?" 

"Someone who wants to enjoy their vacation, perhaps?" Rytien 
suggested ambiguously. 

"Yeah right," Light scoffed at him as he walked to my side. 
"Besides, we're already enjoying our vacation. Right, Lelouch?" 

It looked like Light was asking me to agree. It didn't exactly make 
sense to me, though, since I'd actually spent more time at Class C's 
camp during this exam than our own. 

"Well, I certainly am enjoying my vacation, with access to all of 
these luxuries free of charge," I smirked at him in response. 

"Well, that'll probably end by tomorrow. Right, Ryiien?" 

After being asked that by Light, Ryiien grinned widely. "Kuku, 
what makes you say that?" 

"Isn't it obvious?" Ayanokoji interjected, speaking flatly as always. 
"Your dwindling resources are apparent. You won't be able to make 
it through another day after this one with what you have left. You 
intend to have the whole of Class C drop out today, right?" 

It looked like Ayanokoji came to the same conclusion as me 
regarding Rytien's strategy. Back when I met with the rest of my 
class during the roll calls, I didn't say anything about my thoughts, I 
merely gave an objective analysis of the situation regarding Class C. 
I was interested in seeing what conclusions everyone else would 
come to. 

"Well, everybody except you and your merry band of spies, of 
course." Ryuzaki added to everyone's surprise. 

I felt my own eyes widen in shock as well. Was he an idiot? Why 
the hell would any sane human being reveal the fact that we know 
he has spies? What was the point? 

I glanced around. Light looked surprised, similarly to me, while 
Ayanokoji remained as stoic as ever. I noticed Rytien's composure 
crack slightly, but he showed no signs of panic. 

"Kukuku, so that silly girl got discovered after all? I knew it was a 
mistake to let her have her way." Rytien clicked his tongue, as if his 
strategy being uncovered was just a mild inconvenience. 

"Does it not make you disconcerted that we know your leader, 
Rytien?" I asked smugly. 

Ryiien, however, simply laughed at me. "You know our leader? 
That's a good one. Unfortunately, your bluff won't work on me." 


A bluff, huh? Perhaps that's what it was. Honestly, even I wasn't 
sure at that moment. 

"Hmm, so if I say 'Rytien Kakeru is the leader of Class C,' you 
won't be panicked at all?" I continued condescendingly. 

Ryuien, however, showed no outward reaction to it, and just 
carried on grinning. He was clearly amused by the situation. 

"As I said, such a stupid bluff would never work on me. Just 
because you've figured out that I'll remain on the island, that 
doesn't mean I'm the leader." Rytien retorted scornfully. "Isn't it 
obvious that I'd need to stay on the island to give my orders to these 
incompetent idiots?" 

Ryiien waved his arm in a gesture towards the rest of his 
classmates. Well, he wasn't exactly wrong. We probably could've 
predicted he'd stay on the island even before the exam began. 

"You're quite a good actor, Rywen," surprisingly, Light 
complimented Rytien. "If you really weren't the leader, you 
probably would've pretended to be shocked and panicked just now, 
in order to misdirect us into believing that you actually are. The 
fact that you didn't do this indicates that you needed to remain 
flippant, in order to deceive us into thinking that you aren't the 
leader because of your confident reaction." 

Rytien merely smirked as Light explained his thought process. 
After he finished, he spoke condescendingly. "So, you're saying I'm 
the leader based off that? Kuku." 

"However," Light continued, narrowing his brown eyes. "There's 
also the possibility that you thought this far. If you'd predicted that 
we'd make the previous assumptions, there's also the chance that 
you bluffed by actually acting intentionally unconcerned, predicting 
that we'd use that to wrongly deduce that you are the leader. If 
that's the case, then that means you based your entire tactic around 
believing in our talent. That's quite bold, for someone like you." 

Ryiien Kakeru was an enigmatic figure, to say the least. When I 
first encountered him, I'd profiled him as nothing but a muscle- 
headed dictator. However, the strategy he'd employed for this exam 
was clever, one that took advantage of a loophole in the rules. It 
was something that most people would never even think of. 

Additionally, he was apt at mind games. Even the combination of 
me, Light, Ryuzaki and Ayanokoji, a collection of the biggest 
teenage geniuses in the country, weren't able to read him with 
confidence. At this stage, there was no way for us to be sure 
whether Ryiien was the leader or not. 

"Kukuku, don't you ever think that you might be giving me too 
much credit?" Ryiien laughed haughtily. 

"I know better than to underestimate my enemy." Light retorted. 


"Hah! You should know, it's not wise to overestimate them 
either." 


AVAVWAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"Class D students? Can we help you?" 

Katsuragi spotted the group of us hanging around at the edge of 
his camp, and called out to us. I looked around, at the camp which 
was bustling with life. I'd estimated that over three-quarters of Class 
A was present here. 

The spot we were currently at was Spot-L. The route that we took 
was almost like a lap around the entire island, and so we didn't end 
up going near the centre very often. For that reason, we circled 
around to Spot-L first and, if nobody was there, then we would've 
ventured inwards towards Spot-R. 

"We're just here to watch, Katsuragi. Don't mind us." Lelouch 
answered disinterestedly. 

"Watch?" Katsuragi echoed, perplexed. "What is there to watch?" 

Light rolled back his sleeve and glanced at his watch. "You'll see," 
he said with a smile. 

Katsuragi narrowed his eyes. "I don't like that. What is Class D up 
to?" 

"Who knows?" I retorted, garnering a laugh from my classmates. 

We stood around, observing Class A as they went about their 
daily tasks. By now, most camps were fully established, and just the 
finishing touches needed to be added. This is what Class A were 
doing - right now, they were building a large fire. 

"Hmm, it must be hard not having any water close by, eh, 
Katsuragi?" Lelouch prodded. 

The closest water source to here was the river that cut across the 
island. That river ran close in proximity to Spot-R, through the 
heart of the island, but this spot was a good distance away from the 
river and an even bigger distance from the starting area. 

"We managed to make it work," he replied sternly. 

As he said that, I noticed something odd. 

"Water bottles..." I muttered subconsciously. 

I didn't mean to say it aloud, but it seemed like my classmates 
heard me. Katsuragi didn't catch it, thankfully. 

"Would Class A spend points on bottled water?" Ryuzaki 
narrowed his eyes and placed his thumb to his lips. 

"That would be nonsensical. They could easily get by without 


doing so if they just went to Spot-R. There, they'd have easy access 
to water at any time they so desire." Lelouch denied the possibility. 

Even though Katsuragi was a cautious man, and probably 
wouldn't like being at the centre of the island very much due to the 
various risks, would he really sacrifice this many points just so that 
he could stay at this camp? I found it doubtful. 

"I agree with Lelouch. The chance of that being the case is 
practically zero." Light reinforced the point even more. 

"That's what I was thinking. Hmm..." Ryuzaki adopted a 
thoughtful expression for a moment. "What if... what if the bottled 
water they're drinking wasn't bought by them?" 

Logically speaking, the most likely sponsor of Class A would be 
Class C. They're the class that'd expended all 300 of their points on 
the first day. It wouldn't be a stretch to assume that they'd also set 
aside a portion to pay for Class A's expenses. However... 

"It's pretty obvious who paid for them, then. But, in return for 
what?" I asked quietly, making sure that Katsuragi didn't hear. 

"Private points? Or perhaps, Katsuragi told Rytien the Class A 
leader in return?" Light hypothesized. 

That theory didn't fit with me, however. 

"No chance," I shut him down. "Katsuragi would never take that 
risk. What if Ryiien decided to go and tell the other classes? This 
little thought would stop Katsuragi from ever accepted such a deal." 

Light narrowed his eyes as he thought, while Ryuzaki chewed his 
thumb. Lelouch, however, smirked in glee. 

"In any case, this means that Dictator-kun is much more cunning 
than we first assumed, doesn't it?" He said happily. 

"You think so?" Light asked. 

"Yeah. Whether it be for private points or something else, Rytien 
has clearly made this deal with the big picture in mind. If I were in 
his position, I'd make them sign some sort of contract that makes 
Class A obliged to pay a portion of their allowance every month to 
me. It might not be an optimal strategy for this special exam in 
particular, but it'd establish a long-term flow of finances going from 
Class A to Class C, which would bolster the class' economy greatly 
in the future. In fact, bolstering the class economy is something we 
should be doing." 

Ryiien must've thought ahead, and realized that this wouldn't be 
the only special exam the school will throw at us. Therefore, it'd be 
worth it to sacrifice this one exam in order to strengthen your class 
for all of the ones that would come up in the future. 

"If that's the case, then maybe Ryien is a worthy opponent after 
all." Light concluded with a smile. 

"Mhm." Lelouch nodded. 


After a few more minutes, the main event arrived. At the 
perimeter of the camp, on one side, there was a small cliff around 
eight feet high. Atop that slightly elevated ground, a pair of figures 
emerged. Siblings, hands interlocked. Both had messy, unkept hair 
and an unconcerned expression on their features. 

Sora stepped up, still holding Shiro's hand, and planted his feet 
on the very edge of the cliff. His crimson eyes surveyed the camp 
for a moment, drawing the attention of some of the class. Some 
didn't notice his presence, however, so he decided to speak up and 
introduce himself. 

"Greetings, future Class E, I am Sora of Class 1-D and this is my 
beloved sister, Shiro. I've already seen some of you before, but this 
is my first time meeting most of you. It's a pleasure." Sora spoke so 
politely that it actually sounded mocking. 

"Oi, what the hell do you mean ‘future Class E?!'" One boy 
shouted in irritation. 

"Hmm?" Sora hummed as his eyes scanned over the scene and fell 
on the boy that spoke up. "I meant just what I said. Before long, this 
class is going to fall to Class E." 

"Based on what evidence!?" 

"Yeah, why the hell do you think you know everything!?" 

"This guy is just lowly Class D scum, ignore him." 

A chorus of angry voices swept throughout the camp. Sora 
patiently waited for them to quiet down before he began talking 
again. 

"You want to know why? I'll gladly enlighten you all." 

After saying that, Sora raised his hand dramatically into the air, 
pointing one finger at the sky. He held it there for a few beats, 
before letting it slowly fall down until it pointed straight at a 
student. A student none other than Kohei Katsuragi. 

"The reason is because your leader is an incompetent idiot." 

A lot of the class erupted, seemingly enraged that the leader they 
followed was being insulted by this person they'd never seen before. 
My classmates, on the other hand... 

"Ohh, I get it now. Smart." 

Lelouch commended Sora, apparently understanding what he was 
doing. Light and Ryuzaki had similar reactions. 

"Oi! Who the hell are you to insult our leader?!" Yahiko shouted 
in anger. 

"Who am I? I'm a member of the elite class, Class D. The class 
that started out as the lowest. However, by the end of this very 
exam, we'll be Class C. We may even overtake Class B." 

Sora declared that with full confidence. Honestly, the way things 
were going, I had to agree with him. Currently, we were 98 class 


points behind Class C, a gap that would inexorably be closed on this 
island. Class B were 327 class points ahead of us, a fairly big 
margin, but not one that couldn't be erased on this island either. 

"It's a shame Kururugi couldn't be here too." Light chuckled. 

"Well, somebody had to keep Shiina company while Blank came 
here," Ryuzaki said with a shrug. 

"That good-natured fool probably wouldn't have found this funny 
anyway." Lelouch remarked. 

As we spoke, numerous voices spoke up against Sora. They called 
him an idiot for expecting to climb through the classes that quickly, 
asked him to prove it, said stuff like 'We'll see,’ and the like. 
Eventually, though, Katsuragi asked a question, silencing everybody 
else. 

"Why are you doing this? And why now?" 

"I merely thought I'd inform you that you should step down and 
allow Sakayanagi to take the throne of Class A. You know, before 
you get crushed and expelled. Let's just say, I pitied your situation." 
Sora lied through his teeth. 

Some of the Katsuragi faction went to shout again, but Katsuragi 
cut in before they could. "You seem pretty confident that I'll lose to 
her." 

"Sorry, but you aren't good enough to beat someone like her. Give 
up." 

"I won't do that." Katsuragi retorted, narrowing his eyes at the 
maroon-haired boy. 

"Well, that's too bad." Sora acted like he was about to turn to 
leave, and then turned around as if he forgot something. "Oh, 
there's one more thing I'd like to ask of Class A." 

"What makes you think we'll do anything you ask us to do?!" 
Yahiko shouted angrily. 

Sora ignored him. "Tell me your leader!" He demanded, letting go 
of Shiro's hand and spreading both of his arms wide in front of him. 


" " 


eecccccee 
ee cccccee 


eecccccee 


Silence befell us, as everybody went silent. I had to admit, even I 
didn't see this coming. 

"Huh?" 

"T'll ask again. Tell me who your leader is." 

After realizing he was serious, most of the class started throwing 
insults at Sora. 

"Are you an idiot?" 

"You call Katsuragi incompetent, but your whole strategy was to 
just ask for our leader?" 


"This guy is stupid." 

Voices rang out, but Sora was unfazed by them. He simply 
cracked a wide, smug grin. 

"I'm just joking. I already know who your leader is. There's no 
need for you to tell me." Sora announced. 

Of course, nobody believed him. 

"Oh yeah? Who is it, then?" 

"Yeah, go on, tell us, o' wise one." 

Mocking comments were shot at him, which only made him grin 
even wider. 

"Nah. That'd ruin the fun. Besides, from a strategic viewpoint, it's 
actually better for us if you assume I'm lying. It's been fun. Later." 

Sora waved his hand, before reclaiming Shiro's and interlocking 
fingers with her. They both turned their backs to us and 
disappeared into the shadows. 

After a moment of silence, Katsuragi turned around and stared at 
us sternly. 

"So, is this what you were waiting for? That little show?" 

"More or less." Lelouch answered with a shrug. 

"So? What was it all for?" Katsuragi inquired, unable to 
comprehend our actions. 

Lelouch, however, didn't answer his question. Instead, he said 
something else entirely. "I pity you, Katsuragi. Individually 
speaking, you aren't that bad. But you're surrounded by idiots, half 
of which are against you. It's truly a depressing sight to see." 

With that, the four of us turned and left Class A as well, chasing 
after Blank. Left with that departing comment, Katsuragi couldn't 
say anything. 

"Well, Sora's plan worked." I said as we walked. 

"Yeah. Well, we knew it would. When Sora's confident about a 
strategy, you know it'll work. That's just the effect that guy has." 
Light responded with a grin. 

The thing that made Class D so interesting to me was this. The 
different kinds of ideas each person would come up with. Excluding 
Kururugi, we're all geniuses, but none of us are strictly similar in 
the way we apply that genius. We all think of different solutions 
and tactics. 

I would never even think of doing something like what Sora just 
did, and, even if I did, I probably wouldn't be able to pull it off. 
Similarly, there were things I could do that Sora would never even 
consider, due to it being outside of his ability. That's what made 
Class D so amusing. 

It's also why I wanted to challenge myself, and go head to head 
with my classmates. I want to be destroyed, give everything I have 


and still lose. My loss is also that man’s loss. If there is anyone that 
can grant my wish, it is undoubtedly somebody in Class D. 

"So, that's done then. You know what that means, right?" Lelouch 
asked. 

"What?" I inquired. 

Lelouch stopped and turned, smirking at us while his amethyst 
eyes glimmered with a bright resolve. 

"All tasks at hand have been cleared." 

A/N: 10051 words :) 

This chapter was pretty much purely dialogue, but even in 
the early parts of v3 in the LN basically nothing happened. 

Class D looks like it's ready to take action in the next chapter 
though, I wonder what they could be planning. 

Also, Sora finally got to do something! His appearances have 
been pretty scarce recently, Light and L taking the main stage. 

Also, I've decided that, after the island exam is done with, 
I'm going to shorten my chapter length a bit so that I can 
update more often. Most chapters are 9k-10k words rn, but I 
think it'd be best if I go back to the length that they were at the 
very start of this fic, 5k-7k. This would allow me to cut off a 
day or two from update times, and will also help the people 
who don't want to sit down and read extremely long chapters 
too. It's a good middle ground, imo. Let me know what you 
think. 

And as always, thank you for your support. <3 


Chapter 3-5: Dominion On A Desert Island 


Suzaku's POV 

I slipped in and out of the shadows cast by the tall trees by the 
morning sun, making sure not to step on any branches as I trailed 
my target. This was the mission assigned to me by Ayanokoji. 

He'd predicted that the silver-haired girl walking some distance in 
front of me would leave in the middle of the night. I didn't 
understand how he'd known that but, here she was, departing at the 
crack of dawn. 

"IT want you to wake up early, and follow Shiina Hiyori when she 
wakes up and leaves. If you stay hidden and don't make your presence 
known, you will discover useful information for us when she reaches her 
destination." 

"Huh? How do you know that she'll leave? And why don't you do it 
yourself, Ayanokoji?" 

"I have other important business to attend to on the fourth day. I 
chose you to do it instead because I thought that you'd have some 
experience in concealing your presence, having been military trained and 
all. As for how I know... I'll explain it all after the exam." 

Those were the last words to me before Ayanokoji Kiyotaka 
vanished into the night. I briefly wondered whether the rest of Class 
D even knew what he was up to. I certainly didn't. 

He was right, however. During my extensive training in the army, 
concealing my presence was one of the many skills I'd picked up. 
Normally, a soldier would have no reason to learn something like 
that, but I was no normal soldier. 

An honorary Britannian. These were viewed differently to regular 
Britannian soldiers — they weren't viewed as anywhere near as 
valuable, since they were actually Japanese. Because of this, I 
ended up receiving very specialized training. 

The Lancelot Unit. It was an experimental unit, separate from the 
main army branches. It reported directly to the emperor, Charles zi 
Britannia. I was the only soldier in it - they would never test a new 
training system that could easily go wrong on an actual Britannian 
soldier. 

"Am I nothing more than a guinea pig after all?" I muttered under 
my breath. 

The experiment ended up a success, though. Through their 


extensive and hellish experimental training, they were able to 
create in me the ultimate soldier. Britannia ended up falling before 
it could be tested further, though, meaning I was the only product 
of the Lancelot Unit. The only one in the world who'd gained this 
much strength in a mere seven years of training. 

Of course, my existence was top-secret, even within Britannia. 
Few knew of me, even then, and nobody outside of Britannia would 
ever be able to discover me. Even Lelouch doesn't know about the 
training I endured. 

It was comforting, but also instilled an odd feeling of loneliness in 
me. As if I'll never be able to relate to anyone. 

"Ah, Shiina, glad you could make it." 

A voice cut through my thoughts, bringing my focus back to the 
task at hand. It seemed that Shiina had, indeed, arrived at her 
destination. The voice that called out to her was undoubtedly that 
of Rytien Kakeru. 

"Good morning, Rytien-san!" Shiina's voice was unexpectedly 
cheerful. 

"So? Were you successful, even after being caught out as a spy?" 

Rywien demanded answers straight away. He didn't mess around 
when it came to business, it seemed. 

"Eto, yes, I believe that I was able to figure out the Class D 
leader." 

A wave of surprise washed over me. She figured out that the 
leader was Ayanokoji? How? When? Questions bounced around in 
my head. 

"They were very vigilant about me, but had one slip-up. Just as I 
arrived, Sora-kun called out to Ayanokoji-kun, asking him how he 
took so long just to occupy two spots. At that time, he probably 
didn't notice me, as I was trailing behind Ayanokoji-kun." 

Thinking back to that moment around the fire, when Shiina first 
turned up at our camp, Sora did say that. Apparently, Shiina Hiyori 
was extremely observant and sharp. 

I had to commend her, even if I was feeling uneasy at the 
moment due to our leader being uncovered. 

"I see. That's the last one, then. We now know every class' leader, 
except Class E's. Good work. I'll have to tell that Ibuki to get her ass 
moving. Ordinarily, I'd like to say you can retire now, but I don't 
want anyone to catch on the fact that all the spies have retired too. 
If they did, they might figure out that I was still on the island." 

Rytien knew three leaders? That meant that he'd gain at least 150 
points after the exam, on top of whatever bonus points he gained 
from spots. If Ibuki is successful in finding Class E's leader, then 
he'll gain 200 points instead. If Ryuzaki's theory about Class C 


joining hands with Class A was true, and Ryiien gave Katsuragi all 
of the class' leaders, it would mean that every other class would lose 
100 points and all their spot bonus points. 

Taking that into account, plus expenses used by the class over the 
course of the exam, it was clear that Rytien's class would take first 
place. I stopped the sinking feeling in my stomach by thinking 
rationally. There's no way that Lelouch and the others haven't 
already thought of all this. 

In fact, Ayanokoji had probably sent me on this mission because 
he was confident that this would happen. He'd wanted to confirm 
something by sending me here. 

I tried my hardest to use deductive logic, thinking like Ryuzaki 
and Sora do. What was Ayanok6ji trying to find out by sending me 
here? He already knew that Rytien's spying strategy would be 
successful, so it couldn't be that. 

The other thing I'd heard here was Ryien telling Shiina that 
ordinarily, he'd let her retire. On our way back from Class C's camp 
yesterday, Lelouch had told me that Class C's leader was either 
Ryiien himself, or one of the spies, as everybody else would be 
dropping out at the end of the day. 

That must be it. Ryiien has to be the leader — he would have no 
other reason to go to such lengths to conceal his presence on the 
island. Ayanokoji hadn't wanted me to find out whether our leader 
was uncovered or not, like I'd initially assumed; no, he'd wanted to 
confirm that Rytien intends to remain on the island until the end. 

Class C's leader was undoubtedly Rytien Kakeru. Feeling a little 
proud of myself for deducing that, I slipped away from the scene. 


AVAVAWA 


Horikita's POV 

The fourth day of the island exam. That meant that today was the 
halfway mark. I found myself actually dreading the fact that we 
were only half-way done. I already began to struggle with my 
deteriorating health, and still had three full days ahead of me. 

Little did I know that this would be the worst day yet. A disaster, 
so to speak. 

I was awoken by a hysteric crying sound. I leaned forwards and 
rubbed my eyes, before taking in the scene inside the tent. 
Karuizawa-san was crying her eyes out, while being comforted by 
the other girls like Kushida-san. 

Not even bothering to ask anything, I forced myself up and made 


my way over to the doorway. A few of the girls shot me a look, 
since I didn't bother to spare a glance at the crying Karuizawa-san, 
but I ignored them and exited the tent. 

I shoved my way out through the tent fabric, and stumbled out 
into the humid air outside. Things weren't much calmer out here. In 
fact, they were probably less calm than in the tent. 

The boys, looking still half-asleep, were standing around with 
looks of confusion written on their faces. The rest of the girls, who 
didn't stay in the tent, were apparently berating them. Shinohara- 
san had taken the lead. 

"What's going on? Why did you wake us up so early?" 

"Sorry, Hirata-kun. This doesn't involve you, but... we've gathered 
everyone to confirm something." 

Shinohara-san gave everyone except Hirata-kun a look of 
complete contempt. 

"Well, this morning...Karuizawa-san's underwear went missing. 
Do you know what this means?" 

"U-underwear?" 

Even Hirata-kun, usually calm and collected, appeared visibly 
shaken. 

"Karuizawa-san is crying inside the tent right now. Kushida-san 
and others are comforting her right now, but..." Shinohara-san 
looked over to the girls’ tent. 

"Huh? Huh? What? Why are you glaring at us over her underwear 
being missing?" 

"Isn't that obvious? Someone went through her bag in the middle 
of the night and stole them. Our luggage was outside the tent, so if 
someone wanted to steal something, they easily could have!" 

The boys, still in a state of drowsiness, all exchanged looks. 

"No, no, no, no! Huh?! Huh?!" 

Ike-kun, in a complete panic, looked back and forth between the 
boys and girls. One of the boys who'd been observing all this 
grumbled calmly. 

"Come to think of it, Ike, you were pretty late getting back from 
the toilet yesterday. You took a really long time." 

"No, no, no! That was just, well...1 was struggling because it was 
dark!" 

"Is that so? You stole Karuizawa's underwear, didn't you?" 

"Y-you're wrong! I didn't do it!" 

The boys started blaming one another for this particularly nasty 
crime. 

As I was standing some distance away, silently observing the 
altercation, my eyes drifted over the only other person who was 
alone. Ibuki Mio. Could it be her...? 


"Anyway. This is a huge problem, don't you agree? It's impossible 
for us to camp alongside a bunch of underwear thieves," said 
Shinohara-san, her arms crossed. She looked as though she was 
going to lose her temper. 

"Hirata-kun, can you find the culprit?" 

"Well, there's no evidence that the boys stole it. Maybe Karuizawa 
lost it." 

"Yeah, that's right! We have nothing to do with this!" The boys 
shouted behind Hirata-kun, proclaiming their innocence. 

"I don't want to think there's a criminal among us." 

Doubting our own classmates seemed wrong. 

"I know that you're not the culprit, Hirata-kun. But for the time 
being, let's check the boys' luggage." 

Apparently, the girls weren't changing their minds on this. They 
had decided that the culprit was on the boys' side. Well, I supposed 
that it was only natural to think that. 

"Huh? Don't give us that crap. We don't need to do that. Hirata, 
tell them no." 

"For now, we'll try gathering the guys together and talking it out. 
Can you please give us a little time?" Hirata asked. 

"If you say so, Hirata-kun. I understand. I'll try talking to 
Karuizawa-san. But if the culprit can't be found, we have some 
ideas." 

"Speaking of the boys, isn't there one missing?" 

At that, everyone scanned their eyes over the boys' side. I counted 
them, and quickly realized who had disappeared. 

"You're right. Where is Koenji-kun?" Hirata-kun asked in 
confusion. 

"KOenji has dropped out of the exam," a stern voice cut into our 
conversation. "He claimed that he wasn't feeling well." 

It was Chabashira-sensei, who was standing a distance away and 
glaring at us coldly. As she said that, the atmosphere somehow 
became even worse, and chaos erupted. 

"He dropped out?! Doesn't that mean we'll lose 30 points?!" Ike- 
kun cried out in horror. 

"Yeah! Damn that narcissist!" 

"I bet it was him that stole Karuizawa-san's underwear, and made 
off with it during the night." 

Ike-kun and Yamauchi-kun let out an involuntary snicker as 
Shinohara-san said that, but quickly stiffened up and zipped their 
mouths when they were shot an icy stare. 

"Well this is just fantastic!" Sudo-kun fumed, kicking a nearby 
tree in anger. 

"Yeah! We've been dragged out of bed early for something we 


didn't even do, and now we find out that egotistical guy decided to 
make us suffer losses just for his own self-benefit!" Yukimura-kun 
complained vocally. 

"Never mind that! We have a more pressing matter at hand!" 
Shinohara-san snapped at the boys who were more concerned with 
our points than a missing underwear. 

To be honest, though, I couldn't deny that I was also more 
worried about our points than the matter with Karuizawa-san. I've 
been feeling ill this whole time, but stuck it out for the sake of our 
class, while Koenji-kun just goes and does that?! 

"We aren't the culprits!" Ike-kun shouted angrily back at them, 
eyes full of frustration. 

"Then you have nothing to hide! Give me your bag, now!" 
Shinohara-san retorted, equally angry. 

It seemed that this incident, in combination with Koenji-kun's 
dropout, had a severe impact on Class E's morale. I felt myself 
beginning to lose faith. I also felt some anger myself. Why was a 
superior student such as me stuck in this hell? 

"Fine! I'll prove my innocence right here!" Ike-kun confidently 
grabbed his bag, but suddenly froze. 

"Well? What's taking so long?" Shinohara-san pressed. 

"Oh, nothing..." 

He turned his back on Hirata-kun and the girls, checked the 
inside of his bag, and frantically closed it back up. 

"Kanji?" 

Ike-kun's face was pale, his body stiff. He was completely 
paralyzed. "On second thoughts, I don't think we should have to 
show our belongings openly to all the girls." 

"What, you're the one that really stole them?" said Yamauchi, 
half-jokingly. 

"Th-that's crazy talk!" 

Ike frantically denied it, shaking his head while clutching his bag. 

What a blatant overreaction. We weren't dumb enough to believe 
nothing was wrong. 

"Wait, don't tell me..." Yamauchi said. 

"What? You don't believe me?!" 

"This all looks a bit suspicious to me." 

Shinohara-san marched up to him, and firmly grabbed Ike-kun's 
bag. He tried pulling back on it, desperately clinging on, but 
Shinohara-san eventually snatched it from his grasp. 

Ike-kun watched in horror, his face like that of a ghost, as 
Shinohara-san unzipped his bag and peered into it. When she 
turned her eyes back up, they were colder than ice as she glared at 
Ike-kun. 


"W-wait, I can explain!" Ike-kun cried. 

Slap! 

Shinohara-san didn't give Ike-kun time to explain, apparently, 
because she struck him harshly on the cheek with her hand. 

Ike-kun yelped in pain and jumped back, holding his reddened 
cheek. He looked at Shinohara-san with moisty eyes. 

"I-I didn't steal them, okay..." he said dejectedly, on the verge of 
tears. 

"Shinohara-san, he doesn't look like he's acting," said Hirata-kun, 
standing up for Ike-kun. 

Once again, my eyes drifted over to Ibuki-san. I'd been suspicious 
of her for quite a while now. After meeting up with Ichinose-san, I'd 
discovered that she wasn't the only student to be 'exiled' from Class 
C. What's more, Koenji-kun had taken to referring to her as 'Spy-girl' 
before he dropped out last night. 

Could this be a trick orchestrated by Rytien-kun, a way to disrupt our 
class? Should I voice my suspicions? No, bringing up Ibuki-san right now 
would only make matters even worse. 

"I don't care. It's clear that one of the boys is a pervert, and that's 
how the underwear ended up in Ike-kun's bag!" Shinohara-san didn't 
back down, and pushed her allegations further. 

"I'm telling you! It wasn't me! Someone put them in there to 
frame me!" Ike-kun pleaded his innocence desperately. 

"Yeah, right." 

Shinohara-san seemed adamant about the boys' guilt. Personally, 
I thought that this incident was a bit too far, even for Ike-kun and 
Yamauchi-kun. The timing was also quite convenient — just as we'd 
started to get everything in order, this happens. It didn't make 
sense. 

"Guys, we should stop accusing one another and think rationally. 
Fighting will get us nowhere." 

Hirata-kun stepped in as the mediator and, eventually, the girls 
decided to drop the topic for now, albeit reluctantly. Such was 
Hirata-kun's influence. 

"Unity is a vital component of this exam. We're doomed if we 
fight amongst ourselves," narrated Hirata-kun. 

I finally decided to interject. "More importantly, we have things 
to do. We need to renew our spots, and then get moving with our 
tasks for the day. It'd be nice if we could find some more food 
naturally, to reduce our expenses." 

"Ah, that's right. It's been over eight hours since we last renewed 
our spot, hasn't it? Everybody, gather around!" 

Hirata-kun called a majority of the class over to the terminal. At 
the beginning of the exam, Class E had come up with a tactic to 


avoid our leader being spied upon; namely, having everybody stand 
around the apparatus so that the leader couldn't be identified within 
the crowd. 

As always, we all crowded around the facility, ready to take 
control of the spot once more. I reached into my pocket for the key 
card, but froze as I grasped it. 

"Horikita? What's wro—" 

Hirata-kun called out to me, but also fell silent. He must've 
spotted the same thing that I did. One by one, all of our classmates 
began to come to the same realization. 

We stared at the spot terminal in silence for a while. The spot 
terminal that read: 

Class D 
07:13:24 

"C-Class D?" 

Murmurs of astonishment spread amongst my classmates. I was 
still paralyzed by shock, staring blankly at the monitor. 

"What about our other spot?" Hirata-kun asked anxiously. 

"Let's go and check on it," I replied, shoving my way through the 
crowd. 

Hirata-kun and Kushida-san both joined me quickly, and we set 
off towards the other spot we occupied. It wasn't a spot that we 
used, but we found it unoccupied on the first day and decided to 
occupy it for the sake of points. 

After around seven minutes, we arrived, but sure enough... 

Class D 
06:55:49 

"This one too...?" Kushida-san muttered dejectedly. 

"They must've taken them while we slept," Hirata-kun deduced 
solemnly. 

"Is that allowed?" 

"Yeah," I answered flatly. "We have the right of exclusive 
possession while we occupy the spot. In other words, when the 
spot's eight-hour duration expires, any class is free to enter and 
occupy it." 

"We should've taken into account sleeping time when renewing 
our spot. We just reclaimed our spot whenever we could, 
disregarding the chance of anything like this happening. We last 
occupied the spot at around six PM yesterday, which means it 
would've ran out in the middle of the night." Hirata-kun added, 
looking down. 

"Do you think that we're the only ones who had this happen?" 
Kushida-san asked. 

She raised a good point. We'd neglected to consider that our spot 


would run out during the night, but we didn't know whether the 
same would be true for the other classes. 

"Let's go and meet up with Ichinose-san, and see if Class B is ina 
similar situation," I suggested, garnering nods from my two 
companions. 

We sombrely trudged through the forest, heading back to and 
along the river until we reached the waterside spot occupied by 
Class B. One thing immediately stuck out to me — they were all 
awake even though it was quite early, but their usual unified and 
jovial atmosphere was gone. I immediately assumed the worst. 

"Ah, Horikita-san, Kushida-san, Hirata-kun. Welcome." 

Ichinose-san spotted us, and waved to us. Nobody missed the fact 
that she just didn't have her usual energy. 

"You too?" I asked as we approached her. 

"Yeah. Look," she beckoned us over to the spot facility. 

We walked over to it and huddled around the screen. As 
expected, it was also sealed off from Class B. 

Class D 
06:09:57 

"Yours is about half an hour ahead of ours. They must've done an 
entire lap around the island, visiting every spot systematically." I 
surmised dryly. 

Thinking back, on the first day, Ayanokoji-kun openly claimed a 
spot right before Kushida-san, Koenji-kun and I. The one at the 
tower. It'd been in the back of my mind, but I hadn't paid it much 
attention until now. That guy must've been the one behind all this. 

I couldn't understand him at all. What did he gain by revealing 
that he's the leader? Even if they captured all of these spots, they'd 
lose all the bonus points when everyone guesses their leader 
correctly. His strategy made no sense. 

Knowing Class D, there must be more to it, but I couldn't see any 
possible way for them to wriggle out of the pit they'd put 
themselves in. Once every class figures out that Ayanokoji-kun is 
the one going around taking all of these spots, it'd only be a matter 
of time before they lose 200 points from his identity as the leader 
being guessed. 

"I think we should go and look at Class C and A," Hirata-kun said, 
snapping me out of my thoughts. 

"Good idea. Then we'll be able to get a picture of how many spots 
they've actually taken. Are you coming, Ichinose-san?" Kushida-san 
agreed heartily. 

"Eto... Yeah, I think it'll be for the best if I join you," Ichinose-san 
thought for a short while, before agreeing to join us. "Hey guys, I'm 
just going to go check out the other class’ situations! I'll be back 


soon!" She called out to her classmates and, with that, we turned to 
leave. 

We made our way through the dense forest, toward where the 
beach that Rytien-kun occupied. We pushed out way through the 
trees and, eventually, stepped out onto the coarse sand. 

"They're... gone?" 

It was like a ghost town. Not a single person was in sight - all I 
could see was the occasional gust of sand that was kicked up by the 
passing winds. The only remnant of life at all was the spot monitor. 
The monitor that clearly displayed: 

Class D 
05:41:22 

"So Rytien-kun had all of Class C drop out... Him and that 
Ayanokoji-kun... I can't understand them at all." I muttered as I read 
the display. 

"Ayanokoji-kun? Why mention him?" Ichinose-san shot me a 
quizzical look. 

I exchanged a glance with my classmates, asking for 
confirmation. I received two nods in return, so I went ahead with 
my explanation. 

"On the first day, Ayanokoji-kun openly captured a spot, in full 
view of Kushida-san and me. It was the one at the tower. At first, 
we thought he was just joking around but we checked the screen 
and he actually did occupy it." I narrated, recounting the events of 
the first day. 

"So Class D's leader is Ayanokoji-kun... Why would he make it 
that obvious?" Ichinose-san tilted her head in confusion. 

"We're not sure either," said Hirata-kun as he began walking away 
from the monitor. 

The three of us quickly followed to catch up with him, and 
matched his pace. We wordlessly agreed to head towards Class A 
next. 

When we got there, they were all still asleep. Taking care not to 
wake anybody, we crept over to the facility and peered down at it. 

Class D 
05:32:59 

"So, every class..." Kushida-san breathed. 

"Looks like every other class also had the same oversight as us. 
We should've timed our renewals, and made sure to wake up before 
it expired." Hirata-kun whispered. 

This strategy was quite simple when you think about it. It wasn't 
one that outmanoeuvred the other classes — no, it was one that 
relied on the other classes making a mistake. 

If we didn't mistakenly overlook our spot timings, we could've 


easily countered their strategy by waiting intentionally until right 
before we sleep to reclaim our spot, and then ensuring that we 
wake in less than eight hours. 

However, once again, I took everything at surface level, and 
didn't even stop to think about the moving parts behind the scenes. 
There is probably much, much more to this exam than what first 
appears, but I had overlooked all of it. Once again, I'd made the 
same blunder that Sora-kun had been trying to teach me not to 
make. 

Perhaps, my way of thinking is flawed, and I'm not the all-too- 
superior student that I think I am. Just maybe. 

"What should we do now?" Ichinose-san cut into my thoughts 
quietly. 

"I think that we should go to Class D's camp." Kushida-san 
suggested. 

"Yes. I think that's the best move, too. It's not like we have 
anything urgent to do right now." I agreed. 

"Okay. I'm in. Let's go," beckoning us to follow, Ichinose-san 
began to leave Class A's camp and headed toward where Class D's 
camp was located. 

We began walking and, once we got out of hearing range of the 
Class A camp, Ichinose-san struck up a conversation as we walked. 

"Ayanokoji-kun is an interesting one, isn't he?" 

"Mhm. He seems to have extraordinary ability, but doesn't like to 
show it. He could easily be praised as one of the best students in the 
school, if not the best, if he so pleased." I responded dryly. 

I couldn't ignore it anymore. I had to bring myself to 
acknowledge Ayanokoji-kun's abilities. He'd proved his prowess 
repeatedly, whether it be by his perfect scores in the midterms and 
finals, or by him beating my brother in a skirmish. 

Curiously, Kushida-san twitched subtly as I mentioned that he 
could be the best student in the school. I briefly wondered what 
that was all about, but quickly let it go. 

"He always looks so calm too... Maybe he has like a secret dark 
and cold side to him!" Ichinose-san punched her fist against her 
hand with enthusiasm, grinning widely as she said that. 

"Hmm, like a cold calculating and evil side that he never lets 
anyone see?" Kushida-san asked, cocking her head to the side. 

"That's nonsense." I cut in. "Ayanokoji-kun is nothing more than a 
good-hearted idiot. Do you really think that someone like him could 
have a dark and twisted personality?" 

Ayanokoji-kun was someone who tried not to stand out during 
the first month, and he never did anything out of spite. Someone 
like that could never be ruthless. 


"Or maybe that's just what he wants you to think." Hirata-kun 
added half-jokingly. 

I noticed Kushida-san was uncharacteristically quiet, another odd 
behaviour from her. She'd been acting strange ever since the topic 
of Ayanokoji-kun came up. 

"We're here," Ichinose-san announced as we reached the alcove 
outside Class D's cave. 

What I saw baffled me. They had a net set up, and were currently 
playing volleyball. Lelouch-kun, Sora-kun and Shiro-san were sitting 
on a long, while Ayanokoji-kun and Ryuzaki-kun played a match 
against Light-kun and Kururugi-kun. 

The ball floated over the net, over to Ayanokoji-kun's side. 
Ryuzaki-kun hit the ball upwards, and Ayanokoji-kun leapt upwards 
to meet it, spiking it down harshly. 

The ball shot downwards ridiculously fast but, somehow, 
Kururugi-kun was even faster. He went from standing to diving just 
above the ground within a blink of an eye, and saved the ball from 
hitting the floor. 

The ball spun over the net again, right to where Ryuzaki-kun was 
standing. He returned it apathetically, firing it in a long arc towards 
the far-side of the opposition's net. 

Light-kun tracked backwards to meet it, sending it back to the 
other side. However, he'd made a miscalculation. The ball began to 
slow down right after it passed the net, and Ayanokoji-kun didn't 
miss the opportunity. 

He rose up into the air and, with Light-kun still at the far side and 
Kururugi-kun only just having scrambled to his feet again, there 
was nobody to prevent Ayanok6oji-kun from slamming the ball into 
the dirt. 

"It's pretty incredible that you're always in the perfect place to 
return a shot, Ayanokoji." Sora-kun remarked. 

"It's just a matter of predicting how your shots will be returned," 
replied AyanokOji-kun, not a trace of sweat present on his face. 

Getting slightly irritated that nobody had notice us standing here 
yet, I cut in loudly. 

"What the hell are you guys doing in the middle of an exam? Do 
you even know what an exam is?" 

Lelouch smirked at me. "Oi guys, do you want to hear a joke?" 

I already knew that whatever was about to come out of his mouth 
wouldn't be nice for me, but nobody could do anything to stop him 
from talking. 

"An angel, a chick-magnet, a boy-magnet and a bitch walk into a 
forest clearing," he paused, and made eye contact with me. "The 
bitch said 'What the hell are you guys doing in the middle of an 


exam? Do you even know what an exam is?" 

His classmates snorted in response, while I felt my fist tighten. It 
appeared that they already didn't intend to take us seriously. 

"Good one, very funny. But seriously, what are you trying to 
pull?" I glowered. 

"And then she said—" 

"Okay, shut up!" I snapped. 

Somehow, members of this class in particular had a certain way 
of getting under my skin. It really started to bother me. 

"Someone's a bit snappy today. Did something happen?" Sora-kun 
asked, placing his finger against his cheek, as if he was deep in 
thought. 

"Maybe she's annoyed because she can't find a_ boyfriend," 
suggested Shiro-san irritatingly, resting her head against Sora-kun's 
shoulder. 

"Maybe... Or perhaps she's annoyed because her brother is the 
student council president while she's in Class E?" Lelouch pondered. 
I felt my frustration rising more and more at these guys' antics. 

"Hmm... Maybe it's that time of the month?" Sora-kun proposed 
with a grin. 

"It is not!" I shot him an icy glare, but he just laughed at me. 

"Guys, it isn't nice to make passive-aggressive comments of that 
nature about a girl," advocated Hirata-kun, the ever-neutral 
mediator. 

"But Horikita is barely a girl. She definitely doesn't act like one," 
Lelouch-kun retorted with a smirk. "And also—" 

He wasn't able to finish his sentence, though, because he received 
a satisfying chop to the head which caused him to yelp in pain. 

"That's enough, you guys," Kururugi-kun scolded them sternly. 

I felt a sharp pain in my palm, and realized that it was my 
fingernails digging into my hand. Apparently, I'd tightened my fist 
too much. I loosened it and examined the marks dug into my skin. 

"But in all seriousness, why did you guys come here? I mean, I 
can probably guess, but I'd still like to make sure." Ayanokoji-kun 
stepped forward from the volleyball game, and came over to us. 

He was followed by the rest of his classmates one by one, until 
we were all standing face to face with each other. 

"Ayanokoji-kun," I began, looking him in the eye. "It was you who 
captured all of the spots during the night, wasn't it?" 

"That's right," he didn't deny it, and instead openly admitted to it 
instead. 

"Hmm?" Ichinose-san looked baffled. "So you're really the leader, 
Ayanok6oji-kun?" 

"I suppose so," 


This didn't add up. If he really was the leader, there's no way he'd 
be so calm about it. But then again, Ayanokoji-kun was always this 
calm. There's also no way he could've taken the tower spot if he 
wasn't the leader. What game was he trying to play? 

"Excuse me, Class D, but do you understand the effect your 
actions have had on the other classes? Now that everybody has lost 
their spots, they've also lost their base camps. You can control what 
happens at every spot now, after all. Nobody else has anywhere to 
camp now." Hirata-kun said gravely. 

"Oh, there's no need to worry about that," Ryuzaki-kun countered 
disinterestedly. "You can't change your base camp location without 
a justifiable reason once you've decided.’ Losing your spot is a 
justifiable reason. Just move your camp somewhere else." 

Ryuzaki-kun pointed out yet another rule that I'd overlooked. 
While I felt more frustration with myself, an even bigger question 
floated into my mind: 

Just how much have these guys thought out? 

They seemed to have an answer for everything. They didn't miss a 
single detail. Every possible thing, down to even the most minute 
elements, was considered in their plans. I felt chills run through my 
body. Is this the gap between a true genius and a mere above- 
average honour student? 

"SO we can move our camp? But that sounds like a long and 
arduous task." Ichinose-san said dejectedly. 

"To put it as respectfully as possible, that doesn't sound like our 
problem." Lelouch-kun countered neutrally. "We're doing what it 
takes to win. Inconveniencing our enemies is just one of many 
things done to achieve victory." 

"Is victory all you guys care about?" Kushida-san asked. 

"Horikita said it herself," Light-kun replied assertively. "This is an 
exam. Everybody is trying to win, albeit in different ways. Our way 
is just objectively superior to yours." 

"What, revealing your leader is an objectively superior strategy, is 
it?" I scoffed. 

I thought about it, and there was no possible way that revealing 
your leader could ever bring about a positive result. I rubbed my 
arm as I thought about it. 

"Maybe it is," 

"By the way, who is she?" Ichinose-san asked, pointing her finger 
at a girl who was sitting alone at a log in the centre of the clearing. 

She had silver hair tied by twin black ribbons that fell to the 
small of her back. I'd never seen her before. 

"Oh, her?" Sora-kun glanced over his shoulder at the girl. "Just 
some refugee from that Rytien's class. No one important." 


"A refugee?" Hirata-kun narrowed his eyes. 

My suspicion of Ibuki-san increased even more. Not only was 
there also a Class C student living amongst Class B, but there was 
also one in Class D. It all seemed a bit too convenient. 

"There's also Ibuki-san in your class, as well as Kaneda-kun in 
ours." Ichinose-san stated. 

"Mhm, it's all quite suspicious, isn't it?" Light-kun replied with a 
gentle, heart-capturing smile. 

"I was thinking the exact same thing..." I murmured to no one in 
particular. 

"Anyway, did you get what you came here for?" Lelouch-kun 
asked, bringing us back to the main topic at hand. 

"No. I want to know what you're playing at with this ridiculous 
strategy." I asserted harshly. 

"Isn't it obvious? The more spots we occupy, the more bonus 
points we get at the end of the exam." Ayanokoji-kun answered as if 
it was obvious. 

"But that makes no sense. If your leader is guessed, you lose all of 
those bonus points anyway, so what's the point?" Kushida-san 
looked confused, as did we all. 

"Well we'll just have to not get our leader guessed then, won't 
we?" 

With those cryptic words, Ayanokoji-kun turned around and went 
to sit on the logs arranged as chairs, and he was shortly followed by 
the rest of Class D. 

Kushida-san, Ichinose-san, Hirata-kun and I exchanged looks, and 
wordlessly agreed to take our leave. Once we were a fair distance 
away, we began to talk again. 

"| have more questions than answers now," I sighed in 
exasperation. 

"Me too. I can't understand what they're thinking at all." Ichinose- 
san agreed. 

"Well, everything will become clear at the end of the exam, I 
suppose." Kushida-san said, trying to brighten the mood. 

"It might not be that simple, though." Hirata-kun shot her down. 
"There's a chance the school might just tell us the results and 
nothing more. They might not even tell us who the actual leaders 
are. In that case, we'd still be left in the dark." 

We all pondered his words solemnly. Our position was extremely 
precarious. Not only was our class in complete shambles after being 
hit by three demoralizing events in quick succession, but we were 
also clueless as to what was going on behind the scenes. It all 
invoked a feeling of lingering dread. 

"Well, I suppose nothing can be done about it for now," Ichinose- 


san concluded. 


AVAVAWA 


Later that day, something curious happened. We'd spent the 
entire day moving our camp elsewhere after losing our spot, 
causing us to miss out on valuable resource-gathering time. Well, 
the boys did, anyway. The girls were still refusing to talk to them. 

The girls were all simply sitting around our old spot, while the 
boys carried the tents and luggage and such to a reasonable location 
that Ike-kun had stumbled across when looking for where to move 
to. 

I also stayed behind to confirm a suspicion that I had. I remained 
next to the spot apparatus, not making conversation with any of the 
other girls. I spent the time in idleness, watching as the time on the 
display slowly ticked down. 

When it reached approximately ten minutes, my suspicions were 
confirmed. Coming out of the trees, Ayanokoji-kun appeared. It 
looked like he was here to renew the spot, not caring if he was seen. 

"So, you came," I noted aloud. 

"I did. You were expecting me?" 

I nodded. "After how nonchalantly you've acted about being the 
leader thus far, I could only conclude that you'd also come to 
openly reclaim this spot too. There'd be no point in you just taking 
it for eight hours, after all." 

"Well, you're certainly right about that," he said emotionlessly, as 
usual. 

Silence befell us for a while, the ambient sound of chatter filling 
my ears as background noise. After a while, Ayanokoji-kun decided 
to speak again. 

"Things don't seem so good here," he observed. 

I sighed in response. "The boys and girls had an argument this 
morning." 

"An argument?" 

"That's right. Karuizawa-san's underwear went missing, and it was 
found in Ike-kun's bag. He claims he didn't steal it, and that 
somebody planted it there." I gestured toward the stack of luggage. 

Ayanokoji-kun didn't respond instantly. Rather, he looked a bit 
hesitant, as if he was choosing his words. 

"That's... quite disconcerting for everybody involved, really." He 
said eventually. 

"Everybody?" I echoed, perplexed. 


"Yes. Obviously, for the girls, it's quite a terrifying prospect, 
knowing that somebody stole underwear from them. However, it 
must also be uncomfortable for the boys. Put yourself in their shoes 
— somebody stole Karuizawa's underwear, and is allegedly trying to 
frame Ike. If underwear is found in your bag, it's especially hard to 
explain, and proving your innocence is near impossible. It wouldn't 
be too hard for the true thief to frame anybody. For the boys, they 
could be worried that they'd be targeted next." He elaborated 
analytically. 

Really, just from hearing a little about the situation, he thought 
of all that? I had to give Ayanokoji-kun my genuine praise. Of 
course, I'd never say it to him. 

"I suppose so. To me, it's all just a load of stupidness. It's obvious 
who the real thief is." I looked over to Ibuki-san, who was sitting 
alone, as usual. 

"Ibuki, huh." 

I was surprised that he knew her name. He must've been told it 
when he visited our camp yesterday. It was highly unlikely that he'd 
heard of her before that. 

"It does seem like a very 'Ryiien' thing to do. Causing chaos in the 
other classes like this." He added. 

"Yes. I can't understand what he stands to gain from it, though." 

"If your class is less unified, the chances of him being able to find 
your leader increases. There is a bright side, though. The fact that 
Ryiien has resorted to such measures tells you that he doesn't yet 
know your leader. That's always nice." 

I hadn't thought that far but, yes, I suppose the fact that Rytien- 
kun was doing things like this now did mean that he hadn't found 
our leader yet. If he had, I had no doubt that he'd simply begin 
ignoring our existence. 

"Do you think he instructed all his spies to do stuff like this 
should they fail to find the leader another way before dropping 
out?" I asked. 

"Probably," he responded vaguely, as if dodging the question. 

I glanced at the monitor screen. Thirty seconds left. I watched 
wordlessly as it ticked down, and eventually reached zero. 

Ayanokoji-kun took the key card from his pocket, and pressed it 
against the device. After a moment, the capture was recognized, 
and the clock began counting down from eight hours once more. 

"So that's that, then." I said. 

"Looks like it," he replied. 

He turned to leave, not even bothering to say goodbye, but 
stopped. He turned around, and decided to say one last thing to me. 

"Horikita, what you're doing right now, quite frankly, is idiotic." 


"W-what are you talking about?" 

"This," he gestured to the surroundings. "Look at where you are. 
Look at what you were doing before I arrived. You spend all your 
time alone, playing the lone wolf. Sorry, but you aren't strong 
enough to fight alone." 

"And you are?" 

"I am. That's why I'm telling you this. I have that strength. That's 
how I know what strength is required for such a thing. And I'm 
telling you, you don't possess that strength." 

I fell silent for a while. I wanted to disregard his words, act like 
he was just an idiot spouting nonsense, but I couldn't ignore the 
weight behind them. I couldn't brush the truth off forever. 

"So? What am I supposed to do? Just give up?" 

"No. If you can't fight by yourself, fight with another. You have 
classmates for a reason. Kushida and Hirata will help you." 

"You really think they'd work with me?" I scoffed. 

Kushida-san had made advances towards me, trying earnestly to 
become my friend repeatedly, and I had coldly rejected her every 
time, paying no attention to her feelings. She probably hated me by 
now. 

"Of course. They want to reach Class A just as much as you do. 
Besides, hasn't Kushida been trying to befriend you for quite some 
time now?" 

How the hell does he know that? 

"I suppose so... I'll consider it, I guess." 

"It's not like you have much else to do while sitting alone here. 
Goodbye, Horikita." 

"Goodbye, Ayanokoji-kun." 
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Chapter 3-6: Deductions On A Desert 
Island 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"Shiina, can we ask you to wait outside for a little while? We 
wouldn't want any spies listening in on our class discussions, right?" 

Kururugi asked her that respectfully, to which Shiina happily 
obliged, and left the cave. After she disappeared out of the mouth of 
it, we all looked back to each other. 

I was sitting on one side of the cave, against the wall, with 
Kururugi next to me. Next to him sat Lelouch. The other four were 
opposite us. 

"So, let's do some theory crafting!" Sora said enthusiastically. 

"It's been quite some time since we all got together and put our 
collective deductive ability to the test." Light added with a smile. 

"So, starting off, which leaders do we currently know?" Lelouch 
kicked things off with a general question. 

"I know all but Class B's." I answered in monotone. 

"What? You even know Class E's? When did you figure that out?" 
Kururugi looked at me in astonishment. 

"In a really stupid way. Honestly, I'll feel embarrassed if I say it 
here..." 

In truth, the way in which I found out Class E's leader was 
extraordinarily stupid. 

"Tl explain everything in one go at the end," I added. 

"Hmm, looks like ordinary student-kun has been doing some not- 
so-ordinary things behind the scenes." Lelouch laughed. 

"Didn't I tell you to stop calling me that?" I sighed. 

"Anyway, getting back on track," Ryuzaki interrupted, chewing 
his thumb. "All that's left for us to do now is figure out Class B's 
leader, right?" 

"Indeed. Once we do that, we're set for a big promotion! If all 
goes well, we should be Class B by the end of the exam." Sora said. 

"Class B? I thought we'd only get Class C." Kururugi responded, a 
little confused. 

"We've currently spent 80 of our 300 points," Shiro answered him 
quietly. "That means we have 220 left. As long as we don't lose any 
spots now, we'll end the exam with 134 bonus points from spot 


occupation, as well as the 200 from guessing every other leader. 
That's a total of 554 class points gained, which would put us above 
Class B in the rankings." 

"That many?!" Kururugi exclaimed in disbelief. 

"Of course. Ayanokoji wouldn't go to these ridiculous lengths 
unless it'd result in such an outcome," Light affirmed with a grin. 

The ‘ridiculous lengths' Light was referring to were probably the 
fact that I'd decided not to sleep for the entire duration of the exam. 
To consistently be present to renew every single spot, I couldn't 
miss even one eight-hour interval. I supposed that I could just take 
naps throughout the day and have my classmates wake me, but I 
decided that it wasn't worth the risk. 

My body could function just fine with no sleep for a few days, 
after all. I'd just take a big rest after I got back to the ship. 

"You know, I never thought that I'd see somebody decide to pull 
three all-nighters in a row 'for convenience's sake,’ but here we are." 
Lelouch chuckled. 

"Don't be stupid. This is nothing. Shiro and I once stayed up for a 
week straight just to break the world record on a game. It was a 
record for 'most enemies slain in one run,’ but we only had four 
accounts playing when the maximum was twelve in one run, so it 
took us an unexpectedly long time to beat the record since we only 
had a third of the optimal manpower." Sora informed us. 

To be honest, I was slightly lost. I'd never played a video game 
before, so my understanding of what Sora was saying was very 
shallow. I vaguely understood that Blank held a world record, 
though, which was rather impressive. Somehow, I felt that they 
held quite a lot of records in the gaming world. 

"Yo, you say that you guys have never lost a game together, but 
what kinds of games do you even play? You have a world record in 
a video game, but you also have an ungodly level of strength at 
chess, too, which is completely different." Lelouch asked, shooting 
him a suspicious look. 

"All kinds," Sora answered immediately. "Blank is the best gamer 
in the world. We wouldn't be able to give ourselves that title if we 
hadn't mastered every kind of game imaginable." 

Even I could understand that being world-class at every genre of 
game in the world is an amazing feat. Not only that, but both Sora 
and Shiro possessed extraordinary mental capabilities. If physical 
abilities are discounted, Blank may well be stronger than any other 
individual in Class D. 

"That's some dedication you got," Light complimented. 

"Anyway, we're getting side-tracked again," I cut in, bringing us 
back to the main topic. 


"Oh, right, we need to find Class B's leader. Any ideas?" Lelouch 
asked the group. 

"I actually do have one idea for that," Sora replied with a smug 
grin. 

"Go on," 

"Well, why not just piggyback off of the things we already figured 
out? We know that Rytien is the Class C leader, based off the 
interaction that Ayanokoji had Kururugi witness yesterday. 
Additionally, we also have a hunch that Ryiien made some sort of 
deal with Katsuragi." 

Two days ago, I'd taken a tour of the whole island along with 
Light and Ryuzaki. At Class A's camp, we observed that they had 
bottled water, purchased using points. We figured that it'd be stupid 
for Katsuragi to choose to waste points on water when he had a 
spot with easy water access, which led us to the conclusion that 
some other class bought the water for them. 

"Ryiien's class spent all their points on the first day. There's a 
good chance that Class A's supplies were part of their expenses." I 
supplemented. 

"Class B and E have both employed a strictly defensive strategy. 
They're not trying to figure out any leaders — they're just trying to 
keep their own a secret while getting by using as little points as 
possible. In other words, they're going about this exam in the most 
conventional way possible." Ryuzaki analysed. 

"It's extremely unlikely that one of them is playing some sort of 
advanced trick, and faking all of that while making a deal like this 
behind the scenes. The only viable option for Class A's sponsor is 
Class C." Lelouch continued. 

"The question is, what exactly is the deal? We know that Class C 
is paying Class A's expenses, but is that all they're giving Class A? 
And what are they getting in return?" Light stated the main 
mysteries on our minds right now. 

We all went silent for a while, mulling over various possibilities 
and theories in our heads. 

"I think I see what you're getting at, Sora." I said. 

"Oh?" 

"You think that Ryiien might be giving Katsuragi the identities of 
the leaders he discovers with his spies. If that's true, we can use the 
spies against him. It's highly likely that Ryitien arranged meeting 
times with his spies beforehand, just in case they ended up losing 
their radio transceivers. We can have Kururugi return to the place 
that he found by trailing Shiina, and monitor Ryiien. That way, 
when he meets with Katsuragi right before the end of the exam, 
we'll be able to simply listen in on their conversation, and then we'll 


know who the Class B leader is. We don't even have to do anything. 
We can just let his spies do all our work." I elaborated my theory. 

"That's based on a lot of assumptions, though. What if Rytien's 
moved?" Kururugi asked. 

"He must've set a new base camp location, so he'll probably be 
there still. The homeroom teachers take roll call at the base camp 
location every day, and they also take in the names of your leader 
guesses at roll call on the seventh day. In other words, Ryiien can't 
stray too far from his new base camp, otherwise he risks losing his 
entire strategy if he can't make it to roll call for whatever reason." 
Light explained thoroughly. 

"I see... But what if Rytien isn't even giving Katsuragi the 
leaders?" Kururugi inquired. 

"The clue is in Shiina's luggage," Ryuzaki pointed to Shiina's bag. 
"What did we find in her bag, other than the transceiver?" 

"A camera?" 

"Precisely. Why would she need a camera? Ryiien is distrustful, 
but he wouldn't make it a requirement for his subordinates to get 
photographic evidence if that was all there was to it. No, the person 
he's supplying with information wants photographic evidence." 
Ryuzaki surmised for him. 

"Ah, I get it. Katsuragi probably wouldn't trust Ryiien's words, so 
he added 'photographic evidence’ as a clause in their agreement." 
Kururugi finally understood the theory. 

"Precisely." 

"We'll have you return to the place Shiina led you to tomorrow, 
Kururugi. Even if we turn out to be wrong, it's not like we lose 
anything by doing this, anyway." I said. 

"Understood." Kururugi said resolutely. 

So, now we had a plan set in motion for discovering Class B's 
leader. Ordinarily, I'd prepare a backup plan, just in case it turned 
out that Kururugi failed, but I was 99% sure that Rytien would in 
fact turn out to be giving Katsuragi the leaders. I was also confident 
that Kururugi wouldn't fail his task. 

"Onto the next piece of business," Ryuzaki said, moving us on. "If 
possible, I'd like for us to attack Class A a little more." 

"I see. They are the only class that will end up anywhere close to 
us in points by the end, due to them having evaded the need to buy 
their own things." Lelouch nodded. 

"Right. If we use an estimate of around 140 points spent in total 
throughout the exam, then we can calculate Class B to have around 
10 by the end, after being guessed by us, Class C and Class A. The 
same is true for Class E. Class C will end with 0. Class A, though, 
even after being guessed by us, will still have 220 points by the 


end." Light calculated aloud. 

"In other words, we should leak Class A's leader to somebody else. 
Class C would be our best option." Sora mused. 

"Yeah. They're going to get 0 regardless of what we do, so the 50 
they'll gain from guessing Class A's leader won't actually be gained 
for them. It's a win-win for us." I affirmed. 

"Unfortunately, that won't be possible." Ryuzaki shot the idea 
down. "If we arrange to meet with Ryten, then that'll mean he'll 
have two background deals going on at the same time. In that case, 
he'll be extra vigilant in making sure that those two deals don't 
cross over, and he'll make sure to move his meeting location with 
Katsuragi. That would ruin our plan to find Class B's leader. Of 
course, that isn't guaranteed, but there's a good chance that 
someone like Ryiien would do that." 

If I were Ryitien, I'd do that. If I were to make a deal involving the 
leakage of Class A's leader, I wouldn't risk Katsuragi finding out 
about it. I was sure that Ryiien was the same. 

"If not Class C, then how about Class E? Them and Class B are 
both likely to end the exam on an extremely low amount of points 
too, but Class B are less likely to accept our offer." Lelouch 
suggested an alternative. 

"But Class E are hard to approach and make deals with, since they 
don't actually have a leader." Sora retorted. 

"Neither do we, to be fair," Kururugi chimed in. 

"But we have a representative, even if it's only on paper." 

Light looked at Lelouch as he said that, causing Lelouch to give 
us a little wave. 

"We could always approach Bitch-san. She seems desperate to 
win, so she'd likely accept our proposition." Lelouch commented. 

"It's not nice to call a girl that, Lelouch." Kururugi scolded. 

"Well she wouldn't garner such a reputation if she wasn't so 
deluded and self-important, would she?" 

While I couldn't deny that, I felt that it still didn't justify such 
harsh words. 

"But still, Horikita has feelings just like everyone else." 

Lelouch paused briefly before replying. 

"See?" 

".,.huh? See what?" 

Kururugi looked at Lelouch with confusion, while Sora burst out 
laughing, apparently catching on. 

Lelouch grinned at him. "Even you, who is so righteous and good- 
hearted, assumed that I was talking about Horikita even though all I 
said was 'Bitch-san.' What do you make of that?" 

Shiro, Light and even Ryuzaki started laughing too, while 


Kururugi just buried his face in his hands, embarrassed. 

After the laughter died down, the discussion continued back onto 
the topic regarding our proposition to Class E. 

"It'd be nice if we could get Koenji's cooperation. He would most 
likely accept our offer." Sora pondered aloud. 

"Yeah, except that he would never actually take an exam 
seriously," Light countered. 

"Plus he dropped out yesterday." I added. 

"What? Really?" Kururugi asked. 

"Yeah. When I went on my roundtrips to all the spots yesterday, I 
noticed that Koenji was absent every time I stumbled upon Class E. 
I asked Kushida about it, and she told me that Chabashira-sensei 
had informed them that he'd dropped out early in the morning, 
while everyone was asleep." I elaborated, telling them what I'd 
learned from Kushida yesterday. 

"He must've gotten fed up of sleeping on the floor." Ryuzaki 
surmised. 

"Yeah. KOenji isn't the kind of person to really care about the 
exams, but he must've thought that the thirty-point penalty would 
also affect his standard of living, which is why he didn't drop out 
immediately. I don't blame him for changing his mind, though, 
considering the conditions at the Class E camp." Lelouch said. 

Personally, I was surprised that Koenji decided to stay on the 
island for even one day. I would've thought he would dismiss the 
exam as ‘too insignificant for a perfect existence to work up a sweat 
concerning himself about,' but I guess I was mistaken. 

"Can we just take a moment to appreciate Ayanok6Oji getting his 
information from Kushida? Must be nice having a girlfriend in 
another class." 

Sora chose to pick out the most unnecessary detail possible, and 
poke fun at me. His knack for noticing every detail wasn't always a 
good thing, it seemed. 

"She's not my girlfriend," I denied. 

"Hmm, but you two found some time together on this desolate 
island where nobody would ever know if you did something... 
Friends with benefits, then?" Lelouch asked. 

"No, that's not true, either." 

"But you're meeting up with her in secret on a deserted island, 
where nobody will ever see you..." Light pondered aloud. 

Where did he even get the part about secret meetings from? 

"Ah, I got it!" He exclaimed enthusiastically, filling me with a 
feeling of dread. "You must be paying for her 'services!"" 

"I'm not paying for her 'services."" I denied that instantly, as well. 

"She gives you them for free?" Ryuzaki chimed in. 


"I'm not going to win here, am I?" I sighed. 

I fell silent and let them continue with their farce until they were 
done. Things continued in this manner for quite some time, before 
everyone eventually exhausted the list of things to joke about. 

"So anyway," Sora said, causing everyone to start giggling again. 

"Ahem. Anyway, so what's the plan regarding Class A?" He asked 
once everybody had regained their composure. 

"Leave it to me," Lelouch said. "We'll make a deal with Class E. I'll 
get it all sorted, as class representative. Besides, I'm the only one 
who hasn't done anything of significance so far this exam. It's about 
time I do some work." 

Now that I thought about it, that was true. I, obviously, was the 
one who executed the spot-occupation strategy, and had taken on 
the task of renewing them all for the rest of the exam. Meanwhile, 
the collective efforts of Ryuzaki, Light, Sora and Shiro were what 
allowed us to deduce Class A's leader. 

Kururugi had trailed Shiina and confirmed that Ryiien was the 
leader, and was also going to follow her again tomorrow, on the 
sixth day, in order to find out Class B's leader. 

In other words, Lelouch was the only one yet to make a 
meaningful contribution. 

"Okay then. Don't disappoint us, Lelouch!" Light cheered him on. 

"Yeah. If you do, we'll have to punish you." Sora grinned 
sadistically. 

"Uh, right, wouldn't want that..." Lelouch muttered. 

We all decided not to question what he'd do, and just leave him 
to it. He was unlikely to fail, after all. 

"By the way, do you think that every other class has decided that 
Ayanokoji is the leader yet?" Ryuzaki adopted a_ thoughtful 
expression. 

"To be honest, none of them will have a reason to not guess me as 
the leader." I answered confidently. 

I'd assessed each and every class' leader, and came to that 
conclusion. The only one who had the intelligence to figure that 
something was off was Rytien, but his arrogance would cause him 
to not consider the possibility of being out manoeuvred. He hadn't 
matured enough to be a true opponent yet. 

"I suppose so. The only other students with the ability to see 
through our plan are Rytien, Sakayanagi and Koenji. Two of them 
aren't here, and the other is too full of himself to notice our little 
trick." Sora agreed. 

"Speaking of... What do we make of Sakayanagi?" Light asked. 

"No idea. We know that she's intelligent, complicit, and 
innovative. We can make deductions about her character and such, 


but we won't know her strength until we fight her." Lelouch replied. 

From the rumours we'd learned from our intelligence gathering, I 
developed some minor interest in Sakayanagi, although I also 
thought that she probably wouldn't be anything special. 

"Well, if she truly was a threat, wouldn't she have been placed in 
our class?" Kururugi speculated. 

I've actually thought a bit about that, and I came to the 
conclusion that maybe not." Sora answered. 

"Huh? Why?" Light asked quizzically. 

"Well, put it this way. If they put every single competent student in 
our class, there wouldn't be a competition left. Our class is an 
experiment, one conducted to see how we'll fare in a battle against 
the other classes while we have just seven members. There has to 
be someone for us to battle against, though. Sakayanagi in Class A. 
Ichinose in Class B. Ryiien in Class C. Koenji in Class D. All four of 
these students have some kind of strength, whether it be 
intelligence in Sakayanagi's case or unity in Ichinose's. I believe that 
these top-tier students were intentionally left in the other classes so 
that we can fight the classes lead by them." 

The more I thought about it, the more I agreed with Sora. If all 
the other class' leaders were in our class instead, this special exam 
would've been a breeze. Without a competent student leading them, 
the other classes would get crushed with little to no resistance. 

"I see. It's certainly a good theory. No way to confirm it, though. 
There's also the possibility that they were all merely judged as not 
good enough." Ryuzaki said. 

"That's why I never mentioned. It's pointless to think about things 
that have no relevance, and that can never be confirmed." 

No matter how the classes were sorted, the fact was that this is 
the result. Even if we figured out how they were sorted, we 
wouldn't gain anything from it. 

"Well, if anything, I hope your theory is correct. I'll be so bored if 
nobody can put up a decent fight. I might even transfer to Class E 
myself, as a challenge." Lelouch joked. 

"You'd need 20 million points for that. Good luck getting that 
amount." Light retorted with a chuckle. 

"Speaking of, we're doomed if we ever face a guaranteed 
expulsion. There's no way we can fetch the sum required to negate 
it." Sora said in a slightly complaining tone. 

"I suppose they want to see whether we'll be able to make deals 
and stuff with the other classes to get the amount or not. Just 
another experiment." Kururugi sighed. 

"How the hell would we even do that?" Exclaimed Light. 

"I don't know. Maybe we could use that favour that Class E owes 


us?" He suggested. 

"Yeah, right. As if they could get 20 million points." Lelouch 
scoffed. 

"If we got a similar contract established with the other three 
classes, though, we'd only need to ask for 5 million from each." Sora 
suddenly dropped his complaining demeanour and took on a serious 
thinking look. 

"That's true. After this exam, we should consider trying to set up 
such contracts." Ryuzaki said, biting his thumb. 

"The best way would be to manipulate the future special exams in 
a way where they'd need our help. That way, we could secure a 
contract with each class one by one." I added. 

It wasn't unfeasible that every class would have at least 5 million 
points saved up after around 6 more months. If we could set up 
contracts with every class, then we'd ensure our safety as long as 
the first unavoidable class expulsion happens after that time frame. 

"This is all assuming that there will be an unavoidable class 
expulsion, though. What if there isn't?" Kururugi pointed out. 

"You can never be too careful. Remember that, Suzaku." Lelouch 
replied. 

"It's unfair that we get so much less income than the other classes, 
though, even when we have more class points. Like, all the other 
classes have 40 students in, which means that even Class E is 
getting 348,000 private points per month, which is more than we get, 
even though they have less than a quarter of our class points! I 
guess that's the purpose of the experiment, though." Sora whined. 

Then, Light asked an interesting question. 

"Do all the other classes have 40 students, though?" 

"Hm? What do you mean?" Sora asked, tilting his head to the 
side. 

"Well, put it like this. We can't have all applied to this school at 
the same time, right? Which means that the fifth class wasn't always 
considered. In other words, initially, one or possibly more of us 
were allocated to one of the usual four classes. It was only after the 
rest of us applied that the school decided to create a class for us." 

"I see. What you're saying is that there should be a void left in the 
other classes, an empty space that we occupied before we were 
moved to this class." Sora nodded in understanding. 

"That's not the case, though." Shiro interjected. "I've memorized 
all of the first-year students names and faces. There are definitely 
167 students total." 

"Which means that every other class does indeed have 40 students 
exactly. They must've accepted some extra students after moving us 
to fill the gaps." Lelouch concluded. 


"That means that they must've accepted some students they 
wouldn't normally have admitted. After deciding to create Class E, 
they couldn't have been left with a lot of time to find replacements. 
They would've had to accept students they wouldn't normally 
consider, to ensure that they didn't fail to fill any gaps." I deduced. 

"So the school must've accepted some applicants that they 
normally would've rejected," repeated Light, before he thought of 
yet another question. "But wait, what even is the requirement to get 
accepted by this school? It can't be based off of ability, otherwise 
Class D wouldn't be designated the ‘defective class,’ but that 
contradicts the fact that we had to do entrance exams." 

"Maybe each class has a different requirement? Like Class A could 
accept the students that did well on the exam, while Class D the 
ones that did poorly?" Kururugi theorized. 

The part about each class having a different requirement was 
actually a solid theory. It was surprising that it came from Kururugi. 

"But there are smart students in Class D, and there's also stupid 
people in Class A. So that doesn't add up. Plus, if they just judged 
ability based off of the exam scores, Shiro and I wouldn't be here." 
Sora said, slightly sheepishly. 

"Huh? Why? Did you bomb the exam?" Light asked. 

"No. We decided to spell out a message by manipulating our exam 
scores, with each score corresponding to a letter. Obviously, there's 
only 26 letters in the alphabet, so 26 was the maximum score either 
of us got." He explained. 

"I see... What was the message?" Lelouch asked. 

"Secret." 

"Tch." 

"So, what was the point of the exams, then?" Kururugi pondered. 

"Perhaps they're only a cover. A front to allow them to reject 
anybody they like, depending on their real acceptance criteria." 
Ryuzaki speculated. 

"I agree with that theory. It wouldn't make sense if the exams 
actually meant anything. At least, they can't be an integral factor." I 
added. 

There's a chance that the exams played a minor part, but 
personally I found it unlikely. My conjecture was that there was an 
entirely unknown metric which they used to evaluate applicants. 

"Hmm... Class D is known as the ‘defectives,’ but, apart from the 
obvious ones like Horikita and Sudo, they don't look openly 
defective. They have students like Hirata, Kushida and Karuizawa, 
who're all prominent figures in the school's social hierarchy and 
who don't have an obvious flaw. Hirata especially is a model 
honour student. Why is he in Class D?" Sora mused. 


Unlike the rest of my classmates, I knew all about Kushida's 
defect. That dark side of her that I'd witnessed on the rooftop. That 
got me thinking though: If somebody like Kushida has a hidden 
defect like that, does that mean Hirata and Karuizawa have 
similarly hidden faults? 

"Good question..." Ryuzaki narrowed his eyes. 

Lelouch sighed loudly. "This is annoying. Why is everything about 
this school so suspicious and mysterious? Can't they just be 
transparent?" 

"That'd make it much less interesting, though." Light countered. 
"Besides, don't you find it more fun this way?" 

"I suppose so. Anyway, I'd better get going. Might as well get that 
deal with Class E done with now. Suzaku, you're coming with me so 
that I don't get beaten up." 

"Huh? Me? Why do you think you'll get beaten up?!" Kururugi 
exclaimed in alarm. 

"Well, there are some real muscle-head idiots in Class E like that 
Sudo. I might get pummelled if I tick him off while all alone." 

"You could just, you know, not get on everybody's nerves?" Light 
suggested. 

"But that'd be boring?" 

Lelouch gave Light a genuinely confused look, as if he really 
couldn't understand why he'd ever act amicably. 

"Well, we're off. Goodbye." Lelouch waved to us before heading to 
the mouth of the cave. "Oh, Shiina, we're done talking. You can go 
back in now!" 

He shouted that last part as him and Kururugi exited into the 
daylight. I, along with the other members of the class, suddenly felt 
a little bad for making her wait out there alone for all this time. 

"Well, I guess all we have to do now is sit around and wait for 
him to bring back results. God, this exam is boring, isn't it?" Sora 
complained. 


AVAVAWA 


Lelouch's POV 

This is so much harder than it needs to be. Why did I volunteer to do 
this? 

I didn't think about it at the time, but the other classes have all 
moved from the spots by now and found a new base camp. As a 


result, we have no idea where they are now. 

I trudged through the humid forest, Suzaku's footsteps padding 
along beside my own. We were drenched in hot, sticky sweat, as we 
didn't have any water with us. We spent what felt like an eternity 
stumbling through protruding shrubbery and across uneven ground 
until we finally found our target. 

Their new camp was on the beach that we started at. I stood at 
the edge of the trees, peering out, and noticed something curious. 
Their class looked much bigger than before. 

I scanned my eyes over the scene before me, until I finally 
noticed the cause. Ichinose Honami. 

So, Class E and B have decided to camp together? Well, I suppose that 
there's no danger of their leader being discovered by each other now that 
they don't have any spots to claim. 

"This may not go as expected. The presence of Class B changes 
things. It probably won't be possible to strike up a deal with only 
Class E now that they've bonded together. In fact, us striking up a 
deal with anyone is unlikely now, after the stunt that Ayanokoji 
pulled." 

I explained the situation to Suzaku, as I normally do. By now, I 
had a good understanding of the kinds of things that Suzaku would 
deduce on his own, and what I'd need to explain. Because of that, I 
didn't need to ask him if he understood things very often, if at all. 

"So our options are to either attempt to negotiate with both 
classes, or call off the plan." Suzaku concluded. 

"Right." I narrowed my eyes and thought for a short while. "Well, 
we calculated that both Class B and E would be extremely low on 
points by the end. Giving Class B a small boost shouldn't hurt us 
really. If anything, it's helpful that we can now deal an even bigger 
hit to Class A." 

"I see... That makes sense." 

"Well, there's no point us just sitting around here watching. Let's 
go start some diplomacy!" 

I strutted out onto the plane of sand, instantly gaining the 
attention of all present. Initially, they assumed that I was just here 
on business with the school itself, which had its facilities set up on 
this beach, but I looked straight at the place where Ichinose, 
Kanzaki, Horikita, Hirata and Kushida were standing, and began 
walking towards them. 

Horikita's expression turned sour as she noticed my approach, 
which caused me to crack a grin. I loved how easy it was to get 
under her skin. Messing with her was fun. 

"Yo," I called out to the group. 

"Lelouch-kun? And Kururugi-kun. Do you guys have business 


here?" Ichinose said as we joined their group. 

Our group was now quite a prominent one. We had key figures 
from three different classes all in a group of seven. The Class B and 
E students on the beach started to look at us and chatter to each 
other, presumably about my presence. I didn't mind, though. 

"You have business with us? Is it being an annoying idiot, as 
usual?" Horikita asked scornfully. 

I gave her a laugh. "No. Actually, I'm not here to annoy you this 
time." 

"This time?" She echoed. "Ugh, whatever. What is it?" 

I briefly considered the best way to word my proposal to them, 
but eventually dropped it and decided to say it outright. 

"I'm here to give you the name of Class A's leader." I stated. 


" " 


eecccccee 
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"What?" Hirata looked at me, baffled, similarly to the rest of 
them. 

"I'm here to give you the name of Class A's leader." I repeated. 

"Yeah, we heard you the first time!" Horikita snapped. "What 
we're confused about is what the hell you're thinking." 

"It's simple. Currently, Class A are in the best position, both in the 
class rankings and in this exam. Therefore, it would be beneficial to 
us all if we can damage them as much as possible. That's why we in 
Class D are willing to share our knowledge of Class A's leader that 
we worked so very hard to find." I explained. 

The group fell into silence as they all mulled over what I'd said. 
After a while, Ichinose spoke. 

"Logically speaking, your words make sense. But what if you're 
just saying all that so you can give us the wrong name and make us 
lose points?" 

"Well, in that case, I'd be an idiot. Why would I choose to 
continue beating down on Class B and E, who're already down, and 
ignore Class A, who've been breezing along merrily this whole 
exam?" I scoffed. 

"Your level of idiocy isn't a factor here," Horikita interrupted. 
"The fact is that there's a possibility of that happening, which means 
that we can't even consider negotiating with you." 

Something intelligent actually came out of Horikita's mouth? It 
was true that my current offer was a giant risk for them; even if it 
would be extraordinarily foolish of me to betray them, they would 
be hurt badly in the case that I did. 

"I see. Well, if it'd help ease your mind, I can provide proof that 
I'm not lying about Class A's leader." I said smoothly. 


"What? You can?" Hirata asked doubtfully. 

"Of course. I wouldn't come here if I couldn't. The proof that I'm 
not tricking you is simple: we write down our guesses for each class' 
leader on the roll call of day seven, but that won't be done in a 
strict timeframe. You can come over to our camp and watch as we 
write the Class A leader's name as our own guess." I elaborated. 

The five of them adopted a thoughtful expression. 

"Hmm... It doesn't seem like there's any loopholes..." Kushida 
murmured. 

"I think we should take them up on their offer, Ichinose," said 
Kanzaki. 

"Something underhanded like this?!" She exclaimed. 

"It isn't really underhanded. It's just an exchange of information, 
after all." Suzaku cut in. 

"Besides, think about those words that've been bothering you 
recently. This is exactly what he was talking about." Kanzaki said 
cryptically. 

I had absolutely no idea what he was referring to, but it seemed 
to work, as Ichinose resolved her expression and spoke 
determinedly. 

"Okay! On behalf of Class B, I accept your offer, Lelouch-kun!" 

"Are you sure, Ichinose?" Horikita asked anxiously. "Don't you 
want to think—" 

"I'm glad that we could come to an agreement," I interrupted her, 
to stop her from saying something unnecessary, which earned me a 
glare. 

"It was the right decision. We can't keep avoiding conflict forever. 
We need to go on the offense sometimes." Kanzaki said rationally. 

"Right. And what about you guys?" I said, turning my attention to 
Horikita and co. 

"Well... Can we have some time to think about it?" Hirata 
requested. 

Suzaku must've been expecting me to say something completely 
different, because he looked surprised by my next words. 

"No. I'm a busy guy, you know, I've got things to do. This is a one- 
time proposal." 

Now that Class B had accepted, it gave me leverage to pressure 
Class E into going along with it too. By not giving them time to 
think, it would force them to make a quick decision. And the most 
likely decision they'd make would be a 'yes,' after observing my 
exchange with Ichinose and Kanzaki. 

A common negotiation tactic. 

"I see... In that case, I think we'll accept your offer, too." 

Horikita said after a quick discussion with Hirata and Kushida. It 


seemed like they'd decided that there were no loopholes. 

"You'd better not be wrong, or do something stupid like 
intentionally guessing wrong." She warned after a second. 

"Oh, please. We wouldn't be guessing them if we weren't 100% 
sure ourselves. And who would do something as idiotic as 
intentionally guessing wrong? All that'd do is help Class A and C." I 
scoffed. 

"Just making sure," 

After wrapping up that piece of business, I thought of a plan on a 
whim. Rather than returning straight back to the camp as originally 
intended, I decided to do one last thing here while I had the 
opportunity. 

"Where are you going now?!" Suzaku asked in bewilderment. 

"You'll see." 

To be fair, he probably wouldn't see, but I just said that to shut 
him up. There's a high chance that Suzaku will be looking at me 
like I've lost my mind in a couple of minutes, but that doesn't 
matter. 

All the best people are out of their minds, anyway. 

I sauntered over to a tent where the school had set up, 
approaching the staff member that was running it. It was 
Chabashira-sensei, the homeroom teacher of Class E. 

"Can I help you?" She asked coldly as I walked over. 

"Yeah, I'm pretty sure you can, actually," I replied. 

I turned to Suzaku and gave him a sly grin, before looking back at 
the teacher who was waiting for me to elaborate. 

"On behalf of Class D, I'd like to purchase some fireworks." 

A/N: 6072 words - a dialogue based chapter. All the action 
will be happening in the next chapter, on day 6, after all. 
Expect that one to be a bit longer than this and the last one lol. 

2 chapters in 3 days, aren't you guys lucky? xD 

Thanks for reading <3 


Chapter 3-7: Finale On A Desert Island 


Ayanokoji's POV 

Early in the morning, around 6 am, I did my round-trip of all of 
Class D's spots. It was much harder than usual, because the weather 
had taken a turn for the worse. 

It was overcast outside, the skies cloudy and grey. It must have 
rained last night, because puddles and patches of mud were here 
and there on the ground. It looked like it was going to start raining 
hard, probably in the early afternoon. Of course the weather got 
stormy right at the end of the test. Just a light rain would have been 
fine, but there might be heavy rain and strong winds. 

I dragged by sluggish body forward, inch by inch. It'd now been 
three whole days since I last slept, and it was starting to catch up to 
me. All humans would take a hit to their performance if they don't 
sleep — sleep is an essential factor for humans, after all. 

However, I chose to go without it nevertheless. It made life 
harder, sure, but I still judged it to be the easiest and convenient 
way to do this. That was because of the conclusion I'd come to right 
at the start: 

To win this exam, I don't even need to be anywhere near my best. 

My pace was slowed down because I had to make sure to avoid 
losing my footing as I traversed the muddy and slippery ground. 
The shrubbery was wet, too, which caused me to garner wet 
patches on my clothes as I pushed my way through the wilderness. 

It would be dangerous for any normal person to travel the island 
under these harsh conditions. I supposed that's what our 
wristwatches were for. 

As I was on my way back, I stumbled upon an extremely 
interesting grouping. Ichinose, Kushida, Horikita, Yamauchi Haruki 
and Sakura Airi. I'd heard from Lelouch that, when he went to use 
his 'advanced negotiation techniques,’ he'd discovered that Class B 
and E were now camping together. It was no wonder that they were 
out here together too. 

Near them, not strictly part of their group but definitely 
travelling around in their company, were Katsuragi Kohei and 
Yahiko Totsuka, of Class 1-A. I hadn't seen Class A in a while, as 
they seemed to have moved their base camp somewhere secretive. 

These two groups must've stumbled across each other while 


searching for food. 

"Hm? Ayanokoji-kun?" 

Ichinose noticed my presence and waved to me. 

"Tch. This guy." Horikita scowled at me. 

"Now, now, Horikita, that's not a very nice thing to say when you 
see your friend." I said jokingly. 

"You were never my friend!" She shot back coldly. 

"You wound my heart." 

Ichinose, Yamauchi and Kushida began giggling as I said that in a 
completely monotone voice. 

"Hey man, I don't think we've met," Yamauchi said to me in 
greeting. "I'm Yamauchi Haruki, the gem of Class E! Nice to meet 
you." 

"Uh, right. I'm Ayanokoji Kiyotaka..." 

I responded to his introduction awkwardly. To put it nicely, 
Yamauchi was very... energetic. 

"So, what are you doing all the way out here, Ayanokoji-kun?" 
Kushida asked. 

"Isn't it obvious?" 

I took out the key card from my pocket and waved it at them 
briefly before returning it to my pocket. 

"I still can't believe that you're being so careless with your leader's 
identity." Katsuragi stated, baffled. 

"Me neither," Horikita narrowed her eyes at me. "Did you miss the 
rule that clearly states 'having your leader guessed nullifies all 
bonus points earned from spot occupation?' This strategy of yours 
makes no sense." 

"What? There's a rule like that?" I asked, trying my hardest to 
sound shocked. 

"Y-you..!" 

Horikita's eyes slowly widened, before she shook her head and 
returned to her normal, cold expression. The rest of them looked 
similarly incredulous. 

"Anyway, you guys are looking for food, right? Mind if I join you 
for a little?" I asked. 

"Sure! The more the merrier, right?" Ichinose gave a vibrant 
smile. 

It seemed that, even though I was directly responsible for her 
class' situation, Ichinose didn't harbour any ill will towards me. I 
wondered whether that had anything to do with Lelouch smoothing 
things over with Class B and E yesterday. 

"Mhm~! We'd love to have Ayanokoji-kun come along!" Kushida 
gave an equally captivating smile. 

With that, our group set off on a trip through the forest, 


collecting various foodstuffs as we went and making idle 
conversation. 

"Why are you even with us, Kushida?" Horikita asked coldly, after 
a while of silence. "What happened to your usual friends?" 

"Oh, eto..." Kushida leaned in to Horikita and whispered 
something that I couldn't hear. 

"I see... But still, why did you choose our group to go with? Many 
groups are out looking for food right now. You must've had other 
options." 

Horikita and Kushida didn't get along. That much was obvious. In 
fact, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to say that they hated each 
other beneath all the formalities. The question was why? 

Who hated who first? And for how long have they hated each 
other? What sparked the hatred in the first place? 

These questions must have answers, answers that're shrouded in 
mystery. Uncovering them eventually could be beneficial to me. 

"I wanted to talk to you, Horikita-san, and thought this was a 
good chance. You know, we haven't really talked at all during this 
trip, have we? Well, as soon as it gets dark out, let's head to bed." 

Even though Kushida understood that she was disliked, and 
dislike Horikita in turn, she wanted to try making friends with her. 
When I first met Kushida, she'd mentioned that her goal was to 
make friends with everyone. 

Even after learning of her dark side, I still thought that making 
friends with everyone was her true goal. Only the motivation for 
that goal was changed by my shift in perspective. 

As a result of this, Kushida couldn't avoid dealing with Horikita, 
no matter how much she wanted to. 

"I don't have enough free time to spend it with you 
unnecessarily." 

"You're so mean, Horikita-san. Even though your face is so cute 
when you're sleeping." 

Horikita seemed a little annoyed by Kushida's odd teasing. 

"So... Do they like each other or not?" Yamauchi scratched his 
head in confusion. 

"Hard to say," I lied in response. "Some friends have this kind of 
playful and teasing dynamic, but there's also a possibility that 
Kushida and Horikita genuinely despise each other." 

"Despise?! That's a strong word!" Ichinose cried in shock. 

"Yeah, you shouldn't use words like that when talking about 
people like this, Ayanokoji-kun!" Kushida scolded me. 

"I see... My mistake." 

Apparently, there are numerous social nuances that I'm out of the 
loop on. 


"The forest is kinda eerie... Or maybe I should say that it's scary, 
plus hot and humid." 

The sky was cloudy, and the forest was completely different from 
yesterday. Visibility was especially poor. Yamauchi, with great 
sweat stains under his armpits, dejectedly flapped his gym clothes 
to fan himself. 

"Aren't you hot, Sakura?" he asked. 

For the first time, I looked at the pink-haired girl trailing along at 
the back of the group. Her name was Sakura Airi, a Class E student 
who had an extremely low profile. If it wasn't for Sora and Shiro's 
extensive intel gathering on the students at this school, I would 
never have known who she was. 

Yamauchi was clearly scheming for a way to talk to Sakura. But 
his eyes were focused on her breasts, and it was easy to see that he 
simply wanted to look at her boobs. 

"Eh? O-oh, it's okay. I'm fine." 

Sakura leaned forward, as if to indirectly avoid Yamauchi's gaze. 
It's said that girls are sensitive to the lascivious male gaze. 

Everybody was focused on the interaction between Yamauchi and 
Sakura, and it was quite an uncomfortable interaction to say the 
least. 

Kushida, while everyone was distracted by the two, sent me a 
discreet face of disgust, as if to say, 'do you see now why I hate him?' 

"Yamauchi. It'd be good if you paid attention to the treetops. 
They might have fruit. Also, we're pretty tall, so we need to be 
careful around here," I said. 

"Y-yeah. Of course." 

Thus I prevented Yamauchi from gazing lustfully at Sakura, at 
least somewhat. Still, a supremely horny guy wasn't going to run 
out of steam. 

Sakura gave me a look of appreciation. I'd judged her to be the 
type to find social contact difficult, but strangely, she was able to 
look into my eyes without a problem. I wonder why... 

"Sakura, right? My name is Ayanokoji, although you probably 
already knew that. Nice to meet you," I said in greeting. 

"Oh, uh, yes, nice to meet you too, Ayanokoji-kun." 

Sakura fit with the theme of Class E that we'd discussed 
yesterday. Like Horikita, her defect was obvious — she was inept 
socially, and didn't compensate for it with any other abilities. 

We looked for food while walking quietly. Kushida alternated 
between looking at Horikita and me, while appearing lost in 
thought. Of course, Horikita ignored everything. 

"What's the matter, Kushida-chan?" asked Yamauchi, who'd 
noticed Kushida's odd behaviour. 


"Ayanokoji-kun and Horikita-san were on pretty good terms at 
the beginning, right? But now they look a lot more distant from 
each other. I was trying to think of what the reason might be." 

"Good question! Did you guys fall out or something?" 

Kushida had opened a troublesome subject. 

"We never got along in the first place." Horikita denied coldly. 

"That's not strictly true. We were on pretty good terms until you 
discovered that I'm better than you." I retorted smugly. 

She shot me an icy glare. 

"And since when were you so overconfident?" 

"It's not overconfidence when it's true. That's just faith in one's 
own ability." 

Ichinose blinked, and stared at me curiously. "Is that really true, 
Ayanokoji-kun?" 

"Yes. In terms of overall ability, I don't think I'll lose to anybody 
in this school." 

That was my honest opinion. I was most definitely outclass in 
some respects by other students at this school — for example, Shiro's 
mental specs far surpassed my own. However, when taking into 
account every element and skill, I came to the conclusion that I 
wasn't surmounted by anyone. 

"Hmm... Ayanokoji-kun, you're not exaggerating to make yourself 
look cool in front of girls, are you?" 

Kushida teased me like that. I found myself wondering if she 
actually believed me or not, since she knew about my other side. 

"Of course not. I don't care about that." 

"Is that so..." 

She narrowed her eyes suspiciously, while Ichinose let out a 
giggle, clearly amused by our interaction. 

"But Ayanokoji-kun and Horikita-san are quite similar, aren't 
they?" 

"I think so too!" 

Ichinose and Kushida seemed to find some kinship in each other 
as they discussed my and Horikita's apparent similarity. 

"What about me is so similar to this guy?" 

Horikita wore a stern expression. She probably found it 
distasteful to be compared to me, for whatever reason. 

"Well, for one, I've never seen either of you wearing a smile 
before." 

Kushida had pointed out something rather unexpected, thinking 
that we'd merely accept her word. Regarding Horikita, though, I'd 
seen her smiling a few times in the past, when she was making fun 
of me during the first month. Her smiles never contained any 
genuine affection, though. 


"I simply see nothing worth smiling about." 

"Aww, don't be like that, Horikita-san! There are plenty of things 
worth smiling for!" 

Ichinose flashed us a vibrant, beaming smile. Kushida nodded in 
agreement at her words. 

"Mhm! I'm quite sad for you, Horikita-san, if you never see 
anything to smile about." Kushida adopted a melancholic look. 
"What about you, Ayanokoji-kun? Why do you always look so, so... 
so blank?" 

I had mixed feelings about being called 'blank.' It was slightly 
hurtful to hear but, when I thought about it, such a description 
wasn't wrong. My life is a blank slate. It always has been. 

"This is just how I am. I can't express myself very well." 

I gave her a vague answer. It should suffice for now. I had no 
desire to get into the specifics, after all. 

"So you do actually feel emotions, then?" 

"I suppose so," 

"Ah, that's good then! People have started viewing you as ‘the 
emotionless genius,' of the school, you know." 

The emotionless genius? Apparently, I'd been given a widespread 
title like that. 

"Is that a good thing?" 

Unexpectedly, Ichinose, who was at the centre of the school's 
social network already despite being a first year, answered instead 
of Kushida. 

"Well, Ayanokoji-kun is viewed by the girls as quite handsome, so 
the stoic genius exterior also gives you an aura of mystery and 
aloofness, which some find cool and attractive. Unfortunately, 
though, it also makes you quite difficult to approach." 

Her words were very insightful to me. So basically, I was seen as 
attractive in a different way to people like Light, who is popular 
because of his charisma and easy-to-talk-to personality. 

"Is that so..." 

"Mhm~! But Ayanokoji-kun is also quite easy to talk to once you 
actually get to know him!" Kushida interjected with a smile. 

After a little more time of idle chatter and looking for food, I 
decided to depart. 

"Say, I'm going to go back now. I have some things to do, after 
all." 

"Okay! Goodbye, Ayanokoji-kun!" 

"Make sure to meet me after the exam so we can exchange 
contact information, Ayanokoji-kun!" 

Kushida and Ichinose waved me off brightly, while I received a 
jealous glare from Yamauchi. 


After I disappeared into to the forest, in the direction of my class’ 
camp, I turned back, and headed the opposite direction. I didn't go 
back to my camp. 

I walked for a bit, taking care not to bump back into the group 
that I'd just split off from, and swiftly arrived at the beach. 

I scanned my eyes across the sand, and spotted the two people 
that I had business with. 

Initially, we'd intended to just follow Ryten on the last day to 
overhear Class B's leader, but we had a change of plan. 

Our plan had to be changed due to it conflicting with the plan I'd 
executed involving the spots. 

What I was about to do was about that new plan. 


AVAVAWA 


I returned to the base camp some time after noon, with nothing 
to show for my scavenging efforts. When I arrived, I was met by a 
peculiar sight. 

Everybody, including Shiina, was sitting in a cyclic formation on 
the logs outside the cave, saying words one after another. 

"Rock." 

"King." 

"Gallows." 

"Sieve." 

I moved closer, and sat down in the empty space on a log next to 
Shiina. 

"What are you guys doing?" I asked as I sat. 

"Playing Shiritori," answered Sora, as he took a pause to think of 
a word. "Examination." 

"Shiritori? What's that?" 

Being a loner, I'd never heard of that game before. 

"It's a game where you have to say a word that starts with the 
same letter the previous word ended with," Shiro responded, as she 
was next in turn. "Night." 

"And you can't say a word that's already been said," Lelouch 
added, going next in the order. "Television." 

"If you can't answer within 30 seconds, you lose, and are 
eliminated from the game." Continued Kururugi. "Newspaper." 

"Last one standing wins. It sounds easy at first but, once you've 
been going for a while, it gets tough to think of new words as well 
as keeping track of all the ones that have already been said." Light 
explained. "Rodent." 


"Thermoluminescence," said Ryuzaki. 

Everybody stared at him silently. 

"What?" he asked. 

"You're just trying to show off," Sora scoffed. 

"Perhaps," 

"What does that even mean?" Kururugi asked in bafflement. 

"It's when a crystalline material such as a mineral exhibits 
luminescence by re-emitting energy it previously absorbed from 
radiation as light." Shiro replied in monotone. 

"It's used to date crystalline minerals," Sora added. 

"Whoa! I didn't know people could go out with rocks!" Lelouch 
exclaimed jokingly, which earned some laughs. 

"Well, Rule 34 of the internet states—" 

Shiro began talking, but her mouth was swiftly covered by Sora's 
hand. 

"Shh! Think of Shiina and Ayanok6ji's innocence!" He scolded as 
Light and Lelouch giggled. 

Rule 34, huh? I didn't know what that was. I'll have to look it up 
on the internet when I get back off the island. 

"Ahem. Anyway, moving on from that," Ryuzaki said with a small 
chuckle. "Did you do it, Ayanokoji?" 

"Yeah. Lelouch's new plan is ready to be set in motion." 

"Good. All the tasks at hand have been cleared. We'll make our 
move when it's darker." Lelouch said with a smirk. 

We continued the game of Shiritori, and played other games and 
made idle talk until it was time. 


AVAVAVWA 


Horikita's POV 

I sniffled as I sat near a fire, trying to use the heat to warm my 
shivering body. I had to press on —- there wasn't much longer left 
now. If I dropped out, then we would lose 30 points. I couldn't be a 
burden, not after all the claims I've made. 

I rested my gaze on the rest of the students here. The skies were 
beginning to get dark, the clouds black, a harbinger of the 
impending downpour. 

Contrary to what you'd expect, though, after the underwear 
incident occurred and all our spots were taken, the atmosphere 
wasn't that bad. It seemed that joining up with Class B had 
improved everybody's mood. 

Students were intermingling, laughing and having fun with each 


other. Class B had purchased a barbecue, which was now being 
shared, and many fires burned, lighting up the faces of the students 
across the coarse expanse of golden sand. 

I was sitting alone, feeling the blazing heat of the fire on my 
features as I observed the scene. Despite this, my body was still cold 
due to my illness. My body had began to feel heavy and weak, and 
my mind was starting to falter. 

But I must press on if I want to reach Class A. 

After some time passed, an unexpected event happened, which 
caused everybody on the beach to fall silent and stare up into the 
sky. 

A whistle could be heard. I was feeling hazy, so I didn't pay it any 
attention at first. 

Boom! 

An explosion followed. I raised my head and stared upwards, 
becoming baffled by what I saw. 

A bright colour dyed the black skies a vibrant red. The splashes of 
light burst outwards, and fell across the sky like falling stars. Before 
long, another one followed, this one a green colour. 

Fireworks? 

Someone had actually purchased fireworks. For what reason? 
Who would be idiotic enough to waste valuable points on 
something pointless like fireworks? 

"Hey, look, look!" 

"Fireworks! Where are they coming from?" 

"Whoa! So pretty!" 

Excitement spread across the beach as all of Class B and E gazed 
up in wonder at the luminescent explosions that contrasted the 
darkness in the sky. 

Well, I suppose everybody enjoyed watching fireworks. It was a 
pretty universal phenomenon in Japan. Festivals are a prime 
example. 

Whoever was setting the fireworks off must've been quite skilled, 
because they created some rather spectacular combinations. 

Multiple flying into the sky at once, merging together in brilliant 
flashes of colour. It was rather captivating, I had to admit. 

While I was half engrossed in the spectacle before us, I felt an odd 
sensation on my clothes. It took me a moment, but I realized that a 
hand had reached into my pocket. 

I looked over, and horror immediately filled my core. Ibuki-san 
had reached into my pocket and swiftly swiped the leader key card. 

Alarms rang in my mind as I reflexively glanced over to where I 
knew the other key card was - Class B's. As I'd dreaded, it seemed 
that Kaneda-kun was in the process of pickpocketing their card 


from Ichinose-san. 

She was too invested in the fireworks to notice. 

Was this just a set up the whole time? A distraction? Or did these 
two spies see an opportunity and take it? But how the hell did 
Kaneda-kun know that Ichinose-san and I were the ones in 
possession of the key cards right now? 

Ichinose-san had been given Class B's card as safe keeping, since 
we no longer needed to occupy spots. Me, on the other hand, kept it 
safely hidden the whole time. There should've be no way for anyone 
to know that I had it, yet Ibuki-san did. 

To make things worse, I began to feel plops of water hit and run 
down my cheek. It was raining. 

I forced my heavy, sluggish body to chase after Ibuki-san while 
the hard rain fell. The sky was covered with rain clouds that 
blocked out the sun, so visibility was poor. Even though I couldn't 
see Ibuki-san, she'd left footprints in the muddy ground. If I just 
followed them, they'd lead me right to her. 

She'd ran about a hundred meters from the beach, sometimes 
veering off to the right or left. Rather unexpectedly, I found her 
waiting, as if expecting me. She was joined by Kaneda-kun. I 
instinctively hid myself, though there probably wasn't any point. 

"Go back, Horikita. You've already lost." 

Ibuki spoke without even bothering to turn and look at me. Her 
calm voice cut right through the sounds of the falling rain. 

"We know you're there." Kaneda-kun said. 

"When did you notice?" I asked. 

"Right from the start." 

Her short answer felt ominous. My impression of her as being 
quiet and taciturn didn't change, but something was different. 

"T'll make this simple to understand. Give me back the key cards 
you two stole." I demanded. 

"I refuse." 

With that, the two of them walked away. I followed behind, 
matching their speed. Ibuki-san and Kaneda-kun changed course 
and headed toward the centre of the forest. 

"Where are you going?" 

"None of your business." Kaneda-kun replied coldly. 

It was difficult to walk straight. I'd realized this over the past 
several days. That was even truer in this weather, which impaired 
visibility. 

I couldn't give up, however. I was the one who'd let my guard 
down and allowed the key card to be stolen. I had to take 
responsibility and solve the problem. 

Boom! 


Another explosion rang out as another firework burst above us, 
briefly lighting up the dark wilderness. They were like assaults on 
my mind. They sounded deafening to me, and made it hard to 
think. 

I have to make up for my mistake. I have to make up for my mistake. 
I repeated those same words over and over again in my head. I 
couldn't fail here. My heart beat fast. I was breathless. Little by 
little, I closed the distance between Ibuki-san and myself. 
Depending on the situation, I might need to retrieve the key card by 
force. Considering my considerable skills, I could handle it well. I 
can handle it well. I can do it. I can do it. 

I understood all too well that I wasn't calm, but I had to do 
something. I didn't have anyone else to rely on. I'd handled things 
on my own up until this point, and I could continue just the same. 
The rain and winds were a bit easier to deal with in the middle of 
the forest than on an open road. But the visibility had become that 
much worse, and the footing even more terrible. Also, as I went 
right and then left, I lost my sense of direction. 

But my biggest problem was my physical condition. With every 
second that passed, I grew worse. Up until now I'd only had a slight 
fever, but as the rain came down I reached my limits. My sickness 
grew steadily worse. 

Ibuki-san stopped, and then unexpectedly looked up at a tree. She 
gazed at a single handkerchief, wet from the rain and tied to the 
tree. 

"How long are you going to follow us? Don't you think enough is 
enough?" 

"Once you return the two things you stole." 

"Sorry, no can do," Kaneda-kun denied. "There's nothing a 
pathetic girl for you to do here. Go run back to your class." 

"Shut up!" I shouted hoarsely. 

Ibuki-san crouched, and started digging in the ground using both 
hands. 

"Ah, agh..." 

Wracked by intense dizziness and nausea, I leaned my back 
against a nearby tree. 

"Your condition has gotten a lot worse, hasn't it?" 

Ibuki-san turned to look at me. However, she quickly returned to 
work. 

"Ah... Ah... Ugh..." 

Although I was trying to manage my breathing, I couldn't 
anymore. My jersey, soaked from the downpour, leached my body 
heat away. I'd tried to resist wanting to lie down and rest, but I 
could no longer hold my head up. 


As I thought about my physical strength, I had no choice but to 
fight. 

"Ibuki-san, if you don't give it up peacefully, I'll have to use 
force." 

"Huh? Pahahahahaha!" 

Kaneda-kun burst out into laughter, and Ibuki-san stopped 
digging. 

"Do you realize your situation? You can barely stand. There's two 
of us." 

"That doesn't matter." 

"I see..." 

Ibuki-san dropped her bag to the ground and outstretched her 
arm. Kaneda-kun also set his bag down. 

Ibuki-san stared into my eyes, and made a provocative beckoning 
motion with her hand. She was mocking me. 

"Hurry up. I don't have all night." 

I gritted my teeth in frustration, and slowly limped over to the 
two of them. 

As soon as I stepped into striking range, Ibuki-san's slender leg 
went right toward my face. What little alertness I had left saved me. 
I flew backwards, avoiding her kick. Mud splashed me, and I struck 
a defensive posture with both arms raised. 

"Hmm, she's not too bad, Kaneda." 

"Let's just get this done with quickly. I don't want to be here any 
longer than I have to." 

"An act of violence means immediate disqualification..." 

"Someone might see us here, you mean? Weren't you willing to 
use violence, too?" 

While I was wondering why she had such a sly grin on her face, 
they both suddenly dashed at me. 

Kaneda-kun's sloppily thrown fist sought out my face, and I used 
what little energy I had left to bat it out of the way. If he was a 
trained fighter, I would've lost then and there. 

Ibuki-san's leg came up in my peripheral, barely visible in the 
dark forest. I rolled, escaping from her and putting some distance 
between us. I desperately tried to raise myself out of the mud. That 
was the first time I was really thankful that I practiced martial arts. 

"Oh? You can really move, surprisingly. You practice or 
something?" 

Ibuki-san, without panicking whatsoever, seemed genuinely 
impressed as she sized me up. She'd perceived my knowledge of 
martial arts, and probably wasn't an average practitioner herself. 
How could I respond without telling her that I was in the worst 
condition? 


"I've...been nothing but a complete and utter failure in this test." 

I hadn't contributed a single thing to Class D. If anything, I was 
probably a hindrance. The rest of them, all trying their hardest, 
were held back because of my poor physical condition. I wished I'd 
told them from the start. I could have requested that another person 
become the leader since I wasn't feeling well. It would have been 
fine had I just refused. But my pride got the better of me, which 
was unforgivable. 

I mocked people. I hated useless things, labelling them 
incompetent, while I was useless myself. Ha ha... I laughed dryly in 
my mind. Was I really still making excuses for myself? 

"Why... did you steal... the key cards? What is it all for...?" 

The two of them readied themselves again, and shortened the 
distance between us in an instant. This time, they came at me 
together. 

Ibuki-san feinted a strike with her right arm, but actually went 
for a high, fast kick. I threw myself out of the way, but was 
immediately grappled my Kaneda-kun. 

He hadn't been trying to attack me at all just now — no, he was 
only trying to capture me and restrict my movements. 

This was bad. If I got hit, I would undoubtedly be knocked 
unconscious. I couldn't allow myself to fail here. I had to be strong. 

My body and mind were wracked by intense cold and nausea. I 
was barely able to stand. 

"You tried really hard. I'll respect that, I guess." 

Ibuki-san approached me with a grin on her features. 

I struggled desperately to escape the grasp of Kaneda-kun, but it 
was futile. In my state of immense weakness, I could do nothing 
against the seemingly immovable strength of a boy. 

"You know... it's against the rules... to steal the key card..." I 
muttered. 

"So what? There's no evidence that I used violence against you. 
And the school will never find they key cards, so we won't endure 
any penalties." 

Ibuki-san had the right read of the situation. Nothing could 
conclusively make the school perceive this as it really was. Even if I 
was the only one who got hurt, Ibuki-san and Kaneda-kun could say 
whatever they liked to get out of it. Even if I complained, we'd all 
be punished. And Class E had points to lose. 

"I'm... going to get the... the... key card back. It'll be evidence." 

"Enough is enough." 

Ibuki-san readied herself in front of me, while Kaneda-kun still 
firmly held me from behind by the arms. Any resistance I tried was 
fruitless. My body was too weak to do anything. 


"You fought pretty well, for a girl in such a weak state. But this is 
your limit." 

With that, Ibuki-san raised her fist and shot it out mercilessly at 
my face. It struck me brutally in the cheek, and pushed all the way 
through, spinning my face to the side. 

My mind splintered, the singular blow completely destroyed my 
perception of reality. My field of vision twisted so much that I 
couldn't tell what was the ground and what was the sky. 

My eyelids seemed to weight tons, and I lost the ability to control 
my body to any degree. 

My senses dulled, and I fell to the ground with a thud as the mud 
splash onto my face. What a humiliating and pathetic defeat. 

The last thing I recognised before everything went black was the 
mocking sound of a bursting firework rocket. 


AVAVWAVWA 


Ibuki's POV 

I let out a deep breath as I stood over the unconscious Horikita, 
who had fallen to the ground after being released by Kaneda-kun. 

It had been a long time since I'd seen such a skilled opponent. If it 
was one on one, and if she was in better health, the match could've 
gone either way. She really was that strong. 

I resumed my work, with the assistance of Kaneda-kun, and we 
soon dug up the flashlight and wireless transceiver wrapped in 
vinyl. I would have rather gotten by without using them if I could, 
though. 

I reported our current location to the man who'd been waiting to 
hear about our whereabouts and sat down to rest in silence. I didn't 
bother talking to Kaneda-kun, and he didn't seem interested in 
dialogue either. 

About half an hour or so passed before I saw the gleam of a 
flashlight. It blinked twice, then three times. It was just like Morse 
code. 

I responded with the same signal, using the flashlight that had 
been near my feet. The guiding light had gotten stronger, as if both 
lights were resonating with each other. Then I saw an irritating face 
that I didn't want to see. Rytien appeared. 

"Yo. Excellent work, Ibuki, Kaneda. You did an admirable job." 

"Naturally, yes?" 

"Naturally? If you hadn't made any mistakes until now. I wouldn't 
have had to risk coming over here." 


"That couldn't be helped. I hadn't planned for the digital camera 
to break." 

If only the digital camera hadn't broken, I would have taken a 
picture of the key card and that would have been the end of it. I 
would have had my definitive proof. I wouldn't have even needed to 
call Rytien using the transceiver. But instead, I'd had to take a huge 
risk and steal the card itself. 

"It is rather mysterious that both of your cameras broke at the 
same time, though... But anyway, where are the cards?" 

The two of us reached into our respective pockets and presented 
the two key cards. 

"Here," 

Ryiien shined his flashlight on the cards and confirmed the 
names. 'Horikita Suzune' and 'Chihiro Shiranami' were engraved on 
the sides. 

"So, what now?" Kaneda asked. 

"Well, I'm currently waiting for someone else. They shouldn't take 
long to show themselves." 

Oddly enough, he put emphasis on the words 'someone else’ as he 
said that. I didn't even question it, though. Trying to comprehend 
this man was just stupidity. Such was how Ryitien operated. 

"I'm impressed. So you knew?" 

A voice rang out from the darkness behind us. We all turned 
around simultaneously, and a silhouette slowly emerged. 

Straight, black hair. A slender figure. Piercing, amethyst eyes. 
Every first year knew who this boy was. He was almost as enigmatic 
as Ryiien himself. 

"Ah, Lelouch. So it was you? Somehow, I had a feeling." Rytien 
grinned as he spoke cryptic words. 

Kaneda and I sent each other a look, but didn't say anything. 

"That's right. I was the one who set off those fireworks." 

"So that's what that guy was on about..." I muttered. 

I didn't intend for anyone to hear, but it looked like they all did. 

"That guy?" Ryiien echoed. "What the hell are you on about, 
Ibuki?" 

"That Ayanokoji. Earlier today, he came to the beach and 
approached Kaneda and I. He told us that Horikita and Ichinose 
would be the two holding the key cards, and that we'll know when 
to make our move. He left after without elaborating." 

Ryiien narrowed his eyes upon hearing my explanation. 

"Your plan, I assume?" 

"Of course. That guy's been going around reclaiming all the spots 
this whole time, after all. I instructed him last night to drop by 
Class B and E whenever it was convenient and pass on that 


message." 

I was starting to get really confused. What the hell was going on? 

"Wait, wait. Why the hell are you two acting all buddy-buddy all 
of a sudden? Where is this crap coming from?!" 

"Damn, you really are slow, Ibuki." Rytien laughed. 

"Don't you see? It's what's called a 'wordless negotiation.’ Ryiien 
and I understood each other's intentions, and realized that this 
course of action was beneficial to both our classes." 

"Here," Ryuien said, tossing the Class B key card over to Lelouch. 

"Chihiro Shiranami, huh? Interesting choice." He said as he read 
the engraved letters. 

"Hold on. Why are we giving him free information now?" Kaneda 
exclaimed. 

"It isn't free. Don't you see? He helped us steal the cards, so we're 
repaying him by giving him Class B's leader. A pretty good deal, if 
you ask me." 

Ryiien flashed his white teeth at us. A crack echoed across the 
island as a white flash of lightning pierced the skies. 

"So that's why you set up that firework distraction and told us 
who had the key cards? Under the assumption that we'd give you 
the leader in turn?" I surmised. 

"Exactly. Since we still didn't know the leader, and it was getting 
late, I decided that we'd have to get a look at the card itself. Class B 
doesn't have spots to occupy anymore, so finding it out another way 
is practically impossible. If we tried to steal it ourselves, we 
would've been competing with Class C for who would steal it 
successfully. I knew that Rytien was still on the island, so it was 
logical to just work with him to steal the card for both of us rather 
than compete for it. This method was mutually beneficial." 

Lelouch explained his deep thought process, leaving Kaneda and I 
astonished. There were so many things going on behind the scenes 
that I didn't even know about. 

"You thought of all that..." Kaneda murmured. 

"By the way, it seems you gave little Horikita quite the beating," 
laughed Lelouch sadistically. "I pity her. All she can do now is sit in 
silence for the rest of the exam, knowing that her leader was 
discovered." 

"Kuku, you're quite a complicit bastard, aren't you, Lelouch? I like 
your style." 

This exchange was incomprehensible to me. Rytien seemed to 
hold some degree of respect for Lelouch. The same was true the 
other way around. These guys got on my nerves to no end. 

"Well, I'll leave you guys to it, then. I got what I came for." 

Lelouch tossed the card back to Rytien, and turned. Soon, he'd 


disappeared fully into the ominous shadows. 

That entire encounter gave me an eerie vibe. 

"You come over here and confirm it, too. That was your 
condition, remember? Relax, it's dark out, and this weather is 
horrible. Lelouch won't be sticking around here. It's great to be 
cautious, but don't waste time." 

Yet another person made himself known. Katsuragi, from Class A. 
He was definitely the calm and dependable type, the complete 
opposite of our leader. I pretended to be calm, but in my mind I 
couldn't help but be reminded again of Ryien's awfulness. 
Immediately after the test had started, Rytien told me that he would 
coax Class A into helping us. Apparently he'd done it. But how in 
the world? 

He'd probably been here the whole time. Katsuragi took Horikita's 
and Chihiro's cards from Rytien and looked over them carefully. 
You couldn't have made a fake or anything on this deserted island. 

"It looks like the real thing," he said. 

"Are you convinced now?" 

Although he'd been shown definitive proof, Katsuragi's stern 
expression didn't change. I'd heard he was a cautious man, but to be 
this paranoid seemed like a unique kind of illness. 

"You two managed to infiltrate Class B and E quite well. Weren't 
you suspected?" 

"Under normal circumstances, we would've been. But as for my 
methods, that's a trade secret." 

I unconsciously rubbed my cheek. When we began our spy 
operation in Class E, Rytien slapped me to turn a lie into the truth. 
But the pain and the hatred I felt toward him were all quite real. 
Naturally, the students in Class E misunderstood, and thought I'd 
been beaten and chased out of my class. Maybe if I hadn't been 
injured, they wouldn't have swallowed the lie so smoothly. 

"Don't sit there and think about it forever. The situation is black- 
and-white, so make your decision. You're already halfway there. 
Don't do something as stupid as pulling out here." 

"You're right." 

Despite that, it didn't seem like Katsuragi had given his consent. 
Ryiien noticed this, but rather than get annoyed, he smiled. As if he 
were getting ready to attack his prey, he whispered, "If this wasn't 
an honourable deed, then what are you going to do? Did you know 
that Sakayanagi's faction has dominated ever since rumours spread 
that you failed to get on the student council despite your best 
efforts? This might be your chance, right?" 

"You bastard. Why are you telling me this?" 

"Class A maintains its position by forming alliances. If you can 


form those, even those who have double-crossed you will return 
under your wing, won't they? Or you could make me your enemy, I 
suppose? If you do, I wonder what would happen?" 

Katsuragi hadn't signed a contract with the devil, but this was 
much more than a simple negotiation. Well, perhaps that line of 
thinking was naive. Once you discussed terms with the devil, you 
ended up making a contract one way or another. 

"Sakayanagi is absent. It's impossible for someone indecisive to 
rule Class A." 

"We've established negotiations, as promised. I accept your 
proposal." 

With that, Katsuragi stretched out his hand to Ryiien, who smiled 
audaciously. 

"That's good. You've exercised sound judgment." 

"Wait, what negotiation? Would you explain?" I asked. 

They were free to do whatever they wanted, but I had a right to 
know the details. When I aimed for Class A, I had to decide if being 
close to Rytien was the right thing to do. 

"To form an alliance. With Class A." 

"T'll be heading back now. I don't want to risk things by lingering 
for too long." Katsuragi returned the cards to me and Kaneda, and 
disappeared into the darkness. 

"What about the negotiation? What was discussed? What are we 
getting in return?" 

A flash of white lightning crackled through the air. Thunder came 
crashing down immediately afterward, a roaring sound coming 
from the sea. Rytien didn't even twitch an eyebrow. He told me the 
details of the contract with a creepy smile on his face. The details 
weren't really complex, but they weren't simple, either. 

Even with our problems piling up one after the other, making it 
really difficult to achieve anything, there was the promise of a huge 
return. Everything was going according to Ryiien's plan, including 
the fact that most of our students had retired. None of us had 
imagined this situation before the test had begun, when we were 
enjoying our holiday on the boat. I hated him so much that I 
wanted to die, but I supposed he was probably the man with 
abilities closest to those of Class A, after all. I had to acknowledge 
it. 

"But...is there any guarantee Katsuragi will keep his promise? He 
might renege." 

"I have that covered, of course. He will have no choice but to 
honour his promise." 

I walked toward Horikita and, after carefully wiping my 
fingerprints from the key card, stuck it back in her hand. There was 


nothing this girl could have done. She didn't trust anyone, and that 
was her downfall. 

"We've won." Ryitien smirked confidently. 

"We have? How?" Kaneda asked. 

"Well, put it like this. We now know every leader. That means 
we'll end this exam with a little over 200 points. On top of their 
usual expenses, the other classes will all lose 50 points. Class B and 
E will lose 50 more from Class D guessing their leaders, and I'm 
sure that those bastards have also figured out Class A's leader by 
now. If you do the math, it's clear to see that no other class will 
finish with over 200 points. We've won." 

Putting it like that, it was impossible to think anything but our 
victory. All the other classes had fallen so far down that it was 
impossible to recover. 

I took one last look at the muddy Horikita. The stubborn girl who 
didn't listen to other people's opinions. In other words, no matter 
how painful something was, she would endure it silently. 

"Use your smarts to protect yourself." 

Then we disappeared into the dark woods. 


AVAVAVWA 


Horikita's POV 

Swirling. Swirling. A swirling vortex of darkness. Senses mixed 
up, jumbling together into one mess of sensory signals. 

My eyelids we immovable, as if weighted down by the whole 
world. Emotions surged throughout me, flowing in and out of the 
vortex of senses. Nothing made sense to me anymore. 

Humiliating weakness. That's what I possessed. I spent all my 
time looking down on others, even though I was useless myself. 

I'm no different than Sud6o-kun and the others. 

I lamented the situation in which I was powerless. 

This is all due to my mistake. My responsibility. I relied on pride, 
and deluded myself into thinking that I could win on my own. As a 
result, Class E would lose this exam. 

We'd lose 50 points from having our leader guessed. What's more, 
I would probably be forced to drop out if anyone found me. Then 
we'd lose another 30. Even if I didn't, we'd still lose points from 
missed roll calls. And it's all my fault. 

It could've been avoided if I just knew how to rely on someone. 

I'm so pathetic. 

I apologized to my classmates in my head. It didn't mean much, 


but it was all I could do. 

I have to recover from this failure and climb to Class A. I'm 
prepared to be hated by everyone else. I was the sole person at 
blame for this, after all. 

I came to a sudden realization. 

I was moving. 

I fought furiously to open my eyes. Inch by inch, I gradually 
forced them open. 

After an indeterminate amount of time, I did so. 

The rhythmic up-and-down movements of movement were now 
accompanied by sight. 

I was being carried by somebody. 

I stared up and, after my eyes adjusted to the darkness, made out 
the figure of a man I'd never expected to see. 

"What... What are you... doing... here...?" 

"Here to fix your mistakes. Obviously." 

"Fix...? What can you fix... It's far too late..." 

"Whatever. I don't care about your opinion. I'm not doing this 
because I want to." 

He shot me down cruelly, with cold words. Words that I deserved 
to hear. 

"This is why a weakling like you shouldn't try to bear every 
responsibility themselves. It's embarrassing, really, how delusional 
you've been. It makes me sick to my stomach." 

He reprimanded me as he walked, and all I did was listen. 

"Where... are we going...?" 

"That doesn't matter. Listen up." 

He set me down on the ground against a tree, and I rested my 
heavy body against it with no resistance. 

Normally, I'd never let someone like this guy handle me in such a 
manner. In fact, I'd never even let him touch me. What a state I'd 
fallen to. 

I stared up at his imposing figure, and he stared down at me. An 
accurate reflection of our positions right now. 

Me, who was looking up to him as my last hope. 

And him, who was looking down on me as nothing more than a 
useless child. 

He looked into my eyes with an expression more serious than any 
I'd ever seen on his face before. 

"Let's form a little agreement, Horikita-girl." 

A/N: 7680 word chapter. Honestly, a little shorter than what 
I initially expected before I started writing it. 

3 POVs in one chapter? I think that's the most there's ever 
been, if I'm not mistaken. 


Next chapter will, of course, be the results and explanation. 
I'm not too sure how much people have already figured out by 
now, but everything will be explained, so the chapter will be a 
long one. 

Thanks for reading <3 


Chapter 3-8: Conclusion Of The Desert 
Island Exam 


Ayanokoji's POV 

After I complete my final path around the island, to get 10 last 
bonus points before the end of the exam, I returned to the base 
camp where I discovered that Shiina had vanished. 

She'd probably dropped out on Ryten's orders. There was no 
point in her remaining here, after all. 

The results of the exam would probably be announced in about 
an hour or two, so I decided to go and talk a walk to Class B and E's 
base camp while I waited for everyone to wake up. 

Two days ago, Lelouch had successfully struck a deal with Class B 
and E, stating that we would give them the identity of Class A's 
leader with no strings attached. This was because Class A was in a 
much better position than Class B, C and E, so we decided to attack 
them a little. 

The only condition on the deal was that us in Class D would 
allow Ichinose Honami and Horikita Suzune to watch as we wrote 
our guess for Class A's leader. This was to ensure that we weren't 
lying to them. 

I decided to go and fetch Ichinose and Horikita now. By the time 
I'd walk all the way to the starting beach, do my business with two 
of them and walk back, everybody would likely be awake. Roll call 
would come not much longer after that. 

The only issue was that Ichinose and Horikita couldn't afford to 
be absent during roll call. This meant that I'd have to coax Ishihara- 
sensei into allowing us to fill in the section earlier than usual. 

The homeroom teachers will all be at the beach at this time. 
Therefore, it made sense to approach Ishihara-sensei there. 

It was still quite dark, as the rain clouds from yesterday's stormy 
night had not yet fully cleared. The blue skies were dark and 
overcast. As a result, traversing the forest was harder than usual, 
especially since it was still damp from the earlier downpour. 

"Yahoo! Kiyotaka!" 

I swivelled my head to the side, towards the source of a voice 
which called out to me from across the clearing I was in, and 
immediately spotted a familiar figure. 


"Speak of the devil and she will appear..." I muttered. 

I'd just been thinking about her, and then here she was, clad in 
her signature casual clothes. Amazingly, even though it was cold, 
windy and damp, Ishihara-sensei had no qualms about wearing a 
skirt. 

The remnants of last night's storm caused her pale green waist- 
length hair to flutter to the side, producing a particularly 
wonderous effect. Her piercing oceanic eyes, which matched her 
outfit, beamed brightly as she skipped over to me, clipboard in 
hand. 

(A/N: Go give love and appreciation to AlyaLxo for drawing 
this wonderful illustration for me. Much love <3) 

On the first day of this island exam, Ishihara-sensei had began 
calling me 'Kiyotaka,' rather than 'Ayanokoji' because she wanted to 
become closer to her students. I didn't have any particular 
objection, so I'd allowed it. I hadn't really seen her since, though, so 
hearing someone refer to me by that name was unexpectedly 
jarring. 

"Ishihara-sensei. What are you doing here?" 

"Hmm, all the other homeroom teachers decided to get a move on 
now for maximum efficiency, see~?" 

"I see. I suppose the school wants to get the results announced as 
soon as possible so we can board the ship again." 

"Exactly. So, where are you running off to this early in the 
morning, Ki-yo-ta-ka-kun?" 

She poked my chest playfully with her finger on every syllable of 
my name. I understood that she was teasing me. 

"Is it unusual to head out this early?" 

"Of course! It's still dark out! I wonder who the lucky person 
you're out to meet up with is?" 

"I'm going to see Ichinose and Horikita." 

Ishihara-sensei raised her hand to her mouth in shock. "Kiyotaka! 
How scandalous!" 

"Stop imagining weird things, sensei." 

She was leaning towards me and looking up into my eyes, so I 
couldn't resist reaching out and flicking her forehead with my 
finger. 

"Ouch! You're mean, Kiyotaka!" 

She squealed loudly and rubbed her forehead, and mimed wiping 
a tear after she spoke. It was rather cute. 

"Speaking of, Ishihara-sensei, would it be too much trouble for 
me to request that you accompany me?" 

As I said that, she paused and blinked her eyes open, letting out a 
soft "Huh?" sound as she did so. 


"Hmm? Me? What do you need me for?" 

"Convenience." I stated. 

She showed visible confusion, but I resumed my walk, causing 
her to forget it and scramble to keep up with me. 

"Where are we going?!" 

"To the beach. Class D struck a deal with Class B and E for this 
exam." 

I explained no more than that. Mysteriously, I felt that Ishihara- 
sensei would understand even without any further elaboration. 

"So, do you think your plan worked?" She asked, changing the 
topic. 

"I hope so. If not, I'm going to get lynched by my classmates for 
sure." 

"Ooh, scary. Aren't you nervous~?" 

She grinned sadistically, clearly deriving enjoyment from my 
precarious situation. 

It was no laughing matter, though. If the results are announced 
and we in Class D end up with 0 points, I really will get killed. 

"Nervous? I suppose so." 

Ishihara-sensei narrowed her dazzling blue eyes at me 
suspiciously. 

"You don't look it," 

"I'm just not very good at expressing myself." 

A brief silence ensued as we followed the path to the beach, 
which was well-trodden by now from all the trips back and forth 
that'd been taken. 

Eventually, Ishihara-sensei spoke, a more serious look on her face 
than her usual, playful one. 

"Can I ask you a question, Kiyotaka?" 

"Go ahead. Whether I'll answer is a different story, though." 

"Hm, 'kay~," she paused to think for a second, before continuing. 
"Your entrance scores. You got exactly 50 in every subject. That was 
clearly intentional. I presume that you were trying to appear 
average?" 

I had to stop to think out my answer for a moment. I had to be 
sure to choose my words carefully. 

"You may assume that that's the case." 

"Hm, so leading on from that, I can deduce..." she placed her 
thumb to her lips, imitating the familiar thinking pose that Ryuzaki 
always used. "You originally intended to live the life of an ordinary 
and quiet student, correct?" 

"I guess so," 

"The only reason I can think of for why someone with such 
astounding capabilities would lower themselves to an ordinary level 
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is because they were deprived of such normalcy in their prior life." 

She gave a scarily accurate assessment of my past, but she 
probably didn't even realise it. Just how much did this woman 
know? 

"But that's not even what I want to know right now. Kiyotaka, 
what do you plan to do now? You've made yourself the centre of 
attention with this stunt you've pulled, which clearly contradicts 
your earlier ambitions, no?" 

I had to think of a satisfactory excuse that also sounded 
convincing. As a result, I'd have to tell a truth, but just not the 
whole truth. 

"Well, it's not like I could hide behind a facade of mediocrity for 
long, me being a part of the so-called 'genius class." 

That probably wouldn't be enough to satisfy her curiosity for 
now, though, so I decided to add a little more. 

"When I first enrolled at this school, I don't think I was a fully 
formed person. I may still be in the process of being moulded as we 
speak. As such, it isn't too surprising that I've began to change a 
little compared to when I took the entrance exams. I've even caught 
myself saying some things a few times that I'd never thought I'd say. 
It must be those guys rubbing off on me." 

The faces of Sora, Lelouch, Light and Ryuzaki flashed through my 
mind. They were definitely the more influential figures close to me, 
compared to Shiro and Kururugi, who didn't come off nearly as 
strongly. 

I contemplated whether being influenced by them was a good 
thing or a bad thing. Ultimately, it was impossible to know at this 
stage, so I just let it go. 

"I see... Well, my curiosity is sated for now, 'kay~! But more 
importantly..." 

"We're here." 

We stepped out onto the soft sand, which was glowing slightly as 
the rays of the golden morning began to crack through the dark 
clouds up above. 

Class B and E seemed to have roused earlier than my classmates, 
as they were all already up, lively chatting amongst one another 
and eating breakfast. If somebody saw this scene who didn't know 
any better, they'd think that these people were having the vacation 
of their lives. 

I skimmed my focus across my field of vision, until my eyes 
landed on one of the two individuals I was looking for. Ichinose 
Honami. She had a bubbly demeanour, as usual, and was smiling 
brightly while eating with her friends. 

She noticed us as we approached her, and waved to us, causing 


all of her friends to look over as well. I raised my hand back, and 
Ichinose said something to her friends before standing up and 
making her way over to meet us. 

"Ayanokoji-kun! I assume you're here because of our deal?" 

"That's right..." I averted my gaze and looked over the beach once 
more. "Where's Horikita? I don't see her anywhere." 

"Oh, Horikita? She's been battling illness for a few days now and 
has been hit particularly rough today. She's resting in that tent over 
there. I can take you to go and see her if you like." 

Ichinose pointed to a tent which was set up some distance away 
on the other side of the beach. 

"No, it's alright. I wouldn't want to disturb her if she's recovering. 
Besides, that girl can be quite scary when she wants to be." 

Ichinose giggled at my joke, before adopting a slightly more 
focused expression. 

"So, how are we going to do this?" 

"Well, you're fine with acting as the sole witness and passing the 
information on to Class E, right?" 

"That sounds fine to me." 

"Right. Now..." 

I turned around to look at the teacher beside me, who was 
watching our interaction curiously, an inquisitive look on her 
features. 

"Ishihara-sensei... Ishihara-sensei?" I called her name, snapping 
her out of whatever daydream she was having. 

"Oh, right. What is it?" 

"That clipboard. I assume that's the one we'll be using to fill in the 
names of our leader guesses, right?" 

"Ooh, impressive deduction, Kiyotaka!" Ishihara-sensei exclaimed 
excitedly. 

"Hmm, wasn't it pretty obvious, though? I mean, what else would 
you need to write down on the final day of this exam..." Ichinose 
looked at her with confusion. 

Ichinose also looked pretty baffled by the fact that Ishihara-sensei 
had called me by my first name. 

Ishihara-sensei and Ichinose stared into each other's eyes for a 
short while, before both bursting out into laughter for no apparent 
reason. 

I found myself considerably lost by their antics. 

After they calmed down, I decided to move things along swiftly. 

"Will you allow me to fill in Class D's guess for Class A's leader 
now, Ishihara-sensei?" 

"Hmm, well, I don't see a problem with it. There's no rule saying 
you can't fill in your guesses early..." 


I suspected that we could've filled in our guesses on the first day 
if we really wanted to. Guessing limitations were never specified in 
the explanation nor the manual. 

"Do you have a pen, sensei?" 

"Here," 

I took the pen and, standing shoulder-to-shoulder with Ichinose 
to ensure that she could see clearly, wrote the name Yahiko Totsuka 
in the blank space at the top of the page. 

"I presume this will suffice? It's written in ink, so we can't erase it 
and, just to be completely sure, there are no extras or anything 
hidden behind this page, either." 

I clearly lifted the page to show that it was the sole paper in the 
clipboard, causing Ichinose to nod in approval. 

"Mhm. That's all good! I'll inform Horikita-san and Hirata-kun." 

Somehow, I got the impression that Ichinose would've trusted my 
word even if I didn't go to the effort of showing her my writing of 
the name. She was just that kind of girl. 

"Well, I'd love to talk more, Ichinose, but I've got to get back to 
the Class D base camp in time for roll call. It's quite some distance 
from here." 

"Ah, right, I won't keep you then. Goodbye, Ayanokoji-kun! And 
thank you!" 

I waved goodbye to Ichinose, and set off once more into the 
forest, a troublesome teacher trailing just behind me. 


AVAVAWA 


It was finally time for our short stint on the uninhabited island to 
come to an end. Our minor saving grace was that we hadn't spent 
our time rigorously fighting to survive. At least we'd had a 
moderate amount of fun? There still wasn't any sign of Mashima- 
sensei or the others, even when the test ended around noon. 

"We're now tallying up the test results. Please wait a moment. 
Feel free to use the rest area if you would like, or have a drink." 

After that announcement, the students gathered together and 
headed toward the rest area. Underneath the provisional tents, 
they'd prepared tables and chairs for our use, so we could get 
comfortable. Beside me, Sora gazed up at the ship, Shiro's hand 
clutched in his. 

"Well, that's that, then. Back to a life of normalcy. Well, relative 
normalcy." 

He mused aloud as his crimson eyes scanned over the scenery. All 


signs of last night's storm had completely disappeared by now, and 
the sun pierced through the clear blue sky like a spear, casting a 
sweltering heat down onto us. 

"Well, we still have a week to spend on a luxury liner. That's 
something, at least." 

"Ah, yes, right. The ship where I get the privilege of sharing a 
room with you. A ship is just a house but worse." 

Sora kicked up some sand with his foot, sending a screen of 
golden grains scattering through the air. 

Somehow, I felt like his likening between a ship and a house was 
slightly off, but decided it was better not to question it. 

"What the hell are you talking about?" 

Apparently, somebody else decided to question it on my behalf. 

Lelouch walked up behind us accompanied by Kururugi, and 
slapped Sora on the back. 

"We were just talking about some random crap while we waited 
for you!" Sora retorted as he whipped his head around. 

"Oh? You were waiting for me, were you? Not Light and Ryuzaki, 
who are missing, a bit like your brain ce—" 

"We're here," 

Stepped out from the shrubbery nearby and calling out in a raised 
voice to us stood the pair of Light and Ryuzaki. 

"What took you guys so long?" I asked, before deciding to tack on 
an extra bit. "Wait, let me guess. You found some ‘alone time' 
together in a secretive place just now?" 

I mimicked the teasing that I'd endured earlier in this very exam 
regarding Kushida. 

Sora, Lelouch and even Kururugi giggled at my question. It was 
most likely because such a thing was unexpected to come from me. 

"I didn't know you two swung that way," Shiro said as the two of 
them reached our side. 

"We don't," they said in unison. 

"What were you doing, hiding together in a secret location, then?" 
Sora pressed. 

"We weren't in a secret location," Light sighed, denying it once 
more. 

"Oh my, you did it in public?" Lelouch snorted. 

"I'm getting déja vu from this..." Ryuzaki muttered in defeat. 

"It's because you fell into the same trap that Ayanokoji did a few 
days ago." Kururugi reasoned with a light smile. 

It seemed that Kururugi had started to get used to the antics of 
our class by now, and even looked to have started enjoying the 
interactions somewhat. 

"Mhm. If you see an opportunity, you must take it, as described in 


the holy text; rule 34 of the—" 

Sora began talking about this mysterious 'Rule 34' again, but was 
cut off and yelped in pain as he was chopped in the ribs by Shiro. 

"Nii said we can't say that in front of Ayanok6ji." 

"Ah, you're right. My bad." The brother apologised sincerely to his 
sister. 

This was the second time that 'Rule 34' had came up in the last 
twenty-four hours. Somehow, I got the impression that these two 
were deliberately mentioning it in order to pique my curiosity. I 
wonder why... 

"Hey, look who's finally decided to show up." Lelouch said, 
nodding towards the trees. 

We all turned to look, and saw a bizarre yet not unexpected sight. 
Rytien alone emerged from the wilderness, clad in messy clothes 
stained by dirt. 

"Why is he...? So Rytien-kun didn't retire?" 

Murmurs from Class B and E echoed across the beach in 
confusion. 

"Oh, hey there, sycophants. What happened to Suzune?" said 
Ryien as he drew closer, a paper cup in hand. 

I noticed the veins in Sudo's head bulge as he heard the name 
'Suzune' cross Rytien's lips, and he shot Rytien a glare. 

That wasn't the main concern here, though. 

"Wait, what did he just say?" Sora said with a serious expression. 

"He's right... Horikita is missing." Ryuzaki confirmed. 

This meant one of two things. Either Horikita missed roll call and 
her whereabouts were unknown, or she'd dropped out. If the latter 
was true, then that means... 

"You know, maybe she just got lost?" Lelouch suggested. 

"What, she got lost making her way to the beach, even though 
this beach is where she was staying?" Light snorted. 

"Hmm..." 

"Earlier today, when I met up with Ichinose to prove Class D's 
leader guess for Class A, she mentioned that Horikita was resting in 
that tent over there." 

I pointed to the tent that Ichinose had indicated towards earlier. 

There are 2 possibilities — either she was still there resting as 
there was no need for her to be out here for the results 
announcements, or Ichinose was lying and Horikita dropped out. 

Ichinose didn't seem like she was lying, but she may just be a 
good actor. No, more importantly, would Class B and E be able to 
think of a scheme like this? Having Horikita drop out and hiding it 
in such a manner. 

I averted my eyes towards were Class B were. Sure enough, 


Chihiro was still present. If they were going to pull this strategy off, 
wouldn't they have had both Horikita and Chihiro drop out? 

I was snapped out of my thoughts by the click of a megaphone 
being turned on. Mashima-sensei appeared on the beach. The first- 
year students hurriedly tried to form a line, but Mashima-sensei 
waved his hands at them to stop. 

"It's fine. We don't mind if you want to keep relaxing. The test has 
already concluded. Now we've entered the summer vacation part of 
the trip, so it's all right if you loosen up." 

Even though he'd said that, tensions were naturally running high 
for the students. They all stopped their chatter in an instant. "Over 
this past week, we, your teachers, have closely watched your efforts 
in this special test. There were some students who took on the 
challenge honestly, head-on. There were some who devised schemes 
to tackle the test. Many things have happened, but overall, the test 
results were splendid. Good work." 

The students appeared relieved to receive such straightforward 
praise from Mashima-sensei. It seemed like everyone was finally 
starting to believe the one-week test was really over. 

"Well then, to get straight to the point. I would like to announce 
the results of the special test." 

There wasn't a single person, not even our own homeroom 
teacher, who had seen these test results. 

"We will not accept any questions regarding the results, no 
exceptions. We would like you to accept the results you have been 
given, analyse them, and use them to help you for the next test. It is 
what it is. Don't wet yourselves over these results. You must accept 
reality, you know?" 

"See, he's telling us to accept that Ayanok6ji's strategy failed and 
we ended up with 0 points." Sora said sarcastically. 

"That's what we should be saying to you Class C people. You used 
up all of your points, right? Don't make us laugh." Sudo poked fun 
at Class C's reckless behaviour loudly. 

"We have 125 points remaining. I think we'll be quite fine," Hirata 
said. 

He said so proudly, probably irritated by Ryten's provocation. 
Ryiien responded by making a gesture that looked like he was 
vomiting. 

"Ha. I'm jealous of the nerve of you small fry. How you can be 
satisfied with that amount of points..." 

"It doesn't really matter whatever you say; Class C is still going to 
stay at zero points." 

"Heh heh heh. Don't be hasty. It's certainly true we used up 300 
points. However, have you forgotten the additional rules of this 


test?" 

"So you're going to expose a class leader?" 

"That's right. I wrote it on the paper, didn't I? The name of Class 
D's leader." 

Hirata looked mildly disconcerted, however Sudo showed visible 
shock. 

"Also, those guys in A and B wrote the same thing, too. Do you 
know what this means?" Ryitien said. 

"Hold on a minute. What are you talking about, huh?! I-If you're 
telling the truth, then..." 

Then Class D would be hit with penalties, and they would lose 
100 points. Mashima-sensei's voice sounded through the 
megaphone. 

"Now, we will announce the rankings. The lowest class, in fifth 
place, is Class C, with zero points." 

"Bwah ha ha ha! Hey, check it out! You guys have zero points 
after all!" 

When Sudo heard the results, he clutched his stomach in mocking 
laughter. 

"Zero?" 

Ryuen didn't seem to understand the situation. Mashima-sensei 
continued the announcements matter-of-factly. 

"In fourth place is Class A, with 20 points. Third place, Class B, 
with 40 points. Coming in second place is Class E, with 209 points. 
And then, Class D has come in first with 424 points. This concludes 
the announcements." 

Silence enveloped the beach. A gust of wind rushed past the 
stunned students, kicking up a plume of sand. 

"What's the meaning of this, Katsuragi?!" 

Voices saying such things echoed from one end of the rest area to 
the other. Class A students circled around Katsuragi. 

"Something is strange... What does this mean?" he muttered. 

"Only 424 points..." Shiro muttered. "We should have 524 if we 
take our previous calculation and subtract the 30 we spent on 
fireworks." 
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"Well, we kept our bonus points from the spots, which means our 
leader remained unguessed... Meaning we were wrong about one of 
our own guesses." Sora surmised. 

"Horikita dropped out after all... Is it just a coincidence?" Ryuzaki 
muttered, clearly unnerved. 

"Hey, guys, we still won by more than 200 points, right? It's not 


such a big deal!" Kururugi tried to brighten the mood. 

"The point is that we had everything mapped out, yet we fell 100 
points short because something unexpected happened... Everything 
was taken into account... How could this be?" Lelouch narrowed his 
eyes. 

For the first time, Class D took a hit to our confidence. We'd 
carefully thought about everything in this exam, yet we'd still made 
a mistake that cost us 100 points. It could've easily made a much 
bigger difference than it did. 

"It must be because Horikita dropped out. But then, why? Was it 
literally just because she was ill? That'd be quite the coincidence, if 
so." Light speculated. 

"No chance. Horikita is far too stubborn to drop out of her own 
free will." Sora denied it instantly. 

"Someone must've forced her to drop out... But who? Why? And 
how?" Lelouch wore visible confusion. 

"Well, before we think too hard, let's get back to the ship." I 
suggested, noting how everybody had already began to leave. 

The exam was over, and the first-year students scattered. The ship 
was going to depart in two hours, and although we were free to 
play in the sea, we were also free to go onto the ship. I walked 
aboard. 

"What're you writing, Shiro?" Light asked. 

Shiro was writing something in our manual as we walked, which 
Light had noticed. 

"The class standings after this exam... These are my calculations." 

We stopped to peer at the page as Shiro turned the manual 
towards us so that we could see. It read: 

Class A: 1024 
Class B: 775 
Class C: 500 
Class D: 832 
Class E: 296 

"So we're Class B now. Nice." 

Lelouch nodded in approval as he saw the results. 

"Won't be long now before we reach Class A. I must say, for an 
alleged three year long experiment, this is going rather quickly." 
Sora laughed in amusement. 

"Assuming things carry on at this pace," I corrected. "The other 
classes will be much more wary of us after this. Also, the future 
exams may not enable such a big gap in point gain to occur." 

"Well, given three years, we'll end as Class A by the end anyway. 
No sweat," retorted Sora gleefully. 

"Well, I must admit that that's likely." Light said. 


When that times comes, if I graduate from Class A with these 
people, I wonder... 

Will I feel fulfilled? How much will I have changed from how I 
am now? 

Well, I suppose there was no point in thinking about the end right 
now. I should just take my time to enjoy the journey. 


AVAVAVWA 


Horikita's POV 

I was still in a weakened state, but that didn't prevent me from 
walking around the whole ship, searching for him. 

After around a half hour, I found him. Walking down a corridor, 
wet, dripping water off of his body onto the carpeted floor 
underneath. Gazing at his reflection in his signature hand mirror. I 
stepped out and shouted at him. 

"Hey! Koenji-kun!" 

He stopped in his tracks, and addressed me without turning 
around. 

"How did I know that you'd seek me out, Horikita-girl?" 

"Because you know you have some explaining to do." I replied. 

He let out a haughty laugh, and turned around to face me. I 
stared him in the eye, ignoring his muscular chest which glistened 
with water droplets. 

"Hm? I do? I don't see why a perfect existence should bother 
explaining things to somebody like you." 

"What do you mean, 'somebody like me?" 

"An ugly existence who thinks of herself as superior, even though 
her ability is mediocre at best. That's you." 

I clicked my tongue in annoyance. 

"Fine. I'll admit it, Koenji-kun. You're better than me. This test 
made it all to clear —- there were countless things going on under the 
surface that I frankly have no idea about, but you seemed to 
understand all of them and even manipulated them to Class E's 
gain." 

"Hmph. I derive no pleasure from your praise, Horikita-girl, nor 
do I care that you've come to realise your place. However, I suppose 
I can squeeze some time for you into my schedule. There are some 
instructions I have for you, too, after all." 

With that, he continued walking. Without bothering to change his 
clothes, Koenji led me to a deep floor of the ship that I didn't even 
know was accessible. 


We slipped through a metal door and, closing it behind us, 
descended down into a dark area of the Speranza. Down here, only 
the sound of machinery could be heard, the very machines that 
mobilized the ship itself. 

A deep resounding noise echoed throughout the dim floor. 
Perhaps that happens whenever the ship changes course, or perhaps 
the ship had hit something. The overall atmosphere made me feel 
uneasy. 

Once we were sufficiently far down into the depths, Koenji 
stopped and turned to look at me. 

"Why have you brought me down to this secluded area? Do you 
plan to do something to me?" I asked him warily. 

Rather than take offence, though, he simply laughed at me. 

"Ha! Don't be ridiculous. As a peak male specimen, I already have 
plenty of outlets for such urges within this school's third year 
population! Now, let's have a chat then, shall we, Horikita-girl?" 

I should've expected him to say something like that. 

Radiating a silent pressure, I demanded answers straight away. 

"What do these test results mean? What in the world happened?" 

"Ah, you are quite clueless after all, Horikita-girl. Let me just 
confirm, you remember our little agreement, yes?" 

"Of course. You saved Class E in the exam so, in return, I won't 
tell anyone about it, and I'll cover for you." 

"Good, Horikita-girl. Soon enough, you'll probably be confronted 
by your little classmates. When they express gratitude for your 
leadership in the exam, you're going to act like it was all your idea. 
Got it?" 

"Right. But, why are you so fixated on staying out of the 
spotlight, Koenji-kun? I was under the impression that you don't 
mind the attention." 

"It's not that. Certainly, I don't mind attention, but I value by 
freedom even more. It would be troublesome if people knew that I 
was the one behind Class E's results today. Not only would I be 
targeted externally, but the little ones within our class would also 
bother me all the time, requesting for my help in the future, as well. 
I'm not interested in petty things like the class competitions." 

So that was it. He simply didn't want to be bothered, and wished 
to live freely, like a regular high school student. It makes sense, but 
that begged one question... 

"If that's the case, then why did you help us now? What do you 
gain?" 

"I already told you, didn't I? I didn't do it because I wanted to. 
That Sensei-girl forced me to, threatening to expel me if I didn't 
help her pitiful class reach Class A. She seems quite desperate for a 


promotion, don't you think?" 

Koenji let out a deep laugh, and ran his hand through his damp 
hair. 

Chabashira-sensei threatened to expel Koenji-kun if he didn't help 
Class E? A teacher shouldn't be so nonchalant about wielding 
expulsion as weapon. 

"Doesn't that mean that you'll still have to help in the future, 
too?" 

"Don't be silly, Horikita-girl. I'm not stupid enough to fall for the 
same trick twice. As I predicted, after the results were announced, 
Sensei-girl pulled me aside and praised my good work, and told me 
that she expected me to continue working for me in the future, less 
I want to be expelled." 

He shot me a sly grin, before continuing. "It wasn't difficult to 
prepare my phone to record in advance." 

I furrowed my brows in confusion. 

"Surely, if she's going to threaten you, she would be more vigilant 
when it comes to stuff like recordings?" 

"Ah, well, she did decently, but it wasn't enough. She caught me 
out and forced me to stop the recording on my phone, but little did 
she know that I'd also prepared Hirata-boy's phone in advance as a 
backup. My phone was just a decoy." 

So, Chabashira-sensei assumed that she was safe after forcing 
Koenji-kun to stop his recording. She didn't consider the possibility 
of him having a second phone recording as well. 

I couldn't blame her, though - I wouldn't have seen through it 
either. 

"Hirata-kun? Why him?" 

"He's the only other person that knows about the work I did 
behind the scenes. I had to have somebody write down the leader 
guesses for me, after all. I also needed him to lie to Ichinose-girl 
about you remaining on the island." 

"Lie to Ichinose-san? What's the point of that?" 

"When you told me about the deal you'd created with Class D, I 
had to do some extra work to ensure that I wasn't found out 
because of that, though it did result in us gaining 50 extra points. 
When one of the Class D's came to fetch you and Ichinose-girl, as 
per the condition, I had to make sure that Ichinose-girl was under 
the impression that you were on the island and still resting." 

"Why not just have Hirata-kun tell her to lie? Keeping her in the 
dark infringes on our alliance with Class B." 

"I'm not an idiot, Horikita-girl. There's no reason for me to place 
my faith in Ichinose-girl's ability when I can use my own instead. If 
her lie wasn't perfectly said, then whoever it was that came to meet 


her from Class D would've noticed it. By making her genuinely 
believe that you were still on the island, I turned a lie into a truth. 
There was no way for anyone to spot the lie. The best way to trick 
your enemy is to lie to your allies." 

Koenji-kun's modus operandi was unfathomable to me. He'd even 
taken into account tiny details like the quality of Ichinose's lying 
ability. It was unsettling, just how far he'd thought ahead. 

"The part about tricking your enemies by lying to your allies... Is 
that also what you did with your dropping out?" I asked. 

"Hmm, what's this? So you do have some brain capacity after all. 
Yes, that's correct. I had Sensei-girl lie to everybody about me 
dropping out. If she's going to force me to do stupid stuff, she might 
as well make herself useful, after all. In reality, I was still on the 
island. I wasn't the only one doing that, though." 

"Not the only one?" I echoed. "What does that mean?" 

"Ryiien-boy also remained as the sole Class C student on the 
island. From that, it was easy to conclude that he was the leader of 
Class C." 

"How did you know that, though?" 

"Because I was waiting in the shadows when you got battered by 
Ibuki-girl, and was easily able to confirm that he was still lurking 
around. He had his little spies drop out when he thought no one 
was watching." 

Koenji-kun laughed scornfully, as if Ryien-kun was simply a pest 
that he'd slapped away, rather than an actual enemy. 

"It still doesn't add up, though... How did we end up with so 
many points? We should've lost almost all of them because of our 
leader being guessed." 

Simply gaining 50 from guessing Rytien-kun correctly didn't make 
it all add up at all. 

"Ah. In truth, Horikita-girl, I knew you'd confront me, and I knew 
you'd ask that. So I held on to this, especially for you. You can keep 
it." 

He reached into the pocket of his swimming trunks, and pulled 
out a green key card. The key card that signified that I was the 
leader. He handed it to me and, upon looking at it, gasped in 
bewilderment. 

Unmistakably, engraved into the card itself, were the words 
Koenji Rokusuke. This meant that I was not the leader at all, but 
Koenji-kun was. 

"H-how is this possible..." I breathed. 

"You should pay more attention to the rules, Horikita-girl. The 
manual clearly states that 'The leader cannot be changed without a 
justifiable reason.' In other words, it's possible to change your 


leader, provided you have a good reason to do so." 

He smirked at me triumphantly before continuing. 

"Our great leader falling ill and then getting beaten to a pulp, 
before lying asleep in the mud sounds like a justifiable reason to 
me, wouldn't you agree?" 

He mocked me once again, just like he did during that night. I 
suppose you reap what you sow, and I'd definitely sown this by 
deluding myself into believing I could win all by myself. 

"I-I see... But, at the end of the test, we gained over 100 points 
worth of bonus points. How did you manage to do that?" 

"Remember on the first day when I found that second spot of 
ours? Well, when I reported it to Hirata-boy, I also told him to 
return to that spot in the morning of the seventh day, two hours 
before anybody woke up." 

"Y-you thought of this all the way back then?" 

I was pretty astounded. He'd had everything planned from the 
get-go. 

"Of course. Such is natural for a perfect human. Once I met up 
with Hirata-boy on the seventh morning, I instructed him to guess 
Yahiko Totsuka as Class A's leader, as Ichinose-girl had confirmed 
from our deal with Class D, and Ryiien-boy as Class C's leader. After 
that, I just waited around. I'd confirmed with Sensei-girl that we'd 
have two hours spare to play in the sea before the ship departed, so 
I hid on the island until the last moment, when everybody had 
already boarded, and sneaked on." 

He'd even used the fact that we were allowed to stay on the 
island to his advantage. I felt a headache began to form in my mind. 

One thing didn't make sense about his explanation, though... 

"Why not guess Ayanokoji-kun as Class D's leader, too? We 
could've had 50 more points and lowered Class D's." I inquired. 

"Ha ha ha! What are you stupid, Horikita-girl? When I saw that 
Ayanokoji-boy wandering around the island, nonchalantly 
occupying spots, the only thing I could think of was ‘what a 
ridiculously simple trap.’ Do you really think that he'd actually do 
that without some sort of plan in mind?" 

Well, when he put it like that, it certainly did seem improbable. I 
couldn't think of an alternative before, because I wasn't aware of 
the leader changing rule, but now, things started to make sense. 

"So, they switched leaders at the end, just like we did? And you 
predicted they'd do that, so you told Hirata-kun specifically not to 
guess anyone for Class D?" 

"Well, we can't confirm nor deny the former question, since 
neither of us were actually there for the announcement. But yes, I 
saw through Class D's plan, and instructed Hirata-boy not to guess 


anyone for Class D. It's quite pitiful that anybody fell for such a 
simple ruse, to be honest. Just one more reason why these little 
competitions are insignificant to me." 

Koenji-kun scoffed, clearly not impressed. It baffled me how he 
could be so uninterested in the prospect of reaching Class A but, 
then again, everything about K6enji-kun baffled me. 

"Shouldn't Chabashira-sensei have been unsatisfied by your 
results, though? I mean, we didn't even get half the points that Class 
D got." 

"Even that silly teacher can recognise that it was impossible for us 
to do any better than second place for this exam. I mean, Class D 
had already secured more than 100 bonus points from spot 
occupation alone, and they'd also found every leader from what I 
could tell. Even I can't make a comeback from such a position." 

So, he's saying that he could've won if he was going all out and 
was acting as the leader of Class E? No, more importantly... 

"Class D knew every leader? How did they manage to accomplish 
that?" 

"All I know is that they got Class B's leader from Rytien-boy after 
you got knocked out." 

Ryiien-kun gave the leader of Class B to Class D? Why would he 
ever do that? I was about to muse about it aloud, but was cut off by 
Koenji-kun's boisterous voice. 

"Well, that's enough for now, Horikita-girl. As long as you stay 
true to our agreement, you and I won't have any problems. Don't 
come running to me when you and the rest of Class E begin to fall 
apart." 

Laughing, Koenji-kun said that, and then strode away, ascending 
the stairs and leaving me alone and speechless in the dark lower 
level of the ship. 


AVAVAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"Aagh! That's one of the worst things I've ever had to go through!" 

Kushida spat venomous words as she fumed, sitting on the bed 
opposite mine. 

We were currently alone in the room that I shared with Sora and 
Shiro on the ship. They'd both gone to play games with the rest of 
our classmates, but since I hadn't slept in four days, I was both 
mentally and physically exhausted, and retired to my dorm for the 
day. 


I'd received a text from Kushida shortly after we had our phones 
returned to us. She said that she wanted to meet with me alone, so I 
invited her into the room since it was currently vacant. People 
would definitely get the wrong idea if they saw us, but Kushida 
didn't seem to pay it any mind. 

"Ike and Yamauchi both, they should just shrivel up and die 
already! Disgusting fucking perverts! I was stuck camping with 
them for a whole week! They wouldn't stop staring at my body, it 
was honestly repulsive! But I can't say anything about it, either, 
because then everyone would become disillusioned of me!" 

She struck her fist down on the bed below her in anger. 

Recently, Kushida had decided that I was now the outlet for her 
to vent her frustrations. She'd reasoned that, since I'd said I wanted 
to help her and I knew of her secret already, she might as well 
make use of me. 

It was smart on her part, though. She'd probably realised from 
our encounter that shouting her annoyances out loudly on the 
rooftop could result in her being heard, so she'd decided to use me 
instead. 

I had no qualms about it, since it would be beneficial for me to 
increase Kushida's trust in me, and make her more dependent on 
my existence. 

Besides, I do genuinely want to help Kushida, and see her grow 
over these three years. 

I listening in silence for a while as Kushida told me about all the 
things that had made her angry or frustrated over the past week. 
This went on for around ten to twenty minutes, before she finally 
finished, and laid fully down on the bed, exhausted. 

I got up, and made my way towards the kitchen that adjoined the 
bedroom 

"Do you want anything to drink, Kushida? All of that talking 
must've made your throat dry. We have—" 

I was cut off by a sudden movement. Kushida sat back up as I 
passed by her and reached out, grasping my hand in hers. 

"Ayanokoji-kun." 

I turned and stared are her silently, my mind going blank. 

",,. What is it?" 

"What did you really want, when you recorded me and forced me 
to become subservient to you? At first, I thought you were just some 
pervert like the rest of those disgusting boys who'd gotten hold of 
my weakness, but... you haven't asked me to do anything since then. 
Why?" 

I thought for a moment, choosing my words carefully before 
speaking. 


"Let's see... I thought that there's no way you'd let me off easily if 
I did nothing so, to compromise, I also showed you my hidden side, 
that nobody else has seen, and offered this arrangement to you." 

"Nobody else knows of that side of you? I'm the only one?" 

She looked at me with eyes of confusion, accompanied by a faint 
trace of hope on her features. 

"That's right. You are the only one." 

"I see... I'm glad..." 

With my hand still in hers, I walked over and sat down on the 
bed beside her. I looked into her eyes silently for a few seconds. 

"Kushida." 

"... Hm...?" 

"What are your honest thoughts regarding me?" 

"I... don't know what to think, Ayanokoji-kun. It's... scary. The 
fact that you hold my entire life in your hands..." 

Her voice quivered as she spoke. It was understandable, though — 
even for someone like Kushida, this situation must be terrifying. 

"Kushida, from the start, I never intended to hold your life in my 
hands. I'd intended for us to become allies, but the recording was 
necessary to allow me to build on our relationship first. Even if you 
get me expelled, I have no intention of releasing the recording." 

She removed her hand from mine and glared at me coldly, clear 
suspicion present in her icy eyes. 

"You expect me to believe that?" 

"No. That's why I'll prove it to you in due time. Once you trust 
that I truly am on your side, you can delete the recording yourself." 

Her eyes widened as I said that, and she stared at me in confusion 
and shock. After a brief silence, she let out a dry, self-deprecating 
laugh. 

"Trust, huh. You should know, Ayanokoji-kun. I can't even 
remember the last time I trusted another person." 

"Make no mistake, I'm not telling you to suddenly become a 
trusting person, Kushida. I don't trust people, either. That's why I 
recorded our altercation in the first place. However, you need at 
least one ally. You'll end up destroying yourself at this rate?" 

"Destroying... myself?" 

"You must've known it, deep down. You can't live a life of 
solitude and hatred forever. Do you want to be all alone, until the 
day you die?" 

"No... L..." 

"Then, I'd like you to place trust in me. Of course, I'm not 
expecting anything straight away. However, from now on, you can 
start building a real relationship with me, not a fake one like the 
ones you have with everyone else." 


"A real relationship... I may not be capable of that anymore, you 
know." 

She looked down, repenting herself. If there were a list of people 
who Kushida hated, it wouldn't surprise me if her own name was 
written somewhere in it. 

"Do you not find my existence beneficial to you, Kushida? I 
promised to help you protect your peaceful life here, and I'm the 
only one you can be your true self around." 

"Well, I'll admit that it's better than I thought it would be, to be 
able to express myself and vent to Ayanokoji-kun. However, I can't 
view it as a positive while you have that recording. Sorry, but 
merely allowing me to vent to you isn't enough to move me." 

So, she was saying that she expected my actual help with 
something before we could see eye to eye. Well, it wasn't entirely 
unexpected. I'd sensed that something had been bothering Kushida 
for a while that she'd refrained from mentioning to me. 

"When you call for me, I will help you. Whether it be by 
protecting your secret, or eliminating your enemies, I'll help you. 
For now, though, I simply want you to consider building a real 
bond with me, Kushida." 

She went silent for a short while, pondering what I'd said. 
Eventually, she seemingly had an idea, and looked up and into my 
eyes. 

"Well, Ayanokoji-kun, if you want me to trust you, how about you 
tell me all about how you won the special exam today, hmm?" 

Normally, you wouldn't explain your strategy and exploits to your 
enemy, but if it was Kushida, I could make an exception. 

"That's fine with me. What do you want to know?" 

She sat up straight and swung her legs back and forth off the side 
of the bed. 

"Everything, I guess. I have no idea how these results even 
happened at all." 

"I see. Then I'll go from the start. The very first thing we at Class 
D did was rush to the cave, tower and hut, which were a group of 
three spots which were the most important base on the island." 

Kushida tilted her head to the side. 

"What about the well that Class B had, or the spots near the river? 
Wouldn't they be better bases because of the convenience?" 

"The spot itself wasn't what was important. Its location was." 

There were no spots close to the river or the well. However, there 
were two spots near the cave: the hut and the tower. It was the 
perfect place to exercise control. Kushida looked like she 
understood once I explained. 

"But how did you know they were there? Weren't the spot 


locations a mystery to us?" 

"No. You probably didn't notice, but the school already gave us 
hints about the locations when we were sailing around the island." 

Katsuragi had also noticed this when the ship circled the island at 
an unusually fast speed. Kushida fell silent. The ship had been 
traveling nearly three times faster than a usual cruise ship. Besides, 
if it were just for sightseeing, it wasn't normal to use a strange 
expression like "significant scenery." 

"Shortly after we occupied the cave spot, Katsuragi showed up 
with nine of his classmates in tow. He'd obviously also noticed the 
hint and rushed to the cave, but was slower than we were. We were 
able to narrow down the Class A leader to those nine people he 
brought with him because we deduced that he'd come with the 
intent to occupy the spot. It wouldn't make sense for him not to 
bring the key card and leader with him." 

Kushida narrowed her eyes as she listened to my explanation. 

"I see... The logic makes sense, but I don't think I would've been 
able to think of it at the time. That doesn't explain how you were 
able to figure out their leader, though?" 

It looked like Kushida was aware of the deal between us and 
Class B and E, because she knew that we'd figured out Class A's 
leader. I wasn't surprised about that fact, though. 

"After I encountered you, Koenji and Horikita at the tower, I took 
a quick look around the island, which served two purposes. The 
first was to allow me to collect some berries along the way, in order 
to sell the lie to Shiina, the spy Ryiien had planted in our camp. The 
second was to get a quick look around the various spots." 

Before the fourth day, it was crucial to make sure that Shiina 
didn't catch on to our plan of occupying every spot. We needed to 
subtly hint to her that I was the leader, to make her believe that 
she'd figured it out undetected. Sora had realised this too, which is 
why he pretended to slip up his wording when I first brought Shiina 
back to our camp. 

"While touring the island, I noted that Class A had, as expected, 
occupied the two spots closest to the cave. These spots were in a 
specific location, wherein we could see the path between them from 
our tower spot. Ryuzaki and Light took on the task of monitoring 
the movements between their two spots and, by comparing the 
movements over a twenty-four hour period to the approximate spot 
renewal times right from the start of the exam, they were able to 
narrow down the Class A leader even further, to just 2 students." 

Kushida took a moment to process what I'd said, visualizing my 
explanation of our observation point in her mind, before nodding in 
understanding. 


"I see. So, how did you figure out which of those two it was?" 

"That's where Sora's idea came into play. Katsuragi is a cautious 
man — in fact, he's so cautious that it borders paranoia. We could 
use this and the fact that Class A has a divide in it to our 
advantage." 

Class A were currently split between the Katsuragi faction and the 
Sakayanagi faction. Consequently, Katsuragi had to be wary of his 
own classmates as well as the other classes, which greatly restricted 
his options. 

"Katsuragi would never even consider appointing one of 
Sakayanagi's supporters as the leader — he'd choose someone that he 
trusted, but would never choose himself, because he'd reason that 
that would be too obvious. Sora showed up at the Class A camp on 
the third day and publicly insulted Katsuragi. Class A presumed the 
was simply trying to divide them even further, but his true intent 
was to actually observe the reactions of the students to his insults." 

For Sora, who was extremely proficient in reading even the 
smallest reactions in a person, this was a trivial task. By gauging 
who reacted positively and who reacted negatively to Sora's 
denouncements, it was possible to deduce where their allegiance 
lay. 

"Yahiko, the first suspect, reacted angrily, getting heated up while 
defending Katsuragi. The other guy, however, showed a faint smile. 
From this, we deduced that Yahiko was part of the Katsuragi faction 
while Kitd was aligned with Sakayanagi — in other words, there's no 
way Katsuragi would've made Kito the leader." 

"All that just to find one leader... You guys really did your work." 

"Well, the other leaders were much easier to discover than Class 
A's was. In truth, Ryiien was gathering even more information than 
we were. By using his spies, he was able to find out the identities of 
all the leaders. Except for ours, of course." 

"W-wait, he found out the identities of all the leaders... But that 
doesn't make sense... Class D and Class E both ended up with pretty 
good scores, Class D especially. How could that be if our leaders got 
guessed?" 

"Well, in Class E's case, it's because somebody had Horikita, your 
leader, retire. In the manual, it states that 'It is impossible to change 
the leader without suitable justification.’ Retirement is deemed as 
suitable justification." 

"So our leader was changed at the end?! I didn't even know that 
was possible... But by who? That Horikita would never willingly 
give in, would she?" 

"No... Even I'm not sure who it was that thought of the strategy 
for Class E. They even outmanoeuvred us on that front. We ended 


up guessing Horikita as the leader, and were wrong. As a result, we 
ended up with 100 less points at the end than we should've had." 

"Somebody outsmarted even you guys...? W-wait, you're saying 
you should've had even more points than you got?" 

Kushida exclaimed in shock, clearly unable to believe the reality 
of the situation. 

In truth, I'd suspected Koenji of being the one behind Class E's 
plan, but there were some holes in that theory. For one, K6oenji isn't 
the kind of person to get mixed up in stuff like this. Secondly, he'd 
dropped out around halfway through. He couldn't possibly have set 
everything in motion before then and then left, could he? 

"Anyway, I get that you can change our leader, which is what our 
class did, but what about you? On the beach, all seven of you were 
present, which means nobody dropped out but, going off the results, 
your leader wasn't guessed. How?" 

"Well, the answer to that is simple. Changing your leader at the 
end is a good way to keep your leader's identity from being guessed, 
but the downside is that it costs 30 points to do. There is actually a 
better method." 

I reached into my pocket and took out the key card, the key card 
that signified who the leader was. 

I handed it to Kushida who stared at it for a few seconds in 
disbelief. 

No, to be more specific, she was staring at the letters engraved on 
the side of it. 

The letters that read: Kururugi Suzaku. 

"I'm not Class D's leader. I never was." 

"W-what?! But you were seen by everyone, going around with the 
key card occupying all the spots!" 

"That's right. However, that key card didn't have my name on it at 
any point in time." 

"B-but! In the rules, it clearly stated that 'Only the designated 
leader can use the key card!' Doesn't that mean you cheated!" 

"Yeah. If you're caught breaking that rule, it's grounds for a fifty- 
point penalty. In other words, if you're not caught, it's fine." 

This little idea of mine was actually inspired by the student 
council president himself, Horikita Manabu. 

The school rules clearly state that all violence is prohibited and 
will be punished, however Horikita didn't show me any mercy when 
he attacked me in that alleyway. 

This led me to form a consensus about this school: breaking the 
rules is not a punishable offence if there is no proof. 

"On the very first day, I actually told my classmates to go on 
ahead while I designated our leader. There, I checked something 


with Ishihara-sensei." 

I thought back to that conversation I had with Ishihara-sensei at 
the beach on the first day. 

"Sensei, can I confirm something with you? It's about the exam." 

"Hmm? Of course, go ahead!" 

"T want to know exactly how much each class' homeroom teacher will 
know about this exam." 

"Hm? Well, while I don't see how it'll help you, I suppose I can tell 
you. I won't know any more than you will. All I'll know is who you guess 
and who the Class D leader is. Regarding the identities of the other class' 
leaders, and which guesses were right or wrong, even I won't know that." 

"I see. I presume that's to prevent bias?" 

"Mhm~! The only people who will know all the details are the school's 
neutral officials who are here to oversee the exam. They'll also be the 
ones doing the results calculations at the end, see?" 

"I understand. In that case, Ishihara-sensei, please can you assign 
Kururugi Suzaku as Class D's leader?" 

The thing that I found most intriguing about this was actually the 
fact that the school thought that homeroom teachers would have an 
incentive to be biased in the first place. 

In other words, there was a reason why a homeroom teacher 
would want their own class to prevail. That led me to form a certain 
hypothesis... 

"Ishihara-sensei confirmed to me that the homeroom teachers 
would not be told any more details about the exam than the rest of 
their class, in order to prevent bias. This also meant that the words 
of the homeroom teachers would also not suffice as evidence for me 
breaking the rules for that same reason." 

There was the possibility that, for example, all the homeroom 
teachers could collude to fabricate something like this in order to 
attack one of the other classes. The school couldn't allow such a 
fabrication to occur, which is why the words of homeroom teachers 
didn't carry any weight. 

"This meant that the only evidence that could suffice would be 
physical evidence, like a photograph. Coincidentally, Ryitien had 
equipped his spies with cameras, presumably in order to take 
pictures of the key cards or leaders of the classes they were spying 
in. When I made my move in the early hours of the fourth day, I 
took a bottle of water with me to destroy the cameras with. From 
then on, there would be no proof that I cheated, so the punishment 
for cheating was completely irrelevant." 

"Hmm... But wait, doesn't that mean the whole leader thing was 
pointless from the beginning? If every class just did what you did, 
then nobody would ever be able to find the true identity of any of 


the leaders, right?" 

Well, she wasn't wrong about that. If every class was on the same 
level as ours, then even guessing any leader would be far too risky. 

"I didn't think anybody else would think of it. Evidently, I was 
right." 

"So, assuming you spent like 120 points, you'd have 180 by the 
end, add 50 from guessing Class A's leader and then around 100 
give or take total from spots, subtract 50 from you guessing Class 
E's leader wrong... Hey wait, that's only 280! How did you have 
424?!" 

Surprisingly, Kushida's estimates and calculations weren't actually 
that far off. I had to give credit where credit was due. 

"Of course, we also guessed the leaders of Class B and C." 

"S-so you knew every leader until Horikita-san dropped out?" 

"That's right. Class C's was easy to find. We were confident that 
Ryiien remained on the island right until the end, whereas 
everybody else dropped out." 

"How could you have known that? Did you see him?" 

No, that wasn't it. 

Well, we did see him, but we already knew that he was the leader 
by then. 

"When Shiina showed up at our camp, we searched her 
belongings and discovered a radio transceiver in there. Rytien also 
had one beside him at his camp. From this, we were able to 
conclude that he'd be communicating with his spies using them. 
Retired students shouldn't have been able to use a transceiver which 
meant that Rytien intended to remain on the island. After all the 
spies disappeared, we could be 100% sure that Rytien was the 
leader." 

He'd casually set the transceiver on top of a table while enjoying 
his vacation. No one else was controlling it, just him. His mistake 
was that he didn't trust anyone. 

"You found out all of Class C's strategy just from a couple of 
radios..." Kushida expressed her awe. 

"That actually isn't all there was to Class C's strategy. I don't have 
any evidence for this, but I'm pretty confident in my deduction. The 
fact that Ryiien had given digital cameras to his spies confused me 
at first. Why would he need to take a picture of the key cards? Why 
bother going to such lengths?" 

If the discussion just stayed within Class C, there shouldn't have 
been any need for Shiina to have a camera. In other words, that 
meant there was a third party involved who didn't trust her words 
alone; they'd wanted reliable evidence. 

"On the third day, I took a tour of the island again, and visited 


every class. When I got to Class A's camp with Light and Ryuzaki, 
we noticed that they had bottled water. Now, the spot they were 
camping at didn't have any convenient water access, however, the 
other spot they had did." 

Even if Katsuragi didn't like being at the heart of the island, it 
wouldn't make sense to waste points on buying bottled water just to 
avoid that position. 

"They'd opted to use a more out-of-the-way spot that had no 
water access instead of their main one, and use bottled water. This 
would make no sense, unless they had a sponsor. At the end of the 
test, Class A had 270 points." 

In other words, they hadn't used a single point during the test. 

"Classes A and C were connected, working together behind the 
scenes. Class C sacrificed their own points and bought whatever 
Class A needed. Also, by taking all of C's tools, Class A was able to 
spend the week without using any points." 

The cameras were there so that the spies could obtain evidence 
and give it to someone in Class A. 

"That was Ryiien's strategy. His main priority wasn't to win — no, 
it was to secure some sort of deal with Class A. I don't know what 
Class A is giving in return for the leaders identities and all of Class 
C's S-points during the exam, but it must've been something worth 
enough to make Ryten choose to sacrifice points in this exam in 
return for something greatly beneficial long-term." 

Our main theory in Class D was that it was some kind of contract 
involving a cash flow from Class A to Class C. By bolstering his 
economy like this, Ryiien will have much more options down the 
line. 

His strategy in the exam was cunning, and he had also profited 
from some kind of negotiations with Class A. Rytien might be our 
number one enemy. 

Katsuragi, on the other hand, was in an extremely precarious 
position. Not only had he achieved miserable results in this exam, 
but he'd also signed some sort of contract with Rytien that would 
cause Class A to bleed long term. 

I wouldn't be surprised if Sakayanagi was able to gain majority 
control of Class A just from this, if the intel Light and Ryuzaki had 
gathered on her was anything to go by. 

"So, let me get this straight." Kushida said, holding her head. "You 
saw through literally everything Ryiien was doing, just by seeing a 
walkie-talkie and some fucking water?" 

It seemed that Kushida was so astonished that she let profanity 
slip out, which she usually refrained from until she removed her 
mask and vented her frustrations. 


Not that I minded, though. Her letting things like this slip even 
when not venting showed that she was beginning to feel more 
comfortable around me. 

"As for finding out that Horikita was the leader, well... I climbed 
a tree. On the second day, I stumbled across Class E's second spot, 
but noticed that it was unoccupied at the time. I decided to climb 
up a nearby tree, which was relatively high, and wait to see if 
anyone would come and occupy it." 

It was a simple yet effective tactic. In fact, I was not the only one 
doing this. Class A students were doing similar things, which was 
evident when the two boys jumped me at the tower when I went to 
occupy it on the second day. 

"Eventually, Class E did come and occupy it. You guys decided to 
surround the apparatus with students before occupying it to hide 
from any prying eyes which, while it exercises good caution, was 
ineffective against observers from above." 

"To be fair, we didn't think there'd be any monkeys in the trees 
like you when we thought of that idea." Kushida retorted with a 
genuine chuckle. 

Kushida was actually enjoying herself, which I found surprising. 
It made me a little happy, though. 

Kushida was a very troubled person, someone who spent every 
day bottling up their feelings and acting as a person that they're 
not. It was good that she could drop it all and entertain her true self 
every once in a while. 

"The fact that the spot was unoccupied when I found it is actually 
what shaped the spot claiming idea that I executed on the fourth 
day. I thought that, if classes were being this carefree about their 
spots, then it would be easy to capture them all in one fell swoop." 

Someone like me takes into account every detail, thinking 
carefully about every action. As a result, I sometimes don't 
immediately notice obvious mistakes that normal people make that 
can be exploited. 

Stuff like not even being vigilant about your spot timers. That 
was unfathomable to me, how somebody could forget something so 
basic. That's why I didn't think of it right from the start. 

"On the third day, I invited Ryuzaki and Light to join me on a trip 
around all the classes. Sora was going to execute his stunt in front 
of Class A on that day, so Light and Ryuzaki just assumed that I was 
going to check out the other classes camps to kill time." 

I couldn't afford to do that, though. Visiting the camps did 
actually end up bringing us some useful intel, the fact that Class A 
had water bottles, but Sora would've spotted that himself anyway. 

I was planning to not sleep for four days. Doing a lap of the 


island just to see how the other classes were trudging along would 
be a wasteful expenditure of valuable energy. 

"However, my real intention was something entirely different. By 
taking this round trip of all the spots, I was able to discover the 
exact timings of every spot. Each time we arrived at a spot, I made 
sure to get a glance at the spot monitor and mentally store the 
timings of each and every spot. From this, I was able to map out the 
best path to take during the night, based off of the remaining time I 
calculated each spot to have by the time nightfall rolled around." 

Not only memorising the timings of 10 separate spots, but also 
calculating the exact time that would be left the next day is a feat 
that no sane person would attempt because of how ridiculous it 
sounds, 

But, for my supercomputer-like brain, such a task was trivial. 

"I also decided to not sleep once I'd captured every spot, for 
convenience's sake. Taking carefully planned naps between every 
eight-hour interval would've been a hassle." 

"Y-you haven't slept for three nights straight?!" 

"No," 

"O-oh... I'm sorry if I disturbed you when you wanted to rest," 
Kushida apologised sheepishly. 

"Don't worry about it. My body and mind are not so fragile as to 
be ailed by something like this." I reassured her. 

"Well, if you say so. How'd you find out Class B's leader?" 

"That actually had nothing to do with me, but I'll tell you about it 
anyway. This was all Lelouch's plan. After I'd broken all the cameras 
of Rytien's spies in order to prevent any proof of me using the key 
card from getting out, it caused a side effect. Namely, Rytien's spies 
were forced to steal the cards themselves as evidence." 

For Ryiien, it was a great inconvenience, but for us, it was a win- 
win scenario. We got to avoid any penalties, and also got given the 
Class B leader as a result of Kaneda stealing the card from Ichinose. 

"Lelouch decided to help Ryiien out with that. He purchased 30 
points worth of fireworks. Him and Kururugi set them off in a nice, 
spectacular pattern, which captured the attention of nearly every 
single student on that beach. It provided the perfect distraction for 
Ibuki and Kaneda to make their move." 

Distraction by wonder was certainly one way to do it. 

If it were me, though, I would've gone about it differently. I 
would've caused a distraction not through wonder, by via panic. 

By using fireworks, you run the risk of people like Horikita not 
being fully distracted, which is what happened. By causing a mass 
panic, though, even Horikita would be unable to think clearly. In 
other words, it would be harder to execute properly, but more 


effective if done so. 

"I don't get it, though. How did you causing a distraction for 
Ryiien help Class D find Class B's leader?" 

"That's simple. Rytien is quite a cunning and _ intelligent 
individual, more so than he's given credit for. As Lelouch predicted, 
he was quick on the uptake, and recognised our contribution. In 
return for helping him steal the key cards, he allowed Lelouch to 
look at them too, as courtesy." 

"I wouldn't have thought Rytien capable of negotiation if you 
hadn't told me about it. In fact, I didn't think him capable of 
anything except violence." 

I couldn't blame Kushida for that. Most students in the first year 
viewed Ryiien as nothing more than a violent, delinquent tyrant. 

If I were to summarise this test, I'd say that Class A's first mistake 
carried through to the end. They didn't function well due to an 
internal rift. Class B went through the test with a thoroughly 
defence-oriented strategy, which did neither harm nor good. Their 
only mistake was that, because there were so many good-natured 
people in Class B, they'd permitted Kaneda to stay, and they'd 
believed him. 

Class C fell because Rytien didn't trust anyone. We were only able 
to discover his identity as the leader because of that fact. If he'd 
appointed some random Class C student as the leader and kept them 
hidden somewhere on the island after the rest of Class C dropped 
out, we would've been wrong. Class E operated similarly to Class B, 
in the sense that they didn't do anything aggressively — they just 
tried to conserve points and hide their leader. Their mistake was 
similar to Class B's, except with Ibuki instead. 

Class E was probably overall less efficient than Class B too, since 
they were less unified. Unexpectedly, though, Class E ended the 
exam with 209 points, much more than what they should've had. 
Somebody intervened from the shadows, someone whose identity 
would be immensely difficult to confirm. 

"In the end, everybody in Class D played their part. Everybody 
left me to do my thing with the spots, while Sora, Shiro, Light and 
Ryuzaki operated independently to deduce Class A's leader. Lelouch 
and Kururugi were the sole two who took on the task of finding 
Class B's leader. A pretty good result, all in all, even if we did make 
one oversight when it comes to Class E." 

Kushida stared at me silently for a while, seemingly thinking over 
everything I'd told her. After a while, she spoke with a slight grin. 

"For a guy who says he doesn't trust people, you certainly trust 
your classmates a lot, don't you?" 


Trust, huh? 

Well, I suppose it's true that I trust those guys as friends. And I trust in 
their ability. However, as an ally, I don't trust anybody. Not a single 
person. Not even them. 

I've never thought of any of them as an ally. Classmates, accomplices, 
acquaintances, you can call them that. Perhaps friends is even an 
adequate description. 

But, in this world, survival is everything. Victory is paramount. The 
method is irrelevant. As long as I win in the end, that's all that matters. 

Yes. That's right. If it comes to it, I'll sacrifice all of you without 
hesitation. 

A/N: 12095 words, the longest yet I believe. 

Since this marks the end of v3, and the end of the first 
special exam, I thought I'd do a proper QnA! I'll answer some of 
the questions asked here in the A/N of the next chapter, so feel 
free to ask me anything, whether it to be to do with this fic, 
COTE in general, or something else entirely. 

Also, I must express my thanks to Saransh69 for checking 
over my math for this chapter and making sure everything is 
correct. There were definitely a few things I missed. And 
thanks again to AlyaLxofor drawing the beautiful art of 
Ishihara, I can't believe that The True Elites led me to meet 
people who would draw pictures for a fanfiction. Much love! 

I've also decided that, before jumping right into v4, I'm going 
to have a small segment of short stories and such, to provide a 
small breather, and allow for some Sol stuff that I haven't 
included much of so far. Those will all be shorter than the 
usual chapter length, probably only 2k-3k words. 

As I mentioned before, after this, regular chapters will see 
some reduction in average length in favour of more frequent 
updates. I'll be going back to the length I used right at the start 
of True Elites, which was 5k-7k words. 

Also, shoutout to all the people that predicted that Koenji 
was up to something even as far back as chapter 12! You guys 
got some scary observational and theorycrafting ability lmao. 

Please let me know what you thought of my version of the 
island exam overall! All opinions are valued to me, whether 
they be positive or negative. 

And, as always, thanks for reading <3 


SS Kushida: A Cold Warmth 


I laid down on the bed and let out a deep exhale. 

Within the guest room I shared with three of the other Class E 
girls, I stared up into the dark void that enveloped the room. 

Contrary to the others, I was unable to sleep. My mind was 
swarmed with thoughts. 

My life at the Tokyo Metropolitan Advanced Nurturing High 
School. 

The friends I'd made, the fake relationships I'd forged with those 
around me. 

The frustrations and hardships I'd endured during my week on an 
island. 

But most of all, 

The enigmatic boy with brown hair and eyes colder than the 
iciest winters. 

Ayanok6ji Kiyotaka. 

I hate him. 

I absolutely hate him. 

He'd captured me using my weakness and forced me into 
submission, enslaving me to carrying out his every whim. I was 
powerless. 

I fucking despise Ayanok6ji Kiyotaka. 

That being said, perhaps, it isn't all bad. 

Ayanokoji-kun had told me that he would protect me, and swore 
to assist me going forward. 

At first, I just thought he was pitifully trying to reassure me with 
empty promises, however... 

Earlier today, I'd gotten a glimpse into the mind of the 
terrifyingly cold existence known as Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. 

It was frightening in a different way to when I encountered him 
on that rooftop. 

His mind, his thought process. The way he takes everything into 
account, and doesn't miss a single detail. Just knowing that there's 
an individual like that is scary. 

But this person claimed to be on my side. That he intended to 
help me. 

With his ability, it would very well be possible for him to aid me. 
Knowing that somebody like him is supporting me would be 


reassuring indeed. 

I could use him. 

No, that's not it, is it? 

It's the other way around — Ayanokoji-kun is using me. There's no 
way that someone like me could ever make him my pawn. 

He reassures me with promises of protection and words of 'trust,' 
but, in the end, it's all just to make me a better tool for him, isn't it? 

It's like sharpening a blade. If he can make me trust him, it'll turn 
me into a more powerful weapon for him. 

He doesn't care about me at all. 

There were some similarities between Ayanokoji-kun and I. It was 
strange. Sometimes, when I looked at him, it was like looking in a 
mirror. 

Both of us go about our lives pretending to be someone other 
than our true selves. 

We both possess a hidden side that is cold and twisted in nature, 
that nobody else sees. 

Oddly, for some reason, I also got the impression that AyanokOjji- 
kun didn't view anybody as a true ally. Just like me. 

And I was the only one that knew this. Not Yagami-kun. Not 
Sora-kun. Not Lelouch-kun. Me. 

Perhaps, even if he is just using me, if this cold boy stays true to 
his word and backs me to the full extent of his ability in the future, 
it could bring an unfamiliar warmth to my life. 

Yes. I could live with that. 

A/N: This is the first of 4 short stories I have planned. 

The purpose of these is to provide little insights or 
developments that wouldn't fit neatly in a main chapter. 

I intend to release the next ones quickly, daily at minimum 
and likely multiple per day. Then, I'll start working on the 
main chapters again within a couple days. 

My plan is to include 1, maybe 2 chapters of 5k-6k length 
that are Slice of Life before I start on v4. I want to have the 
characters interact normally a bit, after all. 

As a result, I'll probably start v4 somewhere around next 
weekend. Until then, though, thanks for reading <3 


SS Ichinose: Who should lead Class B? 


I, Ichinose Honami, leaned against the railing of the luxury liner's 
deck and gazed over the scene that lay before me. 

All of my classmates in Class B, well, I suppose it will be Class C 
next month, were relaxing and enjoying their vacation after the 
tiresome deserted island exam. 

It had only been a few hours since we'd boarded once more, but it 
seemed that all the tensions produced by the special examination 
had vanished within Class B. 

Many were clad in swimsuits, relaxing on the chairs or playing in 
on-deck swimming pool. I was one of the few who remained in their 
sports clothes that were worn throughout the past week. 

Silently observing the atmosphere, I thought about the 
announcement I wished to make to my classmates. 

I didn't have the heart to interrupt them from playing, however, 
so I instead spent the time watching alone. 

"Something bothering you, Ichinose?" 

A familiar voice appeared to my right, and I looked over to the 
boy who'd joined me. Kanzaki-kun. 

"Ah, well, I want to say something, but everyone looks like 
they're having fun." 

"I'm sure if it's you, Ichinose, they'd stop and listen without 
protest." 

"I know. That's the reason why I'm hesitant." 

Kanzaki-kun looked at me for a moment and sighed, shaking his 
head in disagreement. 

"Sometimes, you're too kind for your own good." 

That wasn't the first time I'd been told something to that effect 
recently. 

I thought back to the words that have been etched into my mind 
for four days now. The words spoken to me by Ryuzaki-kun on the 
island. 

You shouldn't be the main shot-caller. Instead, you should act as the 
second in command, the one that glues the class together. 

That was essentially what he'd told me back then. 

I'd become the leader of Class B because I had stepped up and 
been the one to take the initiative, getting to know my classmates 
and earning their trust. 


That's right. I'd been appointed my position not because of my 
ability, but because everybody trusted me. 

I think that trust is a wonderful thing. It's amazing that people 
can wholeheartedly place their fate in the hands of another without 
a hint of protest, purely because they trust in them. 

At the same time, though, trust was a supplementary thing; it 
shouldn't be your primary weapon. It isn't good enough on its own. 

The results of this special exam made it all to clear. Class B 
finished the exam with a measly 40 points, and I am lost as to what 
happened to bring about the results of not only my class, but the 
others too. 

This is evidence enough that I am not suited to the task of leading 
Class B. 

"Actually, Kanzaki-kun, I... the truth is, I've been thinking of 
stepping down as Class B's leader." 

I told him the honest thoughts that I'd been having recently. 

"W-what are you saying, Ichinose?! You shouldn't give up just 
because of one single failure!" 

Kanzaki-kun reassured me, but I shook my head. 

"No, that's not it. I'm not giving up. Rather, after reflecting a 
little, I think there's someone better suited to lead Class B than me. 
Of course, I'd still happily play the role of second in command, 
helping the class remain unified, but I don't think I personally have 
the ability necessary to outmanoeuvre the other classes." 

Kanzaki-kun went silent for a short while, pondering over what 
I'd told him before he spoke once more. 

"What's brought this on, Ichinose?" 

"There are many amazing leaders in the first year. There's Class D, 
which is full of excellent students like Lelouch-kun and Yagami-kun, 
and Ryiien-kun from Class C is powerful too, even if I disagree with 
his methods. And there's Sakayanagi-san too, who is rumoured to be 
a force to be reckoned with as well. Their abilities and the strategies 
they can come up with are far beyond what I can do." 

Kanzaki-kun locked eyes with me. 

"Ichinose. You have your own way of fighting. There's no need to 
be ashamed of that." 

"There is if it doesn't work." 

"You don't know that yet. It's only been one special exam." 

"If Class B keep losing in the future as a result of my 
incompetence, things will change eventually anyway. Isn't it best to 
change things now, before the damage is done?" 

"What if it just makes it worse? What if you're our best option? 
You stepping down would only harm us even further." 

"I don't believe that. I am definitely not the most talented person 


in Class B." 

I denied his words wholeheartedly. I found myself unable to 
accept that I was our best chance at graduating as Class A. Like 
Ryuzaki-kun said, I am not suited to the role of leader. 

There must be people who are suited to that role in Class B. Class 
B was evaluated as the best class after Class A, so there surely must 
be people within it talented enough to fulfil the duty of leader. 

"Who were you thinking could be the new leader, anyway?" He 
eyed me suspiciously. 

"Well, I was thinking that you could do it, Kanzaki-kun." 

Kanzaki-kun blinked, taking a moment to process what I'd said. 

"M-me?! Why on earth would you think I should be the leader?" 

"I am too friendly and honourable with my methods, Kanzaki-kun, 
but I feel like you would be more vigilant and balanced but without 
stooping to the levels of Ryiien-kun. That's why I think you should 
do it. Your ability certainly isn't any worse than mine." 

He sighed in disbelief, and flickered his eyes over our classmates 
in silence. 

"I still think you're being too hasty. There's no need for you to 
step down after one setback," he said eventually. 

"Well, you could try it. If you act as our main strategist and shot 
caller for the next special exam, it could act as a trial of sorts 
without full commitment." 

Kanzaki-kun returned his gaze to mine. 

"Are you sure about this, Ichinose?" 

"Positive." I nodded. 

"Fine. If this is really what you want to do, then I guess I'll 
comply. You will still be satisfied even if it doesn't work out, 
though, right?" 

"Of course! If it doesn't work out and Class B incurs another big 
loss, then I'll have to accept that being the leader is my sole 
responsibility." 

I clenched my fist resolutely as I spoke. After a brief second of 
silence, I decided to add on one last bit at the end. 

"But that doesn't matter, anyway. I have full faith that you'll do 
well, Kanzaki-kun." 

"T'll certainly do my best." 

I shot him a big smile of appreciation in response. "That's all I 
ask." 

A/N: As I mentioned in chapter 18, I'll answer some 
questions in the A/N of the next proper chapter, so feel free to 
ask something if you haven't already. 

Other than that, I don't really have much to say about these 
short stories other than: Thanks for reading <3 


SS Ayanokoji: A Mysterious Classmate 


Midnight. Or more precisely, two hours past midnight. After not 
having slept for four consecutive days, I'd fallen into the warm 
embrace of sleep very early, just a short while after Kushida had left 
the room having heard my explanations. As a result, I found myself 
waking up at this unreasonable hour. 

I grabbed the room's key card and, taking care not to wake Sora 
or Shiro, I lifted by heavy body from the bed to rouse myself. 

Since students were required by the school's rules to sleep in their 
jerseys, they were also allowed to leave their rooms while wearing 
them. As such, there would be no problems with me leaving now. 

Exiting the room quietly, I closed the door slowly behind me and 
began wandering down the dark corridor of the ship. 

Once I reached the deck, I stopped for a moment and gazed out at 
the dark blanket that stretched across the skies, dotted full of 
twinkling stars that burned an unfathomable distance away. 

The scenery, accompanied by the night's ocean, instilled a sense 
of boundless scale within me. The feeling that, no matter how much 
time I had, I would never even scratch the surface of what lay 
beyond my shallow perception of the world. 

Is this what they call freedom? What an unfamiliar feeling. 

I decided to do some light exercise. If I spent my time at this 
school neglecting my body, my physical ability would definitely 
deteriorate. Consequently, I concluded that such exercise was 
necessary to maintain my physique. 

I did an indeterminate number of push-ups, sit-ups and squats, 
not bothering to count the number. 

I merely repeated the motions atop the lonely ship deck, 
accompanied by nothing except the dark and the occasional sound 
of waves lapping below the ship as it sailed through the water. 

Once I had began to work up a sweat, I sensed a presence behind 
me and paused my workout. 

I turned around and was met by a silhouette standing against the 
shining stars behind him, only discernible by his defining hair that 
spiked out from the rest of his slim shadow. 

"Ryuzaki," I called out to him. 

He stepped forward and approached me, entering into the faint 
glow of the moonlight just enough for me to be able to see him 


properly. 

Ryuzaki had dark bags under his eyes, as usual, and appeared 
tired. I guessed that he hadn't yet slept. 

"AyanokOji. It's a coincidence to see you out here, all alone." 

"Yeah. What are you doing, Ryuzaki?" 

"I just decided to go for a stroll because I couldn't sleep. I see you 
were exercising? Your form is rather impressive." 

"Well, some exercise is required if I want to maintain my 
physique," I responded. 

"Well, that makes sense." 

Ryuzaki walked past me, to the edge of the ship, and leaned on 
the railing as his pitch-black eyes gazed out towards the black 
ocean. I followed suit, and stood next to him, looking out in silence. 

"What do you think of this school, Ryuzaki?" I asked eventually. 

Out of everyone in my class, Ryuzaki was by far the most 
enigmatic. Most of all, I was curious to know about his thoughts. 

I'd seen him laugh and smile a few times before, but, I couldn't 
recall ever seeing him looking like he's genuinely enjoying himself. 
Rather, he always wore some variation of an apathetic expression, 
as if everything he does at this school is no more than business 
work. 

"What do I think? Well... it is certainly unique, to say the least. As 
far as its effectiveness goes, I'll have to wait before I can decide 
that. It has its merits, for sure, but it is also flawed." 

"Really? This school certainly likes to boast about how it prepares 
its students for future life in society. Do you think that it fails at 
this?" I retorted. 

He locked eyes with me. 

"How many occupations do you know where you'll have to 
survive in the wilderness while competing with other groups for 
designated camping spots? This school also seems to be very 
nonchalant about dishing out expulsions, too, which I do not agree 
with. They boast about their highly impressive, near 100 percent 
placement rate for students advancing into higher education or 
entering the workforce, but I don't think it's all that impressive 
when they're so eager to eject students. They claim to be crafting 
Japan's future leaders but, to me, getting rid of students so easily 
just shows that this school's education is selective, and that they are 
incapable of properly teaching a large chunk of the student 
population." 

The current global education system was, to put it bluntly, 
outdated. It was created during the industrial era, as a mechanism 
to produce factory workers. That's why schools all over the world 
adopt an approach of issuing instructions and expecting students to 


do exactly as they're told — the most effective workers during the 
education system's era of creation were the ones that could best 
carry out their instructions to the letter. 

In modern society, however, skills such as cooperation, creativity 
and the ability to communicate your ideas clearly are much more 
valued than they were 200 years ago. This school places emphasis 
on these values, with things such as their outlandish special exams, 
but while it is still better than your average school, the Tokyo 
Metropolitan Advanced Nurturing High School still has its fair share 
of flaws. 

Ryuzaki's smooth voice brought me back out of my thoughts. 

"May I ask you a question, Ayanokoji?" 

"Sure. Go ahead." 

"Right," Ryuzaki looked into my blank eyes for a few seconds 
before continuing. "Do you believe that ordinary people can be 
artificially crafted into geniuses that can rival even the most 
naturally gifted, given the right environment to nurture their 
development?" 

For the first time since I'd enrolled at this school, I felt my psyche 
crack just a little. 

This question that he'd just asked me was the basis for the 
ideology that'd been engrained in my mind for my entire life. It 
wasn't an especially common thought, either - no, this was a very 
specific question. 

Was it just a coincidence? 

I felt Ryuzaki's eyes scrutinising me, his dark void-like pupils 
searching my eyes, expression, and body language for any hint of 
change. It was highly likely that his observations yielded nothing. 

I took a moment to think and carefully construct my answer, 
taking great caution in selecting my words. 

If it was just a coincidental thought, then it shouldn't matter what 
I say here. 

However, if this boy did really know more than he let on, then 
there's a good chance that this isn't just a random thought he'd had 
just now. 

Now that I thought about it, this wasn't the first time Ryuzaki had 
attempted to profile me. 

Near the start of the school year, I'd noted that Ryuzaki seemed to 
be paying attention to Light more than usual. He'd go out of his way 
to accompany him unnecessarily and the like. Almost as if he had a 
reason to get to know him in particular. 

Ryuzaki seemed to have also targeted me at some point. There 
was also the time back on the island - when Ryuzaki was 
accompanied by Light and me - he gave Ichinose a great deal of 


advice. 

At first, I'd just assumed that he'd decided to help Class B on a 
whim but, no, there was more to it. I was confident that his true 
goal was to profile Light and I based on our reactions. 

He'd been fishing to see how we'd respond. He'd wanted to see if 
we agreed with him, or if we came to a similar conclusion to him. 

He was trying to deconstruct Light and I, trying his best to get a 
glimpse into our minds, and what makes us tick. 

"I think that, while natural genius provides a gap between normal 
people that can never be closed, I would say that it's possible for a 
highly nurtured, 'ordinary' individual to surpass a natural genius if 
raised in the right circumstances." 

I chose a relatively safe answer. There shouldn't be much he 
could dissect from that, even if he did have an ulterior motive by 
asking me that question. 

"Hmm, I see. And, what would you say about raising a natural 
genius in such an environment?" 

"Well, as far as learning goes, a natural genius raised in such an 
environment will surpass an ordinary person raised in that same 
environment simply by virtue of their capacity for learning being 
higher." 

"I see..." Ryuzaki paused for a moment. "This has been very 
insightful. Thank you for humouring me, Ayanokoji." 

"It's nothing. It was an interesting thought experiment for me, 
too." 

"I'm going to return to my room, now. I really should get some 
sleep, so I can function properly tomorrow." 

"That's understandable. Goodnight, Ryuzaki." 

"Goodnight, Ayanokoji." 

I watched his back silently as he departed, his figure slowly 
melting into the shadows. 

My curiosity regarding Ryuzaki only increased further. 

I thought back to when I first met my classmates, and we all 
introduced ourselves. Ryuzaki hesitated before giving us his name, 
almost as if he was thinking of something. 

Since then, rather than showing any signs of pursuing 
entertainment, Ryuzaki's demeanour had repeatedly indicated that 
his primary goal was not to enjoy himself, like Light, Lelouch and 
Sora's was. 

He'd made repeated attempts to gather intel about his classmates 
— in particular, it seemed like he'd taken an interest in Light and 
me. He'd even go as far as helping an enemy just to see how we'd 
react. 

He'd also asked me this question, the question that held great 


importance regarding my life, but a question that a large majority 
of people would never even think of. 

The more I learned, the more I realised the extent of what I didn't 
know. To be frank, Ryuzaki was an extremely enigmatic figure, and 
one that unnerved me more and more with each observation I 
made. 

I felt my eyes narrow slightly as I stood motionless with my back 
against the waves that crashed against the side of the ship below. 

Ryuzaki Rue. Just who are you? 


Chapter 3-9: Blank's Obstacle To 
Overcome 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"So, this is the fabled swimsuit episode..." 

Sora sighed in content as he rested his eyes on the grouping of 
swimsuit-clad students playing in the on-deck pool from our spot on 
the poolside, sat around a circular table situated just next to the 
cold drinks bar. 

"Now I'm just waiting for one of them to have an ‘accident’ and 
have to cover their breasts with their hand!" 

"Nii, that only happens in doujinshi." 

Shiro shot him down from her position on his lap, to his dismay. 

"A-are you sure that none of them might not have ‘accidentally' 
gotten a size too small?" 

"I'm sure. Girls aren't that careless about those things." 

"B-but what about my dream swimsuit episode?!" 

I observed this exchange between the peculiar siblings in silence, 
not entirely sure why I was even here. 

I'd been dragged out of bed by these two, my roommates on the 
ship, for breakfast, and had eventually ended up here, sitting by the 
pool with drinks. 

I briefly pondered about what the other four Class D students 
were doing right now. Speaking of, we were presumed to be 
promoted to Class B quite soon. It was currently August 11, which 
means that the class rankings would be update in twenty-one days 
assuming that we don't endure a drop due to some form of 
misconduct, or even another special exam. 

Three days had passed since the test on the deserted island and 
the students had spent the time in bliss as a peaceful lull set in. 
While I found it unlikely that the school would spring another 
special exam on us this quickly, the possibility definitely couldn't be 
discounted. 

It seems that the boys, like Sora, who were in the prime time of 
their youth, had begun succumbing to their carnal urges after 
having lost their rational judgement due to the long and arduous 
task of surviving on an island like we had. We boys had collectively 
began to expect a destined experience with the girls. 


Besides, I've already heard quite a few stories of students hooking 
up with each other on this cruise and new couples being born every 
other day. Unfortunately, that sort of encounter is unlikely to 
happen with me and I continue to spend this time in relative 
solitude. 

"Are you sure you don't want to go for a little play in the water, 
Sora?" I asked, motioning to the pool. 

Sora followed my gesture to where Kushida and her friends were 
enjoying their summer vacation to the fullest. Kushida's swimsuit 
was especially erotic, perfectly highlighting her curves and 
generous proportions. 

"While I'd love to go and join Kushida, I think that Class D has 
wordlessly agreed to leave her for you, you know?" He retorted 
with his signature sly grin. 

I sighed. I don't know how it'd happened, but it seemed that one 
of my classmates had caught on to my connection with Kushida at 
some point and it had now become a primary topic among them. 

While at first I found it disconcerting, it seems that all they're 
doing is exaggerating what they perceive as us being acquainted in 
some way. My classmates should have no suspicions about my 
actual relationship with Kushida. 

"As I've said before, there is nothing going on between me and 
Kushida." 

"Yeah, right." Sora said sarcastically. 

"If Nii actually suspected that Ayanokoji had such a cute 
girlfriend, he wouldn't be so calm about it." Shiro interjected with 
an unexpectedly sadistic grin. 

"O-oi, what are you saying, dear sister of mine?!" Sora panicked, 
waving his arms around. "It's not like I'm desperate for a girlfriend, 
or anything! I wouldn't be bothered in the slightest if Ayanokoji 
scored Kushida!" 

For Sora, who had been a shut-in all his life, following the path of 
getting a girlfriend and experiencing romantic love was one of his 
main ambitions. It wouldn't be surprising if he became depressed 
after failing to do so while having to watch others around him 
succeed. 

I noticed Shiro wearing quite a complicated expression, staring 
down at her drink in her hands. 

"Something on your mind, Shiro?" I asked her. 

"It's just... Nii wants to find another girl to fall in love with, but 
all I need is him. Am I not enough?" 

Sora's features softened as he placed his hand gently on top of 
Shiro's head and stroked her hair. 

"That's not it," he said, shaking his head. "No matter what 


happens, Shiro will always be the most important person to me. 
That being said, however, I can't engage in romantic or sexual 
endeavours with my sister." 

Well, like every boy, myself included, the urge to fulfil such 
desires is ever-present within Sora. While not impossible, it's greatly 
frowned upon to pursue such things with one's own relative. 

"B-but..." 

Shiro began saying something, but quickly sealed her mouth shut 
and didn't elaborate further. My curiosity was mildly piqued, but I 
decided not to press the topic. 

"Hmm... this is unexpected..." Sora murmured, looking over my 
shoulder. 

I turned to see, as he said, a rather unexpected sight. Katsuragi 
was walking past the scene, clothed in his full school uniform, 
completely alone. 

"He's quite solitary for a class leader," Shiro remarked in her 
usual, whisper-like tone. 

"Well, I suppose that after his extremely sub-par results on the 
island exam, his classmates have begun to lose faith in him." I 
responded. 

"And who's fault is that again?" Sora grinned maniacally. 

"Ryuzaki was the first one to suggest the idea of us sabotaging 
Class A," Shiro relayed like an audio recorder. "We should put all 
the blame on him." 

"Yep, it's entirely his fault." 

Sora nodded in agreement, content with throwing Ryuzaki under 
the bus in the case that something goes wrong as a result of our 
actions. 

"We've inadvertently helped Sakayanagi by giving Class A's leader 
to Classes B and E."I said. 

"Right. As we said before, Sakayanagi's Class A will be much 
stronger than Katsuragi's. We might've indirectly made our lives 
harder in the long term." Sora agreed. 

Katsuragi was similar to Ichinose in the sense that he was unable 
to properly combat the kinds of strategies employed by Sakayanagi, 
Ryien, and obviously some of my very own classmates as well. For 
this reason, Class A would be easier to defeat under his rule than it 
would be under Sakayanagi's. 

It might've been more worth it for us to actually let Class A have 
the 100 class points for now, and try for a more long-term goal of 
defeating Sakayanagi before she even assumes the position of sole 
Class A leader. 

It would be nipping the problem in the bud, so to speak. 

"Even if Class D lends him a hand, it will be substantially difficult 


for Katsuragi to gain the favour of Class A students now." Shiro 
commented while still enjoying having her hair stroked by Sora. 

"And he'll probably only need one more failure to lose the battle 
with Sakayanagi completely." Sora added. 

I was yet to formally meet Sakayanagi but, if what I'd heard 
about her was true, she could turn out to be quite the troublesome 
opponent. If Class D got complacent, it wouldn't be out of the 
question for us to be defeated by her. 

We'd need to be careful to remain vigilant in the coming future. 

"Ah, Sora-kun, Shiro-san and Ayanokoji-kun! I wouldn't expect 
you guys to be here." 

Waving to us as she approached was Ichinose Honami, the 
current representative and leader of Class 1-B. She was joined by 
her female friends, who, along with her, were all wearing 
fashionable swimsuits. 

As soon as she arrived at the scene, the gazes of all boys in the 
proximity turned towards her incredible figure. Somehow, Ichinose 
seemed oblivious to the fact that she'd enraptured the eyes of all 
males in the area, and approached our table with a smile. 

I fought with myself to keep my eyes from drifting away from her 
face, and gave an awkward wave back in return. 

"O-oh, uh, Ichinose! Fancy seeing you here, ha ha..." 

Sora gave an extremely awkward greeting in response. It seemed 
that he too was waging an internal battle right now. 

Unlike me, however, Sora had a great motivator to win that 
battle against himself because of the deathly glare that Shiro was 
shooting him. 

"Hmm, Class D are quite popular, right? There's quite a lot of 
people looking over here," Ichinose remarked. 

No, Ichinose, I think they're actually looking over here because of 
you. 

"Well, Class D has been a major conversation topic among all 
students after the island exam," one of Ichinose's friends 
commented. 

I believe her name was Akimura. 

"Mhm, and Ayanokoji-kun especially because he was the centre of 
attention during the second half!" Another girl agreed. 

Apparently, my actions had spurred quite some gossip. Well, it 
was only to be expected after the stunt I'd pulled. 

"The other classes will probably take us seriously from now on," 
Sora said. 

"Hmm, before there were quite a number of students skeptical 
about your class' ability." Ichinose nodded. "Now they will realise 
that the school wasn't exaggerating." 


Well, it was natural to be suspicious of an alleged class of seven 
that contained only the most elite of all students within Japan. 
Nobody could blame the students that didn't believe it at first. 

"So, how is Class B doing?" Sora asked, changing the topic. 

"Well, despite our loss in the special exam, we're still going as 
strong as ever! I'll make sure that we come back stronger next 
time!" 

Ichinose clenched her fist resolutely. It seemed that, despite 
enduring a setback and falling to Class C, her resolve hadn't 
wavered. 

"Well, I certainly look forward to fighting you and all, but do you 
really think Class B can win?" 

"I have confidence that, as long as we all work together as one, 
we can overcome any obstacle." Ichinose nodded in response. 

"She's optimistic," commented Shiro rather apathetically. 

"Class E was able to do it on the island, so why can't we?" 
Ichinose retorted with a smile. 

"Ah, Class E...". Sora muttered, briefly losing his amicable 
demeanour. 

"Something wrong, Sora-kun?" 

"Ah, it's nothing." 

It seemed that Sora was still somewhat disconcerted by the 
results of the island exam. I couldn't blame him, though — while us 
losing out on 100 points wasn't the end of the world, it was a pretty 
big hit to our confidence. 

"Honami-chan! The other girls are ready!" 

"O-oh, okay, I'm coming!" Ichinose turned to us. "I'd better get 
going, I wouldn't want to keep the girls waiting. I'll see you later, 
Sora-kun, Shiro-san, Ayanokoji-kun!" 

With that, Ichinose and her friends departed to meet up with the 
rest of the girls they'd seemingly come out with. 

A brief lull of silence set in on our table, before Shiro decided to 
ask a question. 

"Nii is unnerved," 

"Of course I am! Class E managed to outmanoeuvre me! Class E! 
Me!" 

I decided to cut in. "It was just one mistake in our calculations. It 
isn't a big deal." 

"No, that's not it," Sora shook his head in denial. "We planned 
everything flawlessly. I'd accounted to every detail," 

Sora paused for a second to look into my eyes. 

"That is, going off of everything we knew. In other words, we 
didn't have sufficient information. What did I tell you about 
information?!" 


Sora struck his fist against the table in irritation. 

Information is the strongest weapon, huh? That phrase is pretty 
much Sora's mantra at this point. It would be strange if I'd forgotten 
it. 

"I've been thinking about it a lot. What information did we 
overlook? Is there actually a secret mastermind lurking in Class E? 
Or could it have been the work of K6oenji?" Sora thought aloud, 
talking unusually fast. 

"But Nii, didn't we deduce that Koenji would never help Class E?" 

"I actually think I can shed some light on that," I said, attracting 
the attention of the siblings. "On the first day, I'd asked Ishihara- 
sensei and discovered that the homeroom teachers were not told 
any information more than the students about the special exam to 
prevent bias. In other words, there exists an incentive for 
homeroom teachers to be biased." 

Sora narrowed his eyes as he thought. "The school wouldn't take 
such measures if there's no reason for homeroom teachers to be 
biased, huh..." 

"Yeah. Following on from that, it wouldn't be unthinkable for the 
homeroom teacher of Class E to force K6enji into assisting the 
class." 

"Mhm... so that would be where our missing information was, 
then? We had no way of knowing that Chabashira-sensei would go 
to such lengths just to win." 

"Right. We're all smart, but none of us are omnipotent. It would 
be impossible for us to have predicted the actions of a teacher we 
barely interact with. For that reason, you should just stop worrying 
about it and keep it in mind next time." 

I advised Sora like this. It would do him no good to keep thinking 
about unnecessary things that are in the past. 

"But what if that's not what happened? If the person who 
orchestrated Class E's plan is not Koenji, then that means there's a 
genius hiding in Class E, playing the dumb student. You know, 
kinda like you, Ayanokoji." 

Sora refused to give it up, though. How troublesome. 

"Occam's Razor says that that isn't the case," I retorted. 

"Occam's Razor cannot completely discount the possibility." He 
shot back. 

I sighed in exasperation. I suppose that this sort of reaction is to 
be expected from a person who is all to used to clean victories. 

I rationed that, were it just Sora, he wouldn't be nearly as 
bothered. However, he was also working together with Shiro, along 
with the rest of Class D, yet this slip-up had still occurred on our 
part. 


Blank had apparently always won in the past, and if one of the 
siblings made a misstep, the other was there to cover for them. 
Even if it's just a minor error that doesn't affect the final result, an 
oversight such as this would be greatly unnerving to Sora. 

It was counter-intuitive, though - if Sora and Shiro had actually 
predicted that Chabashira-sensei would force Koenji in cooperation, 
or that there was a secret mastermind in Class E, it would've helped 
us for this exam, but it'd be evidence of flawed thinking in the long- 
term. 

Thoughts such as 'What if there is a secret mastermind in their 
class,' or 'What if the teacher has forced K6enji to cooperate,' were 
obvious in hindsight, but thinking of them while constructing your 
plan could be called nothing but foolish. 

If a person thought like that, they'd be lost on the first step, 
pondering over countless possibilities that would likely never 
contain any actual hint of accuracy to them. 

Such a line of thinking could be called nothing but extreme 
paranoia. 

The island exam's results weren't a mistake on Class D's part — no, 
it was nothing more than somebody in Class E doing a very good job 
of hiding themselves, whether that be a secret mastermind blending 
in or the teacher pretending to be disinterested in her class’ 
endeavours. 

Sigh. 

Just like that, I'd started objectively analysing the situation 
regarding Class E and the island exam, even though I was supposed 
to be enjoying a relaxing cruise. 

I forced myself to forget such matters and return to embracing 
the peaceful atmosphere that enveloped the ship. 

"Well, I'm gonna drop by the arcade. Wanna come, Ayanokoji?" 
Sora asked me, snapping me out of my thoughts. 

Among the many top-notch facilities that the Speranza was 
equipped with was a spacious arcade, filled with games and 
machines of all kinds. I'd heard about it from Blank, the gamer duo 
that had conquered all forms of game, but hadn't yet visited it 
myself. 

"Well, I suppose I have nothing better to do today," 

Sora lifted Shiro off of his lap and stood up, prompting me to do 
the same, and we began walking towards the ship's arcade. 

As usual, Sora was holding Shiro's hand. At the start of the school 
year, they sometimes got some odd looks and chatter toward them 
as a result of this but, by now, it seemed that everybody had gotten 
used to it. 

Before long, we arrived at the bustling arcade, which was one of 


the main attractions for students. It seemed that people of all types 
shared a unanimous love for arcades. It was a part of Japanese 
culture that I had entirely missed out on while growing up. 

"Dood, look at all the prey lined up for us today!" Sora exclaimed 
excitedly, pointing toward a cluster of students huddled around an 
arcade machine. 

My curiosity was piqued by what he was referring to. 

"Hey guys! Anyone fancy a quick match?" He called out as we 
approached the machine. 

"Oh, look, Sora is here again. We should leave." 

"Yeah, it's probably for the best." 

"W-wait! Don't you guys just want to play one game with me?!" 
Sora protested as the group began to disperse. 

"Nah, we're good." 

With that, the once bustling arcade machine was now completely 
vacant, with only the three of us near it. I took a glance at the game 
on the machine, which was titled Street Fighter II. 

"W-why..." Sora sniffled. "Why don't they want to play with me?" 

"Nii, your record in the last three days at this machine alone is 
176 wins and 0 losses, and a lot of those had private points bet on 
the outcome. You won too much." 

"B-but... if they quit now... h-how will they ever improve?" 

It seemed that Sora had a fundamental misunderstanding about 
the average student. I suspected that a majority of people came to 
an arcade to have fun, not to polish their skills. 

As a result, they wouldn't have the patience to play against 
someone like Sora — it wasn't enjoyable to get destroyed repeatedly, 
after all. 

Still, I found myself impressed by Sora's record. Although he had 
already told us that Blank had never lost, seeing it in person and 
witnessing the effects of such a strong record was still quite 
incredible. 

"Nii, you just want to siphon all their money from them." 

"T-that's not it! I'd just as gladly play a game with no stakes!" 

The brother attempted to protest, but the sister's eyes saw right 
through his intentions. 

Shiro stared at him intently for a short while, until Sora 
eventually slumped his shoulders and hung his head. 

"Well, can you blame me? It was easy money..." 

"Sora, just many points did you con out of people?" I asked, 
genuinely curious. 

"Uh, well... probably about 80,000?" 

That was quite an impressive number. That meant that Sora was 
probably playing matches for somewhere between 500 and 1000 


private points each time. 

An unexpectedly effective money-making method. 

Of course, it was one that could not be done by just anyone. In 
fact, Sora and Shiro were probably the only two that could pull it 
off. I had no doubt that I'd lose humiliatingly if I played a video 
game against them, after all. 

"Well, Shiro, we can still play a match, right?" 

"I won't lose." 

With that, the two of them situated themselves at each side of the 
machine, each equipped with a joystick and multiple buttons. 

Usually, arcade machines accept coins as their participation fee 
for playing, but it appeared that the school had gotten rid of the 
entrance fee entirely for these machines. 

The objective of such participation fees normally was to earn 
money for the arcade but, since the students at this school didn't 
actually have any cash, there was no way for them to earn actually 
money. 

Of course, the school could've rigged it such that the students had 
to pay private points to play on the arcade machines, but in the end 
that would serve no purpose other than siphoning funds out of the 
students. The school had no reason to do so. 

They must've judged it more beneficial to just leave the students 
to enjoy their vacation freely than senselessly charge them for these 
amenities. 

"Just so you know, Shiro, nobody can beat me at fighting games! 
It's a genre of game where the neutral play is most important! 
Perfectly executing sequences of inputs, which is your strong suit, is 
what comes after you land your starter, but what good is that when 
your opponent is someone that can read your every move?!" 

Sora taunted his sister as he slammed his hand around the 
joystick, clearly fired up. 

"I have been close to Nii for a long time. I know how you think." 
His sister retorted, calmly wrapping her hand around her joystick. 

"Aha! But, dear sister of mine, I know how you think I think! As 
such, you will fall to my ruses and trickery!" 

"But, I know how you think I think that you think." 

"That's all well and good, but I know—" 

Just as the competition between the siblings seemed to be heating 
up to its peak, they were interrupted by a buzzing vibration. 

My, Sora and Shiro's phone all vibrated at the same time — no, the 
phones of every student in the arcade buzzed. Even in silent mode 
the tone still rang out clearly, this must be important instructions 
sent by the school to all students. 

Sora and I looked at each other, and then he slowly took out his 


phone and clicked it on. 

"What is this..." 

Despite the various instructions we've received after starting 
school, this is the first time we've been contacted in such a manner. 
This summer vacation is the first time we received instructions like 
this. At the same time, an announcement started over the ship's 
speakers. 

"This is an announcement to all students; you will have received a 
mail to your phones earlier. Check the contents of the mail and 
follow the instructions carefully. If you have not received the mail, 
please contact your nearest available faculty member. This is a very 
important announcement so please make sure to not miss it. I 
repeat---" the voice repeated the message. 

"That'd be this mail we just received, then." Sora said, tapping his 
finger against his phone. 

As he did that, Shiro and I both opened up our phones' mailboxes 
and checked what we'd received. The following was written on the 
mail in my phone: 

"A special examination will be starting soon. Gather at the 
designated time in the designated rooms. Students who are more 
than 10 minutes late for the meeting will receive a penalty. Go to 
room 201 on the second floor by 19:40 today. Before you go, please 
wash your hands and keep your phone in silent mode or turn it off 
entirely." 

So, it's another special exam. This is not going to be like the 
paper examinations we do nor a physical fitness test. Just like the 
island exam, this is something that ordinary schools wouldn't do. 
Only our school would test us in such a way. 

Nothing else about the exam was written. Was there something 
we can infer from the mail, or is the exam itself still fully unknown? 
Either way, there's only one way to find out. The gathering point 
seemed to be room 201 at 19:40. That was two hours from now. 

"What did you guys get?" Sora asked. 

I turned my phone around and showed it to him. He skimmed his 
eyes over my message, before glancing back at his own and 
speaking. 

"Same mail but different room and time, huh... what does yours 
say, Shiro?" 

Shiro didn't give a response, however. She had a haunted 
expression on her face as she glanced repeatedly between her own 
phone and Sora's. I could probably guess what was wrong right 
away. 

"Shiro? What's up?" 

"N-Nii... Nii is in a different r-room to me..." 


For Sora and Shiro, a pair of inseparable siblings, this special 
exam where the students of each class would seemingly be 
separated would be a massive hurdle that they may or may not be 
able to cross. 

"What time and room is yours, Sora?" I asked. 

"Mine's room 204 at 18:00..." Sora glanced down at the phone in 
Shiro's hands. "And Shiro's is room 207 at 21:00... this is quite the 
problem..." 

Without even saying anything, it seemed that the three of us had 
come to the same conclusion that the school would most likely not 
allow students to go to a meeting point that they weren't allocated 
to. 

In other words, there was no way for Sora and Shiro to face this 
obstacle as one — as Blank. No, they had to fight alone this time. 

"Yours is just twenty minutes from now, then, Sora." I pointed 
out. 

"Looks like it." He replied matter-of-factly. 

A brief silence set in, an air of awkwardness surrounding the 
three of us. 

",.. Do you think you can do it?" 

Without any need for elaboration, Sora understood exactly what I 
was asking, and took a deep breath before answering. 

"It will be hard, especially when I've had no preparation, but..." 
Sora clenched his fist tightly. "I think... I think I can manage." 

The two siblings had been training themselves to be apart for 
quite some time now. They'd started doing so ever since Sora had 
talked about the idea of him joining the student council. 

It seemed that Sora had made more progress than Shiro had, 
however. While Sora just seemed uncomfortable with the idea, 
Shiro was clearly terrified of the prospect. She was pale, and 
trembled timidly in place. 

"You'll be fine, Shiro." Sora interlocked his fingers with hers and 
reassured her like that, before turning to be with a serious look in 
his eyes. "Ayanok6ji, can I leave Shiro with you while I have to go?" 

I could ascertain that, unlike Sora's usual attitude of a smug 
slyness, right now he was in an utmost serious mood. 

This boy, even though he was frightened by the prospect of 
having to function without the person he'd depended on his whole 
life by his side, still thought of his sister first, disregarding concern 
for himself. 

This must be what true love looks like. The ability to throw your 
anxieties and concerns about yourself out the window and instead 
worry about somebody else... it was a wonderful thing, I thought. 

I wonder if I'll ever be capable of such a thing. 


I gave Sora a firm and resolved nod. "While I can't imagine 
coming anywhere close to the level of support you give to Shiro, I'll 
try my best to comfort her in your absence." 

Shiro, for whatever reason, was deeply affected by something in 
her past, so much so that she couldn't continue without her brother. 
This extreme level of dependence was not something that could 
happen without some form of trauma — it wasn't natural at all. 

As a result, it seemed that she had trouble trusting others, and 
would not feel safe in their presence if her brother was not by her 
side. Even her classmates, like me, Light and Lelouch, did nothing 
to ease her worries, and she likely didn't feel any glimmer of 
comfort due to our existences whatsoever. 

This girl was wounded by something, and by lending her my 
support today, it may cause her to begin to heal, no matter how 
slowly. 

Yes. If I can do something to help this person grow, and be free 
from the past that binds her, then that is what I'll do. 

"Nii is going to leave me?" 

"It won't be for long. You'll be safe with Ayanokoji. I can trust 
him." 

I was glad that Sora could place some level in trust in me as his 
friend. It was the sort of friendship that I'd sought ever since I 
enrolled at this school. 

"But why? Can't we just... not go?" 

"Shiro. We can't hide from this forever. We can't be next to each 
other 24/7. One day, we will have to operate independently. And it 
looks like that day is now. You read the mail, right? Any student 
that is absent for the meeting will receive harsh penalties, and we 
won't be allowed to enter a gathering other than the one we were 
allocated by the school. There is no way around it." 

"T-there's got to be a way around it!" Shiro protested with teary 
eyes, but Sora simply shook his head. 

"If there was, your brother would've thought of it by now." 

"Then, there's no reason why we should do as this school tells us! 
This is just an exam, after all! It's not a big problem if we forfeit 
attendance and endure the penalty!" 

"You want to lose? To accept defeat? You want Blank to give up? 
This isn't like my sister at all. I believe that you are capable of doing 
this - if I didn't, I wouldn't be saying all this right now." 

Shiro fell silent and looked down, facing the truth of the situation 
before her. Not only did she have to spend some time with me, 
waiting for her brother's return, but she also had to go to a meeting 
where there would likely be strangers without him. Such a 
challenge was clearly monumental to her. 


"Besides, no two people can live like this forever. It isn't realistic 
for us to still need to be beside one another all the time when we're 
like, 40 years old. Up 'til now, we've just been running from reality." 

Sora appeared to have resolved himself now. No, actually, he'd 
probably known that this was coming for quite some time now - to 
him, it was likely more a matter of when than if. 

Sora had explained that the two of them were shut-ins. To what 
extent that was is unknown to me, but, there was a good chance 
that they were complete shut-ins. Nowadays, there are services 
online that one can use to do everything from the comfort of their 
home. 

You can have food and other necessities delivered to your door 
with one simple click of a button, and you can order from the 
incomprehensibly huge pool of products available on the internet of 
today's world. 

In other words, it was entirely possible to live your entire life 
never leaving your home, so long as you had a source of income to 
survive off of. 

Sora and Shiro were masters of all games, and there are a 
countless amount of tournaments held online every day with money 
as the prize pools — for most people, this would never provide a 
stable income, but if there existed people who could consistently 
win the prize money of gaming competitions of all genres... it was 
not unthinkable. 

And, if you were a duo that had never lost together even once 
before in your lives... you may even call the task of surviving purely 
off of tournament prize pools a trivial one. 

It was certainly possible, then, to live a life of complete isolation 
forever — never once leaving your room, even well into your adult 
years. However, Sora had deemed that it was impossible for Blank 
to continue such a lifestyle forever. 

What is 'life?' What does it mean to ‘live?’ 

If you go by the biological definition, the state of being 'alive' 
means that you have the capacity to grow, reproduce, respond to 
stimuli, adapt, and endure continual change until your eventual 
death. It is the condition that differentiates living organisms from 
inorganic matter. 

From a physics perspective, a living being is a thermodynamic 
system which has an organised molecular structure with the ability 
to reproduce itself and evolve as survival dictates. 'Life' can be 
described as an open system which makes use of gradients in its 
environment to create imperfect copies of itself. 

However, from a more spiritual or sociological point of view, the 
meaning of ‘life’ is vastly different. The purpose of '‘life' can be 


described as involving growth, contribution to society, connection 
with others and creativity. 

Living 'a life' in modern terms means to grow up as a child, raised 
by your loving family, and then go to school where you meet new 
friends and make acquaintances. Once you graduate, you enter the 
workforce, where you will contribute to society. At some point, you 
will meet the person that becomes special to you, you love them 
dearly and start a family of your own, settling down and starting 
the cycle anew for the next generation. 

That is what the general population would describe as a fulfilling 
life in today's world. 

And that is also something that cannot be achieved when living 
in isolation, shutting yourself off from the rest of the world. 

Without the ability to make connections, contribute to the growth 
of the world and create a family of your own... could that really be 
considered a life? 

Sora must have deemed that no, it couldn't. Remaining alone in 
solitude, only ever interacting with his sister and spending each and 
every day repeating the same cycle with no ambition or goals... 
Sora had decided that was not the path he wanted to walk. 

"Come on, let's go back. I'd better walk with you back to our 
room, where I'll leave you there with Ayanokoji. You'll feel safer if 
there aren't people everywhere, right? I promise I'll come back as 
soon as I can." 

Sora grasped his sister's hand tightly, and began leading the way 
towards the room the three of us shared with each other. 

Just then, all of our phones buzzed once more. At first, I thought 
that it was another mail from the school, but it was actually a 
message in our Class D group chat, that read: 

Lelouch: [Sora, Shiro, Ayanokoji. What'd you get in your mails?] 

I glanced at Sora for a second. "I'll answer it on our behalf." 

He nodded at me in response, so I began to type a message back 
in the group. 

Ayanokoji: [Mine is room 201, 19:40. Sora's is room 204 at 18:00, 
and Shiro's is room 207 at 21:00.] 

I recalled the numbers and times that Sora had said earlier and 
sent them to the group chat in response to Lelouch's query. Before 
soon, a message buzzed back to me. 

Lelouch: [Ok. Here are the times for the rest of us:] 

Under that was a 4-line list of the rooms and times of the other 
Class D students, that read the following: 

Lelouch — Room 206, 20:40 
Light — Room 203, 18:20 
Ryuzaki — Room 210, 21:40 


Kururugi — Room 208, 20:00 

It seemed that every single student in our class was allocated to a 
different room and time slot. In other words, we'd be alone. 

I theorised that the school wouldn't hold separate meetings for 
every student individually. That meant that we'd likely be mixed in 
with the other classes — while every other class would probably 
have multiple students in each grouping, students of our class 
would be completely isolated. 

This was yet another disadvantage we faced for being a class of 
only seven. 

If the strength of your class in this exam depended on how 
dominant your class was in a grouping with students of the other 
classes, then we were in serious bad luck here. Even if we are all 
geniuses, with just one of us in a group it would be difficult to get a 
solid foothold there. 

Another message buzzed through to my phone from the Class D 
group. 

Light: [What do the three of you make of this?] 

Ayanokoji: [We are probably even more disadvantaged here than the 
last exam, at least. ] 

Ryuzaki: [Sora's meeting is the one that takes place first out of all of 
ours, and then Light's is 20 minutes later. The meetings appear to be in 
20-minute blocks, but we have some free time between Light's meeting 
which should end at 18:40 and the start of the next one which is 
Ayanokoji's at 19:40, where none of us are required to be in a meeting. I 
say we should all meet up then to discuss the contents of Sora's and 
Light's meetings. ] 

Ryuzaki put forth a reasonable proposal. I glanced at Sora for 
confirmation, who was also reading the messages on his phone. He 
gave me a brief nod, as if to signal 'fine by me,' so I texted a 
response back. 

Ayanokoji: [That's fine by the three of us.] 

Lelouch: [Alright. Meet us at our room at 18:40.] 

With that, I clicked off my phone's screen and returned it to my 
pocket, conveniently just as we reached our room. 

"Alright. Ayanokoji, I'm entrusting Shiro to you for this half an 
hour or so." 

"Right. I'll do my best to calm her nerves. And I'll try to show you 
that there are people out there other than each other that you can 
trust." 

Blank, especially Shiro, had developed a mentality of putting up 
an airtight steel guard around everyone other than each other. 
While it was a good way to avoid getting hurt, it was unhealthy in 
the long run. 


Their trust must've been broken once in the past, or something to 
that effect must've happened. 

I genuinely wanted to help these two overcome the past that 
chained them down. 

I wonder if that's because I myself long to be freed from the chains of 
my past, too. 

"Well, I'd better get going. Wouldn't want to be late and incur the 
penalty." Sora said, turning to leave us. 

"Will you be okay? Sora?" I asked. 

He took a deep inhale. 

"I can't say with certainty. However, this is what I've been 
readying myself for recently, and even mentally preparing for since 
quite a bit ago. I'm going to do my very best not to crumble here, 
not just for Shiro or the class' sake... but for my own, too." 

Leaving us with those words, Sora walked away, slowly yet 
resolutely down the corridor. 

"Let's go inside," I suggested to the quivering sister, who nodded 
timidly and followed me through the door. 

The Tokyo Metropolitan Advanced Nurturing High School, huh? 

A school that claimed to be preparing people for real society, 
such that they would be able to lead Japan into the future. 

It seemed that, even for the top of the top students like Sora and 
Shiro, there were things that they could learn at this school. Ways 
in which they could improve themselves, even among other 
students of lesser ability. 

If it weren't for this school's existence, Blank would probably still 
be living in isolation, and this development for Sora to take 
initiative to break his extreme dependence on Shiro would not have 
occurred. 

The place in which I'd grown up was probably the best place in 
the world you could raise a human being, but this situation made it 
all to clear to me - there were things that such an environment 
would never be able to teach me. 

There were things that I too could learn at this school. Sora and 
Shiro are proof of that. 

Just one more reason why I must do anything to protect my life 
here as a student, no matter the cost. 

A/N: 6530 words, this will probably be the average chapter 
length from now on, which is quite a few thousand shorter 
than the more recent ones. 

On the plus side, though, now you guys get updates every 
2-4 days rather than 4-6 days! Yay! 

As I said when I started doing the short stories, I'll be 
answering some questions in this chapter's A/N. I'll also 


probably answer some more in the next, so feel free to leave a 
question here if I didn't answer it on this chapter. 

Q: How long will this fic go on for? 
A: As long as I have motivation to write, this fic will probably 
be my main focus. I'm aiming to get to at least year 2, but can't 
say for sure whether I will or not yet. 

Q: Favourite character in Kiyo's class (except Kiyo)? 
A: For me, it's between L and Lelouch... I think I'll go with 
Lelouch though, since he had a more 'complete' arc over the 
course of Code Geass where we got to see how he changed with 
his ideals and such, rather than L who stayed mostly the same. 

Q: Will there be romance? 
A: I don't think you can have a good COTE story without 
romance. One of Kiyo's primary objectives at ANHS is to 
experience love, so getting rid of that will kill his character 
quite a bit. Of course, I'm not going to force characters like 
Lelouch into romance just to fulfil ships. 

Q: Who do I believe is the best student in Kiyo's class 
overall? 
A: For me, the best is Kiyo, followed by L and Light. These 
three are the only ones with good both mental and physical 
capabilities - Suzaku would come in 4th since he isn't exactly 
stupid, but he's not especially smart either. 

Q: Will Kiyo, L, Light, Lelouch and Sora ever fight each other 
in brain battle? 
A: Yes. 

Q: What are the full calculations for the v3 results? 
A: Here: 


Chapter 4-1: The Zodiac Special Exam 


Sora's POV 

I clicked on my phone's screen once more and reread the mail 
from the school once again, just to be sure. 

It was definitely room 204, 18:00. There could be no doubt. I'd 
already read this same sentence five times. 

This wasn't like me at all. I've always been confident in my 
memory, so why had I suddenly lost confidence in myself? 

-Oh, that's right— 

Out of habit, I reached down to clasp Shiro's hand in mine, 
however nothing but empty air slipped through my fingers. Shiro 
wasn't here. 

I took a deep breath as I arrived at my destination five minutes 
before the scheduled time — room 204. 

I was here, alone, in the world outside the safety of that room, 
without Shiro by my side. Alone in the world filled with strangers. 

Alone in the world I'd rejected. 

Students in the corridor were all shuffling into their respectively 
assigned rooms. I could not identify each and every one of them, 
but students passed by me back and forth and went into their 
assigned rooms. 

S-so, there are other students with the same meeting time as me but 
different rooms, huh? That could only mean... what could it mean? 

I gritted my teeth in anger. It was humiliating that I'd been 
reduced to such a pathetic state. 

I can't even make such a trivial deduction on my own? Without 
Shiro, am I just another drop in the ocean? Yeah, that's right. 
There's nothing special about me at all. So much for being in a 
'genius' class. 

No. That's not it. 

I can coherently come to a conclusion based off of this 
observation. I'd done it countless times before in the past. I have the 
ability to make such simple deductions. 

I shouldn't NEED Shiro to exercise that ability. 

My hand trembled ever so slightly as I focused my thoughts. 

Other classes' students are here at the same time as me going to 
different rooms. The fact that I had different times from my other 
classmates implies that we'll all be separate, but there are other students 


from the same class going to the same rooms right now... 

With that, I came to a simple hypothesis. First, the students were 
all split into different 20-minute time blocks. And then after that, 
students from separate classes were split into different rooms. 

The reason why I didn't share a time nor room with any other 
Class D student should be simple, then -— it's because there's only 
one of us per grouping. In other words, there are at least seven 
different groups, probably more. 

Feeling satisfied with my sub-par deduction, I clenched my 
shaking fist and resolved myself, as I headed towards room 204. I 
raised my hand and knocked timidly against the door, and received 
a quick reply. "Enter." 

Having been given permission to enter, I stepped into the room. 
There I saw the homeroom teacher for Class A, Mashima-sensei, 
sitting on a chair. There was nobody else in the room. 

"Have a seat." 

I took my time moving over to the only available seat in the 
room, and sat down as I cowered under Mashima-sensei's gaze. 

He narrowed his eyes, presumably puzzled by my behaviour. 

Well, it's not like I'd expected him to understand my situation, 
anyway. 

After a brief silence, Mashima-sensei's firm voice reverberated in 
my ears. 

"Sora. I will now explain the contents of the special exam." 

It seemed that, due to the low number of students in Class D, the 
school really did organise it such that we in Class D would each be 
given our explanations one on one. 

Well, not being surrounded by other students was a positive for 
me, but why? Why not just explain it once to our entire class? 
Questions bounced around my head, but I remained quiet. 

"In this special exam, all the first-year students will be divided up 
into groups based on their assigned zodiac animals, and the entirety 
of the examination will be conducted in groups of students sharing 
the same assigned zodiac animal as you. As you've probably realised 
by now, you do not share the same animal as any of your 
classmates." 

According to zodiac animals, huh... 

So 12 groups total will be formed from the first-year students, 
where each class will be split into smaller groups and then those 
groups will be mixed together with groups from other classes to 
form the required 12 groups for each zodiac animal? 

"The purpose of this special exam is to test your thinking ability. 
There are three attributes that people who function well in society 
are required to master: Action, Thinking and Teamwork. These 


skills are necessary for you to become a successful adult. The last 
test on the island emphasised teamwork quite heavily, however, 
this one will emphasise your thinking. The ability to critically think, 
analyse the situation at hand and resolve the problem given will be 
tested in this exam. The ability to work creatively with imagination 
and work determinedly towards resolving the problem, such traits 
will become vital for this task." 

Mashima-sensei explained the overall gist of the exam to me. 

Of course, there were still many questions about the details of the 
exam bouncing around my scrambled head. My unstable, clouded 
brain. 

I was already beginning to notice the severe effect that Shiro's 
absence had on my ability. 

How the hell am I supposed to think critically without her? 

"Therefore this exam will be conducted with 12 groups split up 
according to their assigned zodiac animals and the exam will occur 
under those conditions. Do you have any questions?" He finally 
said. 

I forced my brain to work, and ignore the lingering thoughts 
about Shiro. I would not allow myself to falter this quickly. 

After resolving myself and turning the cogs in my brain at 
maximum, I managed to order some questions in my mind to ask. 

"Right. So, Mashima-sensei, the groups are split up by zodiac 
animal. That means there's 12 groups total, right? That means that 
there are more people than just me in my group. Am I correct to 
assume that?" 

"That's correct. There are other rooms with other students too, 
receiving the same explanation you are receiving now. Some of 
them might later also become part of your team." Mashima-sensei 
answered concisely. 

‘Become part of your team.' 1 found this wording particularly odd. 
Is he saying that I might have to ally with students from other 
classes? 

Would that mean the groups of each zodiac animal will be 
fighting each other? In that case, my teammates will not be my 
classmates, but the other people sharing the same assigned animal 
as me... 

If that's the case, then what the hell are the rewards for this 
special exam? It couldn't be class points, because there would be 
students of the same class fighting each other. My number of 
questions grew with each second. 

"The zodiac group you've been assigned to is the 'Rabbit.' Here's 
the list of all the members assigned to this zodiac. You will be 
required to return the list when you leave the room so feel free to 


memorize the list if you wish." Mashima-sensei explained further. 

He handed a postcard sized piece of paper to me. The name 
‘Rabbit Group' was written at the top and below it was the list of all 
students who were assigned to the 'Rabbit' group. As expected, the 
other thirteen students in the group were made up of by students of 
the other four classes, and were listed in a matter-of-fact format: 

Rabbit Group 

- Class A: Machida Koji, Takemoto Shigeru, Morishige Takuro 

- Class B: Ichinose Honami, Hamaguchi Tetsuya, Beppu Rydto 

- Class C: Ibuki Mio, Manabe Shiho, Yabu Nanami, Yamashita Saki 

- Class D: Sora 

- Class E: Karuizawa Kei, Sotomura Hideo, Yukimura Teruhiko 

In my group were a couple of students from the other classes that 
I already knew about. I was acquainted with Ichinose, had lunch 
with Karuizawa once although that didn't end too well and I also 
knew of Ibuki's spying task on the island, too. 

I felt a small doubt about this exam. By the sounds of it, us in the 
same group would have to cooperate, but that may not be possible 
after the students have become so used to fighting against the other 
classes. 

"I will now explain the fundamental mechanisms of the exam," 
Mashima-sensei declared after I'd finished reading over the paper. 

"In this exam all differences between Classes A to E will be 
ignored. If you can do this too, it will make your path to clearing 
this exam much easier. From this point onwards, you no longer 
belong to Class D, but the 'Rabbit' group. Whether you pass or fail 
no longer depends on your class but your entire group as a whole." 

I was beginning to understand the nature of the exam, but was 
still lost as to the bigger picture. 

"There are four outcomes in this exam, no more and no less. 
Explanations regarding this have also been printed onto paper for 
your perusal, however, you may not take them out of this room nor 
photograph them. So memorize them here if you wish to." 
Mashima-sensei instructed. 

He passed me a piece of paper which contained the details of the 
rules of the exam, which read as follows: 

Explanation of the special examination of different groups: 

The cornerstone of this exam will be the 'VIP' student that is 
chosen for each group. By using your critical thinking skills, you 
will achieve one of four outcomes by the end of the exam. 

- At 8am on the day the exam starts, every student will receive a 
mail containing whether they have been chosen as the 'VIP' of their 
group or not. 

- The exam will mostly take place between 4pm and 9pm 


(students will be free to act as they wish during the day). 

- Two times each day, you must gather with your assigned group 
to talk for at least one hour. 

- Content of the discussion will be left up to the discretion of the 
students. 

- At the end of the exam, you will need to identify the 'VIP' of 
your group. This will be done between 9:30pm and 10:00pm. Each 
student can only submit one answer each. 

- The answers must be sent to school faculty members using a 
specialised mail address that will be provided to your mobile 
phones. 

- The 'VIP' student cannot submit an answer. 

- You must only answer the identity of the 'VIP' of the group you 
have been assigned. Any other answer will be marked as invalid. 

- Detailed results of the exam will be mailed to students by 
11:00pm on the same day. 

Those were the basic rules we would have to follow for this 
exam. There were more detailed rules and explanations on the 
paper, as well as prohibited items being listed. This exam seemed to 
have more rules and regulations than the island test did. 

The following were the four possible results our group could get: 

- Outcome #1: If the submitted answers of all students are 
correct, every student in the group will receive 500,000 private 
points, and the 'VIP' student will receive 1,000,000. 

‘Outcome #2: If there are incorrect answers, or if a student in the 
group other than the 'VIP' student does not submit an answer, only 
the 'VIP' student will receive 500,000 private points. 

- Outcome #3: If a student submits an answer before waiting for 
the allocated time and is correct, the class the answerer belongs to 
will receive 50 class points and the answerer will receive 500,000 
private points for themselves. On the other hand, the class in which 
the 'VIP' student belongs to will have 50 class points deducted. Once 
this outcome has been reached, the examination will end for the 
group. However, if the answerer is from the same class as the 'VIP' 
in this case, the answer will be deemed invalid and the exam will 
continue. 

- Outcome #4: If a student submits an answer before waiting for 
the allocated time and is incorrect, the class the answerer belongs to 
will receive a penalty of 50 class points. On the other hand, the 'VIP' 
will receive 500,000 private points and the class in which they 
belong to will receive 50 class points. Once this outcome has been 
reached, the examination will end for the group. However, if the 
answerer is from the same class as the 'VIP' in this case, the answer 
will be considered invalid and will not be accepted. 


I see, so that's how it is. 

If only the first two outcomes were possible, the VIPs could 
simply reveal themselves and the whole group could easily 
cooperate for a net benefit. However, by adding the option to 
betray one's own group, the dynamic of the exam changes 
drastically. This way, it would be far too risky for the VIP to reveal 
themselves to the group, because they would immediately be 
targeted by traitors. 

This special exam has strong parallels to 'The Prisoner's Dilemma.' 
Suppose that, in a group, the VIPs identity is revealed right at the 
start. 

The clear best option for the group is to cooperate, and achieve 
Outcome #1, wherein a total of 7,500,000 private points is 
rewarded to the students. 

However, from an individual perspective, you'd be gaining the 
same amount of private points yourself, 500,000, regardless of 
whether you betray the group or not! 

In other words, the only differences between Outcome #1 and 
Outcome #3 from my perspective is that with Outcome #3, I also 
get class points AND get to damage someone else's class points in 
the process! Outcome #3 is clearly the best outcome for the 
individual known as Sora. 

However, that leads us to the paradox known as 'The Prisoner's 
Dilemma.' No matter how you twist it, looking at the big picture, 
Outcome #1 is the best outcome for everybody involved. However, 
as an individual, you have two choices — to cooperate, or to betray. 

If you know that the others in your group will cooperate, you can 
take advantage of the good-hearted idiots and net a bonus 50 class 
points for your class, AND damage the VIPs class at the same time 
to boot! 

And, in the scenario where the others in your group will betray, 
then betraying yourself is definitely the best move. If somebody else 
betrays, then they will gain private and class points while you gain 
jack shit! It is by far more beneficial to make sure you're the first to 
betray, so that you are the one who gets those private and class 
points, rather than somebody else from another class. 

This just leaves one conclusion - no matter what the 
circumstances are, the best move for me is to betray the group. 

Ah, right, I see it now. The nature of this exam. 

The school is testing whether, through thinking, scheming, and 
logic, the students of each group will be able to overcome this 
paradox and obtain the best possible result. 

If every single group achieves Outcome #1, then the collective 
body of first year students will receive a massive 90,000,000 private 


points — enough to nullify more than four expulsions, or transfer 
four students to different classes. 

Class D is only actually in seven of the twelve groups due to our 
lack of students, so we would only receive between 3,500,000 and 
7,000,000 private points, depending on the number of VIPs we get 
assigned. Just another disadvantage of having a small class, I 
suppose. 

That being said, though, 3,500,000 is still a great number of 
points available for us to gain. We were talking about what would 
happen if a guaranteed expulsion were to occur sometime in the 
future — well, these points would make up a good chunk of the sum 
we'd need to negate it. 

But that's just wishful thinking. There's no way we can 
realistically make all seven of the groups we're in achieve Outcome 
#1. 

... Or is there? 

"You will be meeting at lpm and 8pm tomorrow for your group 
discussions. The room you will be meeting in has your group name 
written on a plate in front of it. Once you have entered that room, 
you will not be able to leave until the required time for discussion 
has passed. If an emergency occurs in that time period, contact your 
homeroom teacher immediately. Make sure you've used the toilet 
before the meeting time as well." Mashima-sensei said. 

After that, I was dismissed, and with no further questions, left the 
room and headed back toward the room, where Shiro was waiting. 

On the wait out, a sudden realisation hit me. 

—Wait— 

Just then, back there, I'd been able to give a pretty decent 
analysis of the special exam at hand. Why is that? 

Is it because the fact that Shiro wasn't here was shoved to the 
back of my mind? 

Or was it because it was just Mashima-sensei and I, so it wasn't 
too bad. 

Whatever the case, it made me a little happy. It showed progress. 
One year ago, I wouldn't have been capable of such a feat. 

I let out a sigh as I closed the door behind me. 

It seemed our enjoyable cruise had ended, and the second round 
of testing had begun. 


AVAVAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 


It had been around twenty-seven minutes now, since Sora had left 
Shiro and I alone in this room. I'd spent that time completely 
silently, while Shiro curled up into a ball on her bed, trying to take 
up as little space as possible. 

Taking the initiative to talk to Shiro right now would be a bad 
idea. What Shiro needs is the knowledge that she can place some 
level of trust in people other than Sora. For that reason, pressuring 
her into talking would be a great misstep. 

There was a decent chance that the meeting we'd all been called 
to wouldn't be the only one. In that case, it was likely I'd be asked 
by Sora to stay with Shiro again in the future. 

Therefore, I decided to stay quiet, and simply wait. Eventually, 
Shiro will break out of her shell, and say something, even if it's just 
one word. That much, I was sure of. 

A familiar clicking sound reverberated within the walls of the 
room, causing Shiro raise her head from its position buried in her 
knees. 

A beat or so later, the door swung open, and in stepped the spiky 
maroon-haired boy with whom I shared this room. 

"Nii!" 

Like a bulb suddenly being given electricity, Shiro flicked from 
one extreme to the other — from a state of crippling anxiety to one 
of being overjoyed. 

"Shiro!" 

Sora was similarly over the moon about seeing his sister again, 
and swiftly pulled her into a tight embrace. 

"I-I was so scared..." 

"It's okay now. Your brother is here." 

The two held each other lovingly for a while before eventually 
parting. 

Sora sat down on the bed opposite mine, and Shiro laid her head 
on his lap, at ease after being finally reunited with Sora. 

"Thanks for looking after her, Ayanokoji." 

"It was nothing," I replied. "All I did was sit here." 

"Even so, knowing that there is someone other than me who 
won't do something unnecessary like forcing her to talk is good 
enough for Shiro at the moment." 

Shiro raised her head for a brief second to look at me. "Thank 
you, Ayanokoji," she said before resting her head down once more 
and closing her eyes. 

"You're welcome." I said to her in as soft a tone I could muster, 
before making eye contact with Sora. "So, how was it?" 

"It was only me and Mashima-sensei in there, so it wasn't as bad 
as it could've been. I couldn't do anything about my erratic nerves, 


though." Sora gave a self-deprecating laugh as he spoke, clearly 
unhappy with himself. 

"It's okay," I told him. "Just being able to go there is progress 
enough. You did well." 

"While I appreciate the gesture, such words won't do much to 
comfort someone like me," 

He rejected me like that. 

Well, it was only to be expected. Sora's problems were entirely his 
own, after all. There was nothing an outsider like me could do to 
assist him at this early stage. 

"Light should have gone in by now," Sora said, changing the 
subject as he noted the time. "Hopefully, he'll have more insight 
than I do." 

Sora insinuated that he hadn't been able to gleam much out of the 
explanation, likely as a result of him being parted from his sister. 

"Well, all we really need is the details of the exam. Then we can 
discuss it as a group in more depth." I responded. 

"I can't help but feel useless, though." 

"We all get that feeling sometimes. Nobody can be good at 
everything all the time." 

"Of course not. But this is something that I should be good at." 

Sora argued, advocating for his own incompetence. This was 
quite unlike him, I thought. 

I closed my eyes for a moment before speaking. "If you want to be 
good at something, you must strive for it, starting right from the 
bottom and working your way up. Nobody is good at anything at 
the start. You've spent your whole life with Shiro, which means 
you've never tried to be independent before. That's why you're not 
very good at it. However, if you keep working at it, you will 
improve, like with everything else." 

Silence befell the room as Sora narrowed his eyes and pondered 
what I'd told him. Eventually, he let out a disappointed sigh, and 
ran his fingers through his sister's hair. 

"Yeah, you're right. No matter how hard I try, I won't be able to 
be my normal self while alone right from the get-go. I was being an 
idiot." Sora laughed. "Thanks again, Ayanok6ji." 

"Well, in my opinion, it's admirable that you went there on your 
own at all." 

I gave my honest thoughts. For Sora, who had spent his life with 
extreme dependence on his sister, just being apart from her for half 
an hour was a big step, especially seeing as he had to worry about 
the special exam on top of all that. 

Sora seemed to accredit greatness to Shiro while discrediting 
himself a lot, however I thought that he was doing himself a 


disservice. Sora was pretty impressive in his own right. 

"Well, let's head to the other guys' room. By the time we get 
there, Light will be coming out soon, anyway." 

Shiro drowsily lifted her body up and stretched as Sora stood. I 
followed suit, and made way toward the door. 

I had to say, I was quite intrigued to hear the details of this 
special exam. It seemed quite a bit different than the island exam 
was. 

Well, I won't have to wait long to find out. 

AVAVAVWA 

At 18:50, the door to the room clicked open, and the brown- 
haired boy we'd been waiting for finally stepped into the room. 

"Look who finally decided to join us," Lelouch said as Light sat 
down on his bed. 

Currently, I was sitting beside Ryuzaki on his bed. Next to us 
were Sora and Shiro, sitting on Kururugi's bed which he'd gladly 
given up. Next to them were Lelouch and Kururugi, who were both 
seated on Lelouch's bed. Light had came in and sat down on his 
own bed, the only one which was vacant. 

"Hey, it's not like I deliberately chose to waste time. I had to walk 
quite far to get back here, you know." 

Light explained the reason for his lateness matter-of-factly, 
excusing himself of any fault. 

"Well, whatever. It doesn't really matter." 

Lelouch dismissed it apathetically. 

"Well, let's not waste any time. Let's get started." Ryuzaki 
announced, perched in his signature sitting position. 

"Just a little disclaimer," Sora spoke up. "I probably won't be very 
insightful. I had to go there without Shiro, after all - my skills were 
dulled as a result." 

"That's fine. We only need to hear the general framework of the 
exam, anyway." 

Ryuzaki said a similar thing to what I'd told Sora back in my 
room. Apparently, my thoughts were shared by others in my class, 
too. 

"Light, you can start us off, then. Tell us the details." Lelouch 
ordered. 

"Right," 

Light took a moment to order his words coherently before he 
began. 

"For this exam, it seems like there will be twelve different 
‘groups,’ each assigned a different animal of the zodiac. Every 
student in the first year was assigned a zodiac animal, and the 
meeting that Sora and I just went to consisted of every student in 


our class that we shared the same animal with. In other words, no 
one. After that, we'll apparently be grouped up with students from 
the other classes who all share the same zodiac as us." 

My suspicions were confirmed. The reason why we had all be 
called separately to the meetings was not because each meeting 
consisted of only one student from our class deliberately — no, our 
class was a special case due to our small number. 

The other classes most likely had three or four students per 
meeting, if you use the average group size that forty people would 
be split up into if there were twelve groups total. 

"Every group is completely independent of the others. Whatever 
happens in my group, the ‘Horse’ group, will have no effect 
whatsoever on any of your guys' groups." Light continued. 

So, this exam was scarcely class-oriented, like the last one was, 
and was much more dependent on your group alone? If that's the 
case, then how will the rewards for this exam work? 

"As for the actual exam, the actual gist is this: each group will be 
assigned one 'VIP' student, and will have to meet twice every day 
for the duration of the exam for at least one hour. At the end of the 
exam, there will be a half-hour period where every student except 
the 'VIP' must submit an answer as to the identity of the 'VIP.' If 
everyone is correct, you get Outcome #1: every student in the 
group gets 500,000 points and the 'VIP' student gets 1,000,000. If 
somebody is wrong, or if someone doesn't submit an answer, only 
the 'VIP' gets 500,000 points, which is Outcome #2." 

The exam seemed simple in principle. However, there must be 
more to it — if these were the only rules, every 'VIP' would simply 
reveal themselves and the whole group would get points. 

"However. It is also possible to betray your group, and submit an 
answer before the allotted answering period. If you do so and are 
correct, you get Outcome #3: you get 500,000 points and your class 
earns 50 class points, while the 'VIPs' class loses 50. If you're wrong, 
the 'VIP' gains 500,000 and their class gains 50 class points instead, 
while you lose 50 class points - this is Outcome #4. Neither of 
these can occur if the traitor is in the same class as the 'VIP' - the 
submitted answer will be ruled invalid." 

And, just like that, everything changed. With these additional 
rules, it now becomes much, much riskier to reveal yourself as the 
'VIP,' as you will almost certainly be pounced on by traitors. 

"Hmm..." Ryuzaki narrowed his eyes in thought. "During the half- 
hour period, it's impossible to betray, correct?" 

"Right," Light affirmed. 

Everybody went silent for a short while as they thought about the 
exam's contents, until Lelouch finally broke it. 


"Huh... this exam is stupid." 

"Hm? What do you mean?" Kururugi asked quizzically. 

"Well, at first glance, Outcome #1 seems the best, right?" 

"Obviously. Everybody gains the most points that way." Kururugi 
agreed confidently. 

"Well, aside from Outcome #4 which only an idiot would ever 
get, I'd actually say it's the worst outcome possible." 

"What?! How?" 

Kururugi seemed unable to comprehend why the outcome that 
gave by far the highest net gain to the students was labelled the 
worst possible by the raven-haired boy, but I understood what he 
was getting at. 

"For the other classes which will have three or four students per 
group, it will be different, since Outcome #1 nets them upwards of 
2,000,000 private points. However, we only have one student per 
group. In other words, we get 500,000 points no matter which 
outcome we get, aside from the stupid Outcome #4. The only 
difference is that with Outcome #1, the other classes also get 
private points, and Outcome #3 also gets us some class points." 

Paradoxically, Outcome #1 was also by far the hardest to 
achieve. Why would we in Class D ever go for such an outcome 
when we could instead simply betray, and get 50 class points on top 
of the 500,000 we would've got from Outcome #1 anyway? 

"Mhm. I'd have to agree with Lelouch. This exam is stupid." 
Ryuzaki affirmed. "Unlike the island exam, where there were many 
different paths and approaches to take, there is literally only one 
logical strategy for us this time." 

"In the groups where we don't have the VIP, we figure out who it 
is and betray. In the groups where we do have the VIP, we try to get 
someone else to guess wrong." 

Sora stated the strategy that we'd all thought of. The only logical 
path for us to take. 

"The chance of us getting the VIP in a group is one in twelve, and 
we will be in seven groups total... Shiro, what is the chance of us 
even getting a single VIP?" Kururugi asked. 

With no hesitation, Shiro replied immediately. "45.476 percent. 
Less than one in two." 

"That's..." Kururugi began, before trailing off. 

"A good thing." I interjected, speaking for the first time in a while. 

"What? It is?" 

"Yeah. It's easier for us to find out who another VIP is that it is to 
convince someone else that another person is the VIP. In this exam, 
people will be suspicious of anybody who claims to be the VIP. It 
would be difficult to frame another student convincingly as a 


result." 

On top of that, if somebody accuses another of being the VIP, 
they themselves would also come under suspicion. It would be too 
risky to do the framing directly yourself. You'd need the help of a 
third party for it to be convincing. 

Usually, it would be good enough just to have your classmate 
who isn't the VIP do it, as it would achieve the intended result if 
suspicion fell on them regardless. However, we don't have that 
option, as we are the only students from our class in each group. 
We'd have to use a third party from another class. 

"So, our only obstacle is actually figuring out who the VIPs are." 
Light said. 

"Mhm," Ryuzaki shifted. "For those who are good at reading 
people like Sora and I, we may be able to deduce it just by 
observing behaviour. For people who can't do that, or if the VIP is 
particularly good at deception... we may have to use a different 
method." 

"Diplomacy!" Sora exclaimed, striking his fist against his palm. 

"Nii, you just plan to con people." 

"[-isn't that the nature of all negotiation?!" 

"Well, depends what you're negotiating I suppose. Most of the 
time the deal struck is supposed to be mutually beneficial to both 
parties. It's not our fault if the other party agrees to a deal which 
only appears to be mutually beneficial." 

Lelouch agreed with Sora's machinations, seemingly unfazed by 
the prospect of purposefully shoving the other classes down in order 
to rise himself. 

"Isn't it a little unsportsmanlike to do that, though?" Kururugi 
disagreed. 

"Yes." Sora and Lelouch said in unison, before laughing. 

"What will you do if the other parties don't fall for your tricks, 
though?" Light asked after the laughter died down. 

"Uh... pray?" Lelouch suggested. 

"Actually, I had a thought about that," said Ryuzaki. "I wonder if 
there's a method for how the VIPs will be selected?" 

"Hmm, I see. Everyone will assume that the VIPs are chosen 
randomly, but it could very well be deliberate." Sora added. 

"It would be possible to conclusively deduce the selection 
algorithm if we knew at least half the VIPs, if one does exist." Shiro 
said. 

For Shiro, it would be a trivial matter for her to take a look at all 
our known VIPs, run through all the possibilities in her head and 
figure out the only one that works. 

"The only problem would be how to actually go about finding 


half the VIPs in the first place. Moreover, it seems pretty pointless 
for us to figure out the selection method." Lelouch disagreed with 
the idea, however. 

"Huh? But surely if we figure out the method behind the VIP 
selection, we will be able to guess correctly in all our groups, 
right?" Kururugi asked. 

"Well, yes, but if we actually knew half the VIPs, there's a good 
chance we'd already know most the VIPs of our groups, since that's 
where most of them would come from. Going out of our way to 
figure out the pattern seems pointless as we'd probably only learn 
like one relevant VIP, anyway. Not only that, but I'd wager some 
traitors will crop up in our groups before we even have the chance 
to guess or figure out the VIP. The only thing we could do with the 
pattern is sell it to someone, but finding a buyer would be hard, and 
they would likely be reluctant to give us anything of actual value." 

Lelouch gave a deeply insightful examination of our situation. 
Once again, the problem seemed to stem from the fact that we only 
had seven people. 

If we had a student in every group, finding the pattern would be 
worthwhile as we'd only need to know six of the twelve and could 
figure out the rest. 

However, in our current situation, we'd know six of seven, so we 
would only actually learn one new VIP, and that's assuming none of 
our groups end early. 

Wait— 

There is one good way to do it, though. 

"We could propose a trade to the other classes," I suggested. 

"A trade?" 

"Yes. We could ask for the identities of all the VIPs they have 
among the five groups we don't have a student in. That way, there's 
no risk involved on their behalf - we can't betray them when we 
don't even have anyone in that group, after all." 

It is actually possible to use the fact that we only have seven 
students to our advantage. Ordinarily, it would be extremely 
difficult to get the other classes to willingly give up the names of 
their VIPs for fear of betrayal, but if we don't even have the ability 
to betray them, it becomes far easier to negotiate. 

"They still may not trust us, though." Light pointed out. "There is 
the possibility that we could pass on the names they give us to 
another class that is in one of those groups, after all." 

"But nobody would trust us easily if we did that. Anyone we tried 
to pass the names on to would be suspicious of how we found out 
the information given that we don't even have a student in the 
group. Even if we told them for free, they likely wouldn't act on 


that information." Sora countered. 

"While that's true," Ryuzaki interjected. "Not everyone thinks as 
deeply as you do, Sora. In fact, most people don't. Most people will 
still be distrustful, even if you rationalised what you'd just said to 
them." 

"Tch." 

Sora clicked his tongue in annoyance, unable to come up with a 
rebuttal. 

Ryuzaki had made a good point —- finding somebody who would 
actually go along with the idea would be difficult. 

Additionally, we may have to make more that one deal. There's a 
chance that the class we negotiate with only has one student among 
the five groups we aren't in. 

If that was the case, we'd have to negotiate with another class as 
well, to supplement their information. If we didn't, it would be 
unrealistic to expect to come up with the names of six VIPs. We'd 
probably only be able to figure out one or two VIPs from our own 
groups. 

"Wouldn't it actually be good for us to get given a VIP or two, 
then?" 

Unexpectedly, it was Kururugi who came up with a good point. 

"Hmm... yeah, I think you're right about that." Light agreed. "The 
more VIPs we get given, the less we need to find out ourselves. If 
we get given two VIPs, and figure out two on our own from the 
other groups, we'd only need to get told two more from the other 
five groups." 

In that scenario, it would be possible to discover three new VIPs, 
which would be a net gain of 1,500,000 private points and 150 
class points. 

However, the chance of us getting two VIPs and the class we 
negotiate with having 2 out of the 5 groups' VIPs is extremely small. 
In reality, it will likely get much more complicated than that. 

"That's just wishful thinking, though. We should prepare some 
extra measures, too. What if we get 0 VIPs, and the class we 
negotiate with only has one to give us?" Sora said. 

"Well, we can't really plan for that. We'll just have to see what we 
can do with the situation we're given. There are tons of different 
possibilities for which classes could get which VIPs. And each class 
would have a different chance of actually accepting our terms of 
negotiation, too. There are too many volatile variables to plan it all 
out now." I said, digressing from the current line of discussion. 

"Well, I suppose so." 

A brief silence set in, as we'd exhausted the main line of thinking. 

"Say, Sora, who's in your group?" Light asked. 


"Hm? Oh, one sec," 

Sora pulled out his phone and tapped the screen for a brief while 
before throwing the phone across the room to Light. 

Light skimmed his eyes over the screen. 

"Your group has a few relevant figures, huh." 

Light passed the phone over me so that Ryuzaki and I could look 
at it. On Sora's phone was written the following: 

Rabbit Group 

- Class A: Machida Koji, Takemoto Shigeru, Morishige Takuro 

- Class B: Ichinose Honami, Hamaguchi Tetsuya, Beppu Ryoto 

- Class C: Ibuki Mio, Manabe Shiho, Yabu Nanami, Yamashita Saki 

- Class D: Sora 

- Class E: Karuizawa Kei, Sotomura Hideo, Yukimura Teruhiko 

Ichinose Honami and Ibuki Mio were the two names I recognised 
from the list. During the island exam, Ibuki had successfully 
infiltrated Class E's camp and stolen the leader key card from 
Horikita, under Rytien's orders. 

Ichinose was the current leader of Class B, which meant that 
Sora's group would likely be quite influential as far as groups go. 

Ryuzaki picked up the phone oddly — he gripped it at the corner 
using only his thumb and index finger. I'd never seen anybody hold 
an item like that before. 

After reading the contents, he tossed it to Lelouch and Kururugi. 

"What about you, Light?" Sora asked. 

"Ah, I already have that prepared. I noted it down as soon as I left 
the meeting room." Light reached into his pocket and clicked his 
phone on. "Here," 

Light stood up and walked over to Sora, handing him his phone. 
Well, at least there was one person who didn't throw it across the 
room. 

Like Sora's, Light's phone was passed around the room until it 
eventually got to Ryuzaki and I at the end. Ryuzaki placed the 
screen in the middle of us on the bed such that we could both see it. 
It read the following: 

Horse Group 

- Class A: Ikkei Shimazaki, Shinobu Fukuyama, Satonaka Satoru 

- Class B: Minamikata Kozue, Shibata So, Sumida Makoto 

- Class C: Yamada Albert, Komiya Kyogo, Suzuki Hidetoshi, 
Kaneda Satoru 

- Class D: Yagami Light 

- Class E: Minami Setsuya, Sato Maya, Ijin Wataru 

After the pass-around was done and the phones were returned to 
their original owners, Lelouch spoke with a giggle. 

"Not going to lie to you, Light, but I have no idea who any of the 


people in your group are." 

"There is that one guy, Yamada Albert. He was the guy who beat 
Ryiien up when we went to Class C on the second day, remember?" 
Kururugi prompted Lelouch's memory. 

"Ah, right. The same guy you fought just before the island exam. 
Well, he never even talks, so he's basically irrelevant for a 
discussion-based exam." 

Lelouch spoke some harsh yet true words, discounting the 
importance of Albert. 

Sora stretched his arms above his head and let out a groan. "This 
exam is a lot more complicated than it first appears, huh." 

"It's not complicated in and of itself — it's more like, the way to 
solve the problem it presents is complex." Ryuzaki corrected. 

"This special exam is probably one of the simplest we'll ever face 
— all it is is just one student is a 'VIP' and we have to work together 
within our groups to find their identity and guess them as one. The 
problem stems from the fact that the students won't be able to work 
together easily." Light agreed. 

"Isn't it the same with any special exam, though?" Lelouch said. 
"The most important element in any battle is the human one." 

I thought he was right about that. If every person in these special 
exams were replaced with a powerful artificial intelligence, things 
would be much simpler. 

In the island exam, none of them would even bother about the 
leader stuff, because it could just be changed. 

The results of this exam would be more intriguing, but I 
suspected that the Als would all cooperate with each other, and 
every single group would achieve Outcome #1. 

In other words, the complexity of these exams was derived from 
the fact that humans are selfish, untrusting creatures, who make a 
multitude of mistakes. 

"Well, I think that's all for now, right? AyanokOji's meeting will be 
starting in twenty minutes or so. We should meet again once the 
VIPs of the groups have been assigned." Ryuzaki said. 

"Yes. Once we know how many VIPs we have to work with, we 
can start strategizing from there." Lelouch agreed. 

I stood up. "Well, my meeting is in around twenty minutes, so I'll 
go now, in case I get held up along the way." 

With that, I left the room and closed the door behind me. 

Now, I guess I'll have to experience the same explanation that I'd 
just been told by Light. Of course, the official one would likely be 
more detailed, but I already knew the general gist of everything. 

However before I do that, there is some other business I need to 
attend to. 


With that thought, I began walking in the opposite direction to 
where the meeting places are located. 

A/N: 7154 words is actually pretty long considering my 'new' 
chapter length structure. 

You guys got like 12k words in 3 days, pretty good huh ;) 

Also, until you write a fic yourself, you'll never know how 
hard this exam actually is to write... The VIPs are sorted based 
on their surnames in Hiragana, which means I had to convert 
every surname to Japanese (I don't know any Japanese D:), 
order them alphabetically by hand because there is no tool to 
do it online and then count names to figure out what each 
group's new VIP is as a result of adding the new crossover 
students. 

Also this exam is pretty one-dimensional as it is, so thinking 
up an original big brain strategy is difficult. 

Other than my complaining though, I have nothing else to 
say other than enjoy the cliffhanger, and thanks for reading 
<3 


Chapter 4-2: The Rooster Group Plan 


Ayanokoji's POV 

It was currently 20:30, around ten minutes before Lelouch's 
meeting was set to begin, and I'd decided to accompany him out of 
boredom and mild curiosity as to who would be in his group. 

All groups have all their students going to various rooms at the 
same time — in other words, any students that come here now will 
be in Lelouch's group. 

Around one hour ago, I'd gone to my meeting, which surprisingly 
had Ishihara-sensei in there ready to explain the exam. 

I'd found out some minor nuances that Light's general explanation 
hadn't covered, such as exactly when and how we would be 
assigned our VIP status. Tomorrow morning, every student would 
get mail to their phones telling them whether or not they were the 
VIP. 

After that, I'd also been given the names of the students in my 
group, which was the 'Snake' group. I'd made a note of it on my 
phone, which read as follows: 

Snake Group 

- Class A: Yahiko Totsuka, Kamuro Masumi, Hashimoto Masayoshi 

- Class B: Himeno Yuki, Amikura Mako, Shiranami Chihiro 

- Class C: Ishizaki Daichi, Shiina Hiyori, Yoshimoto Kosetsu 

- Class D: Ayanokoji Kiyotaka 

- Class E: Miyake Akito, Hasebe Haruka, Onodera Kayano, 
Miyamoto Soshi 

The only ones I was really familiar with in my group was Yahiko, 
who was the leader during the island special exam, and Shiina, who 
had stayed in our camp during the duration of that same special 
exam. 

All in all, though, there didn't seem to be any particularly 
influential figures within the 'Snake' group. 

It wasn't a very favourable group to be in, to say the least. For 
me, who isn't very good at things requiring social skills, a 
discussion-based exam with nobody I really know in my group is 
one of the worst possible challenges. 

Class D's current idea is to hope to get assigned a VIP of our own, 
figure out one or two from our groups and then negotiate for the 
rest in order to deduce a theoretical pattern. 


Currently, however, this strategy was not viable. 

For one, there were people like me and Shiro that would have 
problems socially controlling a group of strangers. There were 
plenty of methods I could use to determine somebody's nature and 
suspicion of being the VIP student, but it would be difficult for me 
to employ such methods in a room of strangers. 

Secondly, the strategy was currently far too risky. In the event 
that it turns out the VIPs are selected purely by randomness, it 
would be too late for us to recover. 

In other words, what Class D needed to do now was wait to see 
which VIPs we could find out on our own, and we also needed to 
deduce for sure that the theorised VIP selection method did actually 
exist. 

"Ooh, look at this, quite an interesting gathering, eh Ayanokoji?" 

Lelouch's voice snapped me out of my thoughts, and I followed 
his pointing gesture. 

Katsuragi and Horikita were seemingly having some sort of 
altercation - by the look of it, it seemed to be an exchange of 
provocations. 

"Just because you got lucky and did well once, I'd like you not to 
get arrogant and think we're equals now." 

Katsuragi's voice echoed off the walls of the corridor as he spoke 
down to Horikita. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Horikita asked him in response. 

"What I'm trying to say is that there is a time in everyone's lives 
when they get lucky once and manage to close the gap a bit. But 
don't get in over your head because of this one lucky incident. The 
difference between our class points is still a tremendous one." 
Katsuragi told her. 

I see, it seemed he's saying the results of one test won't affect the 
standings of the classes all that much. Of course, Horikita surely 
knows that as well. 

The difference between Class A and Class E remained as over 700 
class points — it was not an easily surmountable gap. 

The amethyst-eyed boy standing beside me finally decided to 
interject his opinion into the conversation. 

"Oh my, it seems that 40-point-kun is feeling rather self-confident 
today, huh?" 

The two of them looked over to Lelouch's approaching voice, and 
Horikita let out an "Ugh," as she saw who it was joining them. 

"Of all the people..." 

"Lelouch." 

Katsuragi narrowed his eyes as he spoke that name. 

"The one and only. I hope you aren't getting too cocky, Katsuragi. 


We'll be overtaking Class A soon enough." 

Katsuragi remained silent, seemingly unable to come up with a 
rebuttal. 

Unlike Class E, who was still 700 points away from Class A, Class 
D had jumped up to a mere 200 class points behind after the most 
recent special exam. At this rate, we really would surpass Class A 
soon. 

"And what about you, Lelouch-kun? Aren't you also getting cocky 
after just one exam? You know, there's also the chance that you just 
got lucky as well." 

"Ah, right, that's true." 

The silent Katsuragi agreed with Horikita, who had spoken up on 
behalf of his argument. 

"Hmm? Katsuragi-kun, Horikita-san, Lelouch-kun and Ayanokoji- 
kun?" 

A sweet voice rang out from behind me. 

I turned around and was met by two Class D_ students 
approaching us — Hirata Yosuke and Kushida Kikyo. 

It seemed that they too were in the same group as Lelouch. 

"Hmm, this is a rather astonishing coincidence, isn't it? Just look 
at how many class representatives are gathered here." Lelouch 
laughed as Kushida went around greeting each person individually. 

"It is rather amazing," agreed Horikita with narrowed eyes. 

Katsuragi cleared his throat. "I still believe that we should talk to 
each other amicably, since we'll be cooperating with each other for 
the next special exam." 

"I agree," 

Yet another new voice appeared in the conversation. Kanzaki 
Ryiiji of Class B, who seemed to be Ichinose's right-hand-man when 
it came to class affairs. It appeared that he too was in this group. 

"Kanzaki-kun too?" Hirata murmured with wide eyes. 

"For an exam based around cooperation within groups, arguing 
won't get us very far, don't you think?" Kanzaki followed up as he 
joined us. 

Kanzaki repeated what was basically the mantra of Class B at this 
point, filling in for Ichinose's absence. 

Speaking of, I couldn't help but be curious as to the reason for 
why Ichinose was in the 'Rabbit' group, with Sora. 

This collection here - all the big figures from every class - was 
clearly deliberate. So, why was Ichinose left out? There must be a 
reason... 

"I have no interest in cooperating with those that looked down on 
me just a few days ago," Horikita denied Kanzaki firmly. 


"Isn't it alright to forgive and forget, Horikita-san?" Hirata 
pleaded with her. 

"Nonsense. I approached Katsuragi-kun to talk on the island, and 
he brushed me aside because of my class. Give me one good reason 
why I should bother with him." Horikita spat back. 

Hirata simply slumped his shoulders in defeat, while Kushida 
frowned, clearly upset by the atmosphere that had been created. 

"There's no point in arguing. The situation is what it is," Kanzaki 
stepped in as the mediator. 

"Mhm, that's right, Horikita. Just fall in line like a good little 
girl," Lelouch said provocatively with an arrogant smirk. 

"What did you just say?" 

Horikita shot him an icy glare, but Lelouch just shrugged it off 
with a nonchalant laugh. 

"Kukuku. It looks like there are quite a lot of weaklings gathered 
here, I suppose I can have some fun." 

It was Rytien, yet another big name, who had stepped into the 
ring, two of his classmates trailing behind him. 

"Rytien, huh." 

Katsuragi lost his previously calm expression and even Kanzaki's 
expression changed to one of alertness. 

"Have you been allocated to this room? Or did you just happen to 
be walking by?" 

"Unfortunately I'm with you," Rytien instantly replied to that 
question while the other two students walked obediently behind 
him. 

It almost seemed like a situation with a king and his servants. The 
students behind Ryiien had terrified expressions on their faces and 
moved quietly with obedient movements. 

"How about you put on a show for me? Beauty and the Beast 
could be the title." Rytien said as he looked at Horikita and 
Katsuragi respectively. 

Having realised the obvious provocation, Katsuragi returned to 
his normal, calm self. 

"I originally thought our group would have students with high 
academic ability but after seeing you and your lackeys I can see this 
clearly isn't going to be the case." Katsuragi fired back. 

"Academic ability?" Lelouch echoed in confusion. "Who the hell 
cares about that?" 

Katsuragi raised his eyebrows in surprise. "Lelouch? Being one of 
the top students academically at this school, I would've thought 
you'd value it." 

Lelouch placed his knuckles against his palm and cracked them 
one by one. 


"Who cares about academic ability? It's such a dull thing," 
Lelouch said with a sigh. 

"Also, this is a discussion-oriented exam. I don't see how knowing 
the answer to hard math questions will help us," he added with a 
mocking laugh. 

"Hearing that from you is a shame, academic ability is the most 
important factor determining your future success in life and your 
ability to impact the future. It is even said that Japan is built on a 
society of academics." Katsuragi chided him for his remark, but 
Lelouch seemed unfazed. 

"You're such an idiot, Katsuragi." Rytien chuckled. "Our future 
success or whatever has nothing to do with the current situation. 
You're just bringing up the only thing you're good at in your shitty 
life, even though it's completely irrelevant." 

Ryiien laughed after dropping a particularly brutal remark. 

"I won't forget this insult." 

"Huh? Insult? I don't recall having done anything like that, care 
to refresh my memory?" Rytien mocked Katsuragi. 

"It doesn't matter, since we're in the same group we should have 
the opportunity to talk at length later." 

Katsuragi ended the conversation seeing how the explanation for 
their group was almost about to begin. 

"Hmm, it looks like something difficult is about to start," said 
Kushida to Hirata. 

"It looks like it," unexpectedly, after saying that, Hirata turned to 
me. "Are you in this group too, Ayanokoji-kun?" 

"Uh, no. I just came here out of curiosity." I answered awkwardly, 
caught off guard by the sudden question. 

"Ah, right, that reminds me," Rytien turned his attention to me. 
"After I'm done with Suzune, I'm going to crush you next, AyanokOji. 
Look forward to it." 

Ryiien slapped my back with a haughty laugh. 

"Me? Why the sudden interest?" I questioned. 

"I bet you're proper smug after your little trick on the island. I 
don't like when people get in my way, so I'll destroy you personally 
as a courtesy." 

Apparently, Rytien had placed his sights on me after the island 
examination. It looked like my strategy had garnered me some 
unwanted attention. 

"Ryiien knows he's far too weak to match up to Class D, so he's 
targeting Ayanokoji alone? Ha ha! That's pretty funny," Lelouch 
mocked Rytien with a laugh. 

"Don't you get cocky, Lelouch. I could make you submit to me 
right here if I wanted to. You don't have your precious Kururugi 


here to protect you this time." 

Ryiien made a gesture with his fist, insinuating that he wouldn't 
hesitate to wield violence to make ends meet. 

"That would be extraordinarily stupid, even by your standards." 

Even though he is physically weak, Lelouch stood firm before 
Rytien's intimidation, shooting a remark back without any hint of 
hesitation or fear. 

Well, that was just the kind of person Lelouch was. 

"I'm not going to stay here for this stupid conversation, I'll be 
going ahead. It's almost time." 

Horikita simply shook her head and turned her back to us, but 
not before looking coldly at Ryiien and his group. 

I had to praise Horikita on this. People with a weak will tend to 
lower their heads and ingratiate themselves into the group and treat 
themselves as the lower one in the hierarchy. Horikita, on the other 
hand, without missing a beat, coldly rejected them all and remained 
the way she has always been. 

"Kuku. She's quite the aggressive woman. Well, I don't 
particularly dislike her type," Rytien said as he started moving, 
intending to follow Horikita. 

He stopped briefly as he passed me, and we stood shoulder to 
shoulder facing opposite directions. 

"Watch your back, Ayanok6ji." 

The rest of us watched him and his group depart towards the 
room he was assigned to. When he was gone, Lelouch chuckled to 
himself. 

"Ooh. Scary." He seemed unfazed by Ryten's threats. 

I don't know if I'd personally be able to stand the various 
attitudes of the people in Lelouch's group. 

Regardless, having nothing more to do here, I began walking 
away from the scene at the same time as Lelouch, who started 
walking towards his assigned room. 

"Well, good luck, I suppose." I called out to his departing back. 

"Don't need it." 


AVAVAVWA 


Breakfast time. We made sure to avoid the areas popular with the 
students. On the deck of the ship there was a café called ‘Blue 
Ocean' where hardly any students go. Class D chose to sit there at 
an empty table in the shade, and called for a waitress. 

The current time is 7:55 AM, five minutes before the designated 


time we'd be receiving mail from the school about the group VIPs. 

"This one... may be too tough for Shiro." 

The spiky maroon-haired boy spoke, nodding down to the girl 
who was curled up tightly on his lap, head buried in his chest. 

Yesterday, Shiro had been completely paralyzed by fear when she 
went for her meeting, so much so that she didn't even find out what 
group she was in. 

Sora had waited outside the room for her, and had to go in to 
fetch her because she had curled up into a ball in the corner, 
attempting to make herself as small as possible. 

Shiro was unable to function whatsoever even when it was just 
her and a teacher. She would definitely not be able to operate in the 
group environment with other students that begins today. 

Light let out a sigh, and looked at Shiro with clear sympathy on 
his face. "If she can't do it, then..." 

"Then there's only one way to solve the problem," I finished. 

Lelouch glanced at the two of us with an unusually gentle 
expression on his face. 

"You're talking about having her make a guess at random to end 
her group early, right?" 

Light gave him a silent nod. 

Lelouch was a normally aloof person who valued results over the 
method - in other words, an ideology which would in theory 
suggest making Shiro go to the discussions at her expense, in order 
to avoid losing 50 class points. 

As such, it was easy to forget that Lelouch, like everybody else, 
had a large human aspect to him too. Realistically, even somebody 
with his ideals wouldn't force such suffering on their classmate just 
for a measly 50 class points. 

"I guess there is no other way." Lelouch agreed. 

"B-but! I can't be a burden to Nii and the others..." 

Shiro protested weakly, causing Sora to smile and run his hand 
through her hair. 

"There is no need to force yourself to do something you can't do." 
Sora reassured her softly yet firmly. 

Shiro looked up at him for a brief second, before closing her eyes 
in resignation and burying her face back in his chest. 

"This isn't a favourable start for us, huh." Ryuzaki murmured with 
narrowed eyes. 

"Rather than blame the person, I'm glad we can move past that 
part quickly. We should start thinking about what to do now." 
Kururugi said. 

Everybody understood that arguing about what to do with Shiro 
would get us nowhere. For now, it would just be treated as yet 


another disadvantage for our class. 

"In this exam, we're greatly disadvantaged as is, plus we'll be 
starting out with a 50 class point deficit." I reasoned aloud. 

"We don't have enough students to allocate one to every group, 
and due to only having on student in the groups we are in, Outcome 
#1 doesn't actually gain us any more class points than Outcome #3 
does, which means we can't work together with our group 
members. Additionally, because of the results of the last special 
exam, the other classes will be wary of us, so negotiating will be 
difficult." 

Lelouch gave a brief summary of our current situation. To say the 
least, it definitely didn't look good for us. 

We couldn't be blamed even if we ended up with a huge loss in 
this exam. That was how much the odds were stacked against us. 

"Also, we only have one possible strategy that makes sense for us 
to use. This means that even some idiot like Horikita will be able to 
read our movements without much difficulty." Sora added with a 
frown. 

"It'll be impressive if we even manage to break even at this rate. 
Gaining more class points than anyone else would be nothing short 
of a miracle." Light sighed in exasperation. 

Just then, as the clock hit 8:00 AM, all seven of our phones 
vibrated at once, without even being a second apart. Immediately, 
we all confirmed the arrival of the mail. It read the following: 

After a period of thorough consideration, you have not been chosen to 
be the VIP. Please remember to be a team player as your group tackles 
the challenges of this test. The exam begins today, and will be held over 
a period of three days. Members of the Snake group should gather in the 
Snake room located on the second deck. 

"After a period of thorough consideration...' is that a hint?" Sora 
muttered as he read his mail. 

"If the selection method is truly random, there shouldn't be any 
need for a period of 'thorough consideration." Ryuzaki surmised. 

If there's one thing I've learned about this school, it's that they 
have a tendency to drop subtle hints in these kinds of 
announcements and mails. The wording here was very specific... 
and most likely deliberate. 

"Anyone got assigned as the VIP?" Lelouch asked as he clicked his 
phone screen off. 

"I did." 

We all turned towards the phone, which was placed in the middle 
of the table, and read the mail. 

After a period of thorough consideration, you have been chosen to be 
the VIP. Please remember to be a team player as your group tackles the 


challenges of this test. The exam begins today, and will be held over a 
period of three days. Members of the Cow group should gather in the 
Cow room located on the second deck. 

"So, we have one VIP, which is Kururugi..." Light said as he 
skimmed his eyes over the phone. 

"Well, at least now we can rule out of the possibility of the 
selection being qualification-based." Lelouch said half-sarcastically 
with a laugh. 

"Hey! What's that supposed to mean?" 

"Lelouch is saying that if the period of 'thorough consideration' 
was the school considering which students were capable enough to 
be the VIP, you'd be the last person they'd choose." 

Sora poked fun at Kururugi with a laugh. 

"Actually, Kururugi, who is even in your group?" Light asked. 

Ah, that's right. Since we hadn't met back up since the meeting 
yesterday, nobody knew the contents of the groups that came after 
Sora and Light's meetings. 

"Uh, here." 

Kururugi tapped his phone, and opened up a note document that 
he'd written. 

I found myself a little surprised that he'd actually remembered 
the names of every member of his group. I suppose that it's easy to 
forget that Kururugi himself is actually on the higher end of the 
intelligence spectrum, due to the people he's surrounded by that 
overshadow him. 

In the note document, the following was written: 

Cow Group 

- Class A: Sawada Yasumi, Shimizu Naoki, Nishi Haruka 

- Class B: Kobashi Yume, Ninomiya Yui, Watanabe Norihito 

- Class C: Tokito Hiroya, Nomura Yuji, Yajima Mariko 

- Class D: Kururugi Suzaku 

- Class E: Sakura Airi, Ike Kanji, Sudo Ken, Matsushita Chiaki 

Thankfully, there didn't seem to be any particularly cunning 
students in Kururugi's group. In fact, there were multiple students 
that one couldn't exactly call smart — namely the Class E students — 
that even Kururugi may be able to manipulate. 

A sudden bang resonated in my ear drums, which also caused a 
few of my classmates to jump in surprise. 

"Agh! This is stupid! There is pretty much nothing we can do in 
this shitty exam!" 

Apparently, the loud bang was caused by Sora, who'd slammed 
his fist against the table in frustration. 

"I wouldn't go as far as saying nothing..." Light murmured. 

"Oh really? Let me tell you exactly what's going to happen," 


leaning forward on his chair, Sora spoke in an edged tone. "The 
other classes will all realise that due to our class' number, the only 
thing we can do is go for Outcome #3; yes, even someone like 
Horikita could make that simple of a deduction. After that, they'll 
all wordlessly agree not to help us, greatly restricting our 
movements. Without the chance to even try to strike a deal with the 
other classes, the only thing we can do is damage control!" 

It was likely that a selection pattern did actually exist, based off 
the wording of the mail we'd all just received. However, to deduce 
with certainty what it is, we would likely need to figure out at least 
half of the total VIPs' identities. 

Being unable to strike up a negotiation with another class makes 
it as good as impossible for us to ever hope of finding out what it is. 

Our best move at this stage is to work independently from one 
another and try to steer our individual groups towards the best 
outcome. 

If you assume that the other classes will approach this exam with 
sound logic, we quite literally have no moves to make from a class 
perspective. 

"You say all that, but you guys will probably end up coming up 
with some incredible strategy regardless," said Kururugi, a hint of 
scepticism in his voice. 

"Well, as of now, the ball is in your court, Kururugi. If you get 
found out to be the VIP, our doom will pretty much be sealed for 
this exam." Ryuzaki pointed out, placing his thumb to his lips. 

"Yeah. You'd better not screw up, Suzaku." Lelouch said with 
narrowed eyes. 

Unlike the island exam, in which our whole class could work as 
one unit and cover for each other, there is no way for us to do 
anything if Kururugi makes a mistake. Such was the nature of this 
Zodiac exam. 

"Well, we might as well think optimistically about this. There's a 
chance that not every other class will approach this exam with 
utmost solid reasoning, which could leave some gaps for us to move 
in. I say we see what happens in our groups’ first meetings, and go 
from there." 

Light brightened the mood, inputting a more positive outlook on 
the situation as a whole. He must've concluded that assuming the 
worst would get us nowhere here, and that it was best to look for 
things we could do. 

"Right," I agreed. "The first meetings for each group will give us 
an indicator of how each class intends to tackle this exam." 

"So, you want to meet back up after our meetings later? Well, I 
suppose there is nothing left to discuss right now." Lelouch 


affirmed. 

"Well," Sora interjected. "I think we should deal with the matter 
of Shiro right now." 

Sora reached down to grab Shiro's phone, and tapped his finger 
against the screen as he presumably navigated to the mail we'd just 
been sent. 

"Nii... is it really okay?" 

Despite her clear inability to face this exam as she was now, Shiro 
looked uncertain about sacrificing 50 class points to give up. 

"Relax, Shiro. Nobody will hold it against you. Right?" 

Sora and Shiro looked to us for confirmation, to which the five of 
us gave a reassuring nod. 

"According to the mail you're in the Rooster group, huh... do you 
know anyone else in that group?" 

Shiro shook her head slowly, disappointment evident on her face. 

"Wait!" Light exclaimed as he apparently ame to a sudden 
epiphany. 

Sora froze his operation of the phone and tilted his head towards 
Ryuzaki. "What is it?" 

"Before you do that... I'd like to try something." 

"Hm? Try something? Well, I suppose we don't need to rush to 
guess Shiro's group wrong right now, but why delay it?" Lelouch 
asked sceptically. 

"I have a little idea." 


AVAVAVWA 


Horikita's POV 

I arrived at the designated meeting place that Kushida-san had 
called me out to, which was located oddly far from the main areas 
of the ship, right at the far back of the ship's deck. 

I couldn't help but wonder what this was about. Kushida-san had 
pleaded with me when she'd asked me to come here before we 
parted from one another earlier, saying that it was very important. 

It was currently 10:30am, which meant that there were still 
numerous hours remaining before the first proper group discussion 
period was scheduled for the Dragon group — and all other groups, 
for that matter. 

What could be so important that required a rendezvous in a 
secluded area of the ship like this? Especially since we'd already 
seen one another already today. 

"Ah, Horikita. Hello." 


Snapping me back to reality was a soothing voice that rang out 
from in front of me. 

The voice belonged to Yagami-kun, a Class D student that was 
extremely popular within the first-year social circles. Immediate 
wariness and confusion crept into my mind. 

"Yagami-kun? What the hell are you doing here?" 

I interrogated him coldly with narrowed eyes. After the island 
exam especially, I had to be on guard at all times around Class D 
students. 

"Well, in truth, it was me that called you out here," he admitted 
with an attractive, gentle smile that would surely captivate any girl. 

Any girl but me, of course. 

"Is that so? Well I have no interest in talking to you. Goodbye." 

I spun on my heel and began walking away, intending to leave. 

If there's one thing that's clear, it's that Class D cannot be trusted. 
The island exam demonstrated clearly the extent of their scheming 
ability. 

However, unfortunately for you, Yagami-kun, I've already read 
this far ahead, and predicting something like this happening. 

Simple math could lead anybody to realise that, from the 
perspective of Class D who only had one student per class, they 
would receive 500,000 private points in all outcomes. 

For Class E, Outcome #1 was greatly beneficial because just 
achieving it in one group alone would give our class 1,500,000 to 
2,000,000 private points. If we could achieve it in multiple, it 
would be a huge net gain. 

However, Class D didn't have this luxury; Outcome #1 states that 
every student in the group gets 500,000 private points — for Class E, 
that means 3 or 4 students from our class get 500,000, but for Class 
D, only 1 student gets that amount. 

In other words, trying to go for Outcome #1 makes no sense for 
this boy, Yagami Light. It is inevitable that Class D will aim for 
Outcome #3 in all groups, which also means that they gain 50 class 
points on top of the previously established 500,000. 

And, with only one student per group, they are in such a 
disadvantageous position that it's unreasonable for them to expect 
to pull this off alone. On the island, they could work as one unit to 
make up for the difference. 

But this exam is different. The groups are completely isolated 
from one another. In other words, Class D will seek negotiation 
with the other classes — it's their only logical move. 

And what is the best way to beat an opponent? Restrict their 
movements and suffocate their options. And, to do just that, I will 
absolutely refuse to strike any form of deal with Class D. 


With those thoughts resolved in my mind, I walked away. 

Until... 

"Wait!" 

Yagami-kun called out to me, but I didn't stop. I will not allow his 
cheap enticements to cause my will to waver— 

"Class D is willing to give Class E 50 class points for free." 

I stopped. 

What? Did I hear that right? 

"Come again?" 

The sound of footsteps padded against the ship's wooden deck as 
Yagami-kun approached my turned back. 

"I said I'll give you class points." 

I turned around to face the hazel-eyed boy, and scrutinised him 
suspiciously. 

"What are you talking about? Why would you do that?" 

"Because what I'll be getting in return will be much more valuable 
than 50 class points." Yagami-kun said with another smile. 

"I thought it was free?" 

"It is. I have two conditions, and neither of them will cost Class E 
nor you anything. I can promise you that." 

He said that he had two conditions, but then claimed that neither 
of them would cost me anything? This all felt a bit too suspicious. 

"The two conditions. What are they?" I got straight down to 
business and demanded he tell me. 

In the back of my mind, I realised that I'd already allowed myself 
to fall into a trap, since I was now negotiating with Class D, but I 
pushed the breaching of my principles out of my thoughts and 
focused on the matter at hand. 

"We will give you the class points by purposely guessing the VIP 
incorrectly in a group which has a Class E VIP, thereby achieving 
Outcome #4 wherein Class E gains 50 class points and 500,000 
private points." 

The method made enough sense on its own, but I still couldn't 
fathom why they'd even make this offer in the first place. It must be 
something to do with Yagami-kun's two conditions. 

"That's fair enough. What are the conditions? What do you want 
in exchange?" 

"That's simple enough. First of all, after the fact, I want you to tell 
me who the VIP of the group was. And secondly, well..." 

Yagami-kun looked away out of apparent embarrassment for a 
second. 

"Well, I'd also like to request your contact information, Horikita." 

My composure cracked. 

What? 


What the hell is this idiot talking about? 

A sudden thought popped into my mind. 

Surely, there's no way that this boy went behind the backs of his 
classmates to ask this of me, right? 

Did he just offer to intentionally guess his group wrong in return 
for my contact information? 

Who in their right mind would ever make such a proposal? 

"Of course, for this to work, I need to know if you actually have a 
VIP in the right group," he said. 

I thought for a brief moment, erratically trying to get my 
thoughts in order. 

"Right. If we don't have the VIP, the class points will not go to 
us..." I muttered. 

"Do you know the VIPs of your class, and who is in which group?" 
Yagami-kun inquired. 

Was it safe to reveal this to him? I pondered whether this was his 
true motive, not the contact information, but ultimately, I couldn't 
think of anything he could reasonably do just by knowing the depth 
of my knowledge about my class' circumstances, so I decided to be 
truthful. 

"I know which students are VIPs, and which groups they are in. 
Other than that, the only group which I know the students of is my 
own, the Dragon group." I answered curtly. 

"Does one of them happen to be in the Rooster group, 
perchance?" 

That's quite the coincidence. As it stood, Class E did actually have 
a VIP assigned to the Rooster group. Did he somehow know that 
already? Or was it really just a coincidence? 

"Y-yes. Class E does in fact have the VIP of the Rooster group." I 
told him. 

"Great! Then this will go rather smoothly, won't it?" 

"So, I assume you're the Class D student assigned to the Rooster 
group?" 

"That's right." 

Yagami-kun nodded and pulled out his phone from his pocket. He 
switched it on and opened up his mail, before turning the screen 
around so I could see it. 

It was the mail we'd been sent earlier today. Yagami-kun's clearly 
read that he was not the VIP, and the mail also mentioned the 
Rooster group, as mine did the Dragon group. 

Is it safe for him to reveal the fact that he himself is not the VIP? 
For all he knew, I could've been lying about Class E having the VIP 
in the Rooster group. 

No, but that wouldn't make much sense. If that was the case, that 


means Class E and D would not be adversarial to one another 
within that specific group — revealing this much shouldn't be a big 
negative for him. 

He must've concluded that it was worth the risk to make this silly 
negotiation. 

"So, shall we get things done smoothly here and now?" 

"Wait, you can do it right now?" I asked in confusion. 

"Of course. We've already been supplied with the mail by which 
we submit guesses for this exam, right?" 

I suppose that was true. I didn't consider it because it wouldn't 
have made sense should I not have been put in this situation, but it 
was actually possible to submit a guess before the first meeting even 
happened. 

It seemed that Yagami-kun was eager to get this over and done 
with. To be fair, he probably didn't want to be seen making an 
underground negotiation with a girl from another class for her 
contact info. 

"Well, go ahead then. Actually, do you mind if I watch? You 
know, just in case." 

"Be my guest," 

Yagami-kun tapped the screen of the phone, and opened it to the 
compose a mail function. 

"Say, Yagami-kun, my contact information isn't your true motive, 
is it? You only added it in to distract me from your other condition, 
the identity of the VIP." 

Yagami-kun stiffed up slightly as I said that, which confirmed my 
suspicions. It seemed that even Class D students could be betrayed 
by their body language. 

"Ah, you got me," Yagami-kun said with a dejected sigh as he 
typed a mail address into his phone. 

The mail address was the same as the one I'd been told for the 
Dragon group's guesses, except that the word 'Dragon' was replaced 
with 'Rooster' in this one. 

"To tell you the truth, Class D is currently hunting for as many 
VIP identities as we can — not to guess them, but because we think 
we might be able to spot a common link between them." 

"You're saying that every VIP could have something in common, 
and that's how they were selected?" 

If that's true, it means Class D could potentially deduce the 
identity of every VIP in the exam by figuring out the pattern behind 
their selection. It was yet another strategy that I hadn't even 
thought of. 

Yagami-kun made sure I could see the screen as he finished 
typing in the mail address and name of a random student who was 


presumably in the Rooster group. 

If the student you betrayed and answered early was either not in 
the group or was in your class, the answer would be ruled invalid 
and not be accepted. 

The school would likely communicate that the exam has been 
ended by a traitor via mail, like they had with everything else so 
far, which would confirm that Yagami-kun had indeed made a false 
guess in the Rooster group and given Class E 50 class points. 

"It looks good. Send it." I said, prompting him to press the send 
button. 

"Now. How about the other two conditions?" 

Yagami-kun minimized the email app and opened up the contacts 
screen. His implication was clear. 

"What? Even though you just admitted that you aren't really after 
my contact information, you're still going to ask for it?" 

"Of course. Having the contact information of a beautiful girl like 
you can never be a bad thing." Yagami-kun said with a captivating 
smile. 

If he was expecting something idiotic like for me to blush and 
swoon, it wasn't happening. Over my dead body. 

"Ugh, fine. Here. Take it." 

I pulled out my own phone, and reluctantly opened up the screen 
for my own contact and gave it to him, so that Yagami-kun could 
add it to his contact list. 

When he was done, he handed me my phone back with a 
"Thanks." 

Shortly after that was done, Yagami-kun's phone buzzed. Yagami- 
kun tilted his head curiously, and tapped the screen on his phone, 
opening up the notification. 

"It's a mail," he said, pointing the phone towards me. 

Sure enough, on the screen, there was a mail from the school. It 
read the following: 

Due to a submitted answer from a student, the examination for the 
Rooster group has ended. Participants of the Rooster group are no longer 
required to attend their meetings, as the exam is over. Details of the 
group's result will be mailed to all students by 11:00pm on the final day 
of the exam. 

It seemed that, just as he'd said, Yagami-kun had indeed 
incorrectly ended the exam for the Rooster group. It appeared that 
the school would not actually tell the students whether the guess 
was correct or not, or who gained any class points, until the results 
at the end of the exam. 

"Are you sure that was okay? 50 class points in return for a 
fraction of a possibly non-existent puzzle hardly seems worth it to 


me." I asked him. 

"Don't worry about it. What's done is done. My class deemed it 
worth it. Besides, if it's not worth it, isn't that just better for you?" 

Well, that was true enough. It made no difference to me whether 
Yagami-kun's side of the deal was worth it. All that mattered is that 
Class E just gained 50 class points for free. 

"SO, as per our agreement, may I know who the VIP was for the 
Rooster group?" Yagami-kun asked politely. 

Seeing no reason to go back on my word and destroy my 
integrity, I agreed. 

"Of course. The VIP was Inogashira Kokoro-san. I don't know how 
useful that will be for you trying to figure out a selection condition, 
seeing as you don't even know her, but I've stayed true to my end of 
the bargain." 

"You don't need to concern yourself with what I can do with your 
information. You have indeed kept your end of the bargain, just as I 
have kept mine. Our negotiation is completed." 

"In that case, I'm leaving. I don't want to waste time making idle 
chatter with you." 

Yagami-kun gave a slightly off-putting grin. "Heh, cold as 
always." 

Ignoring that bit of odd behaviour, I turned around and departed 
from the scene, content with the beneficial negotiation I'd made. 

Even though I'd vowed not to negotiate with Class D, this was a 
purely positive one for me. Giving him the VIP name after he'd 
already ended the group couldn't negatively impact Class E in any 
way. 

And, while it was annoying to have to give out my contact 
information to an obnoxious boy, I suppose it is worth it in the end. 


AVAVAVWA 


Light's POV 

After my chat with Horikita, I began walking back to the room I 
shared with Kururugi, Lelouch and Ryuzaki. 

I had no idea what those guys would be doing right now — maybe 
they'd be out somewhere, or perhaps they were just relaxing in the 
room. I guess I'll be finding out soon enough. 

As I walked, I pulled the phone out of my pocket. The phone that, 
of course, didn't belong to me, but to Shiro. 

It buzzed as I walked, and I opened the phone to check what it 
was. It was a mail from the school, which read the following: 


Due to the student you inputted not being a member of the group 
you're in, your answer has been ruled invalid, and has not been 
accepted. 

Hah...! 

Just as planned. 

Composing a new mail, I inputted that same school mail address, 
but this time wrote the words "Inogashira Kokoro" instead of the 
random student I'd written earlier, in front of Horikita. 

That random student, of course, was not a member of the Rooster 
group. The rules of this exam clearly state that answering the name 
of a student not in your group would not be accepted. 

As a result, it was possible for me to actually send a mail in front 
of Horikita while not committing to a guess, since I'd already 
confirmed earlier in the conversation that she didn't know her 
classmates' groups. Of course, to sell the act, I also had to receive a 
mail confirming the end of the Rooster group's examination period. 

The best way to do this, of course, was to create a draft email 
which's content was a forgery of what the school would actually 
send the students after a group's exam ended. 

That way, I could send it to myself at a moment's notice, with the 
tap of just one button. All I had to do was wait until I'd sent the 
invalid email in front of Horikita, and then discreetly hit "send" on 
the draft email. 

Then, I just needed to pretend to be surprised and curious when 
my forged school email buzzed through, sent of course by myself. 

Of course, it was important to make sure that Horikita didn't 
notice that the sender's mail address was actually Shiro's, so I had to 
open it such that only the contents and subject of the mail was 
visible. 

I hit the "send" button on the mail I'd just written, successfully 
answering Inogashira as the Rooster group VIP, just as Horikita had 
told me. 

As expected, shortly after, a mail came through from the school, 
which read: 

The test has now ended for the Rooster group. Those in the Rooster 
group are no longer required to participate any further. Please do not 
disturb the other students. 

The fake email I'd created actually turned out to be pretty close to 
what the school actually sent us after a group ended. Since the 
explanation yesterday said that we would be told the detailed 
results at the end, I'd made the guess that they wouldn't tell us the 
outcome in the group-ending mails. And I was right. 

This was quite convenient. Horikita wouldn't even know anything 
was wrong until the end of the exam, when it turns out that Class E 


actually lost 50 class points to Class D in the Rooster group, rather 
than gained. 

Of course, there was the possibility that Horikita actually lied 
about the VIP identity in the Rooster group. 

But it wasn't a big deal. Due to Shiro's circumstances, we were 
going to end the group wrongly anyway - it's not like we lose 
anything more if this tactic turned out to have failed. 

Somehow, though, I felt that Horikita hadn't lied about 
Inogashira being the VIP. She was a stubborn and prideful girl, after 
all. She wouldn't do something as shameless as lying about the VIP 
identity during a seemingly fair trade. 

Surprisingly, Horikita had actually realised that the condition 
regarding her contact information was nothing more than a 
distraction. Unfortunately, though, that wasn't enough. 

You discovered the trap, Horikita, but you didn't discover the trap 
behind the trap. 

You thought you'd caught me out, which is why you simply took 
my word for it when I mentioned that I wanted the VIP's identity in 
order to figure out a supposed pattern. You never even considered 
that I could've had a second trick prepared. 

She was improving, though, albeit only slightly. If this was 
Horikita at the start of the school year, she wouldn't have even 
noticed that the contact information was a distraction. She would've 
just written me off as a weirdo betraying his class all just for a girl's 
contact info. She'd made progress. 

There was one more thing I had to do. I opened up Kushida's 
contact information, and sent Horikita's to her. 

One problem with this tactic was actually approaching Horikita. 
She was secluded and didn't give out her contact information to 
anyone, so getting a meeting with her was difficult. That's why I 
had to make use of Kushida. 

Originally, I actually tried approaching Ichinose, because it was 
much easier to get an audience with her. Unfortunately, though, it 
turned out that she didn't have a VIP in the Rooster group. So I 
moved on to Class E instead, which did turn out to have the VIP. 

It was preferable for me to target girls, because I could use the 
contact information trick as a decoy for my true motive. That 
wouldn't work with a boy like Katsuragi or Ryiien. Well... you never 
know. 

It was a well-known fact that Horikita Suzune was a reclusive 
person, and it was also well known that Kushida Kikyo wanted to 
befriend everyone. 

Therefore, it wasn't hard to guess this: Kushida wanted Horikita's 
contact information, like she did everybody else's, but had not 


managed to yet get it. 

Kushida would be hesitant to call Horikita out to a meeting for us 
normally, but we could entice her to do it for us by promising to 
give her Horikita's contact information in return. 

That was the reason why I insisted that Horikita give me her 
contact information even after admitting that I wasn't actually after 
it. It was so that I could make good on my promise to Kushida. 

In the end, everything went smoothly, just as planned. 

I'd managed to bait Horikita in even though I knew she'd have 
decided to reject any and all negotiations with Class D. 

I managed to pull of the trickery with the submitted mail 
perfectly, whilst keeping my true intentions regarding my set 
conditions a secret. 

I also managed to keep my word to Kushida, and gave her 
Horikita's contact information, as promised. 

And I'd obtained Horikita's contact info myself to boot! 

Unless Horikita lied about the VIP identity to me, which was very 
unlikely, I'd just managed to turn our 50-class point loss from Shiro 
guessing wrong into a 50-class point gain, at no cost to us. 

A pretty good job done, if I do say so myself. 

The plan had actually ended up being more complex than I first 
assumed it'd be. On paper, it's as simple as sending a fake email and 
obtaining the Rooster group's VIP identity, but there were a lot of 
moving parts to this scheme behind the scenes, and I had to be 
careful not to slip up during my meeting with Horikita. 

I felt an unexpected grin form on my face. 

My entire life has been pretty dull —- repeating mundane routines 
and monotonous trials in order to meet expectations and be the best 
student possible. 

But this... these sorts of special exams weren't mundane - it was a 
breath of fresh air to me. I wouldn't have had the opportunity to put 
a plan like this into motion at a regular school. 

Somehow or another, I found myself genuinely enjoying myself at 
this school. 

However, I feared that it would become routine again pretty 
soon. There was only so much fun one could derive by 
outmanoeuvring people like Horikita repeatedly, after all. What I 
craved most of all was a good challenge, a rival. 

Yes. More than anything right now, I want to fight against them. 

A/N: 7932 words. Oops, I accidently made a long chapter 
again. 

And, I guess Suzaku was right! Everyone complained about 
not being able to make any moves, before immediately making 
a move straight after. 


Also, I don't usually say this, but I would really appreciate it 
if you guys leave a vote if you enjoyed the chapter. It helps to 
let me know if the readers are still enjoying the fic, plus seeing 
people's votes and comments on new chapters makes my day 
<3 

Other than that, thank you for your continued support <3 


Chapter 4-3: Dragon Group 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"Colour me impressed," said Sora with his trademark smirk. 

"Huh? Impressed?" Light asked in confusion. 

The first allocated discussion period would be starting soon, but 
before that we'd decided to meet up to hear about the results of 
Light's plan, which he'd just explained. 

"Not by you," Sora said. "By Horikita." 

"Horikita? The hell did she do that's so impressive?" Lelouch 
asked. 

"Her growth, I suppose. I wouldn't have expected that girl to even 
see through Light's cover plan. If you'd asked me, I'd say she 
would've been too busy acting disgusted and egotistical at the 
prospect of giving her contact information to a boy." 

After her repeated losses over the course of these short months, 
from Sora's game with her right at the start of the year to the recent 
island exam in which she was only saved due to outside 
intervention, Horikita seemed to have developed a bit. 

Sora seemed particularly excited about this fact — well, I suppose 
it is what he was aiming for, even back when we encountered her 
and her brother in that alleyway. Blank values fun above all, so 
nurturing their opponents to become stronger isn't unexpected from 
them. 

"I don't understand, though," Kururugi spoke up. "Wasn't Light's 
real plan actually easier to see through than the cover one?" 

Indeed, if Horikita is able to see through the fact that Light was 
actually after the VIP name, then she also has the ability to realise 
that he could pull some trickery in order to make her tell him the 
VIP before he's actually submitted an answer. 

In fact, most people who are offered something in exchange for 
the VIP's identity in this exam would immediately suspect 
something like that happening. So why did Horikita not? Well, 
that's simple. 

"Most people let their guard down after seeing through 
somebody's plan." Ryuzaki answered. 

It was heavily ingrained in human nature, and was exceedingly 
difficult to overcome. People are at their weakest when finishing 
their enemy — they're the most vulnerable when they think they've 


already won. Being able to break this and remain vigilant even 
when your victory is assured is definitely not easy. 

In fact, I'd wager that not even all my classmates have managed 
that. It wouldn't be difficult to imagine somebody like Light or 
Lelouch letting their ego get the better of them, and slipping some 
taunting words in after assuming their victory. 

"Even then, though, it would've been just as simple as asking to 
see the sender of the mail that Light had forged, no?" 

"Perhaps. But think about how much Horikita was juggling at that 
moment; on top of Light's excellent social ability steering the 
conversation, she also had already seen through what she assumed 
was his plan, and was also most likely thinking all about if the 
negotiation was worth it since it helped Class D, and how it would 
benefit Class E. Probably more too." Ryuzaki surmised to Kururugi. 

"In other words, Horikita is not yet at the level where she can 
simultaneously consider that much information and juggle that 
many ideas." Light summarised. 

Another factor was the way it was presented - sure, if a lesser 
skilled person executed the plan, their behaviour might let on that 
something was up when they presented the mail. However, there 
was no doubt that Light did it as naturally as possible, as to arouse 
no suspicion. 

"So, anyway, now we're 500,000 private points and 50 class 
points up. And we know 2 VIPs." Lelouch said. 

"Well, presumably. What if Horikita lied to us?" Sora pointed out. 

"In that case... shit?" Lelouch said uncertainly. 

"Once I figure out the pattern, we can be sure." Shiro said. 

"Hang on, ‘pattern?’ I know you guys were considering the 
possibility, but now you're acting like it definitely exists. Why?" 
Kururugi interjected, perplexed. 

"It's to do with the wording of the mail we were sent. ‘After 
thorough consideration.' There would be no need to use such 
wording if it was done randomly." I answered him. 

"I-I see... the school certainly has a history of giving hints through 
their wording, right? It was the same in the first month's 
explanation." 

"Exactly." 

Back at the start of the school year, the school had left subtle 
hints about the S System within the carefully considered wording of 
the explanation we were given. It's natural to think that a similar 
thing was happening here. 

Additionally, it also would not be unexpected if somebody else 
outside of our class also made this deduction about the existence of 
a pattern. 


"I'd estimate we need approximately half of the total VIPs to 
figure it out. As it stands, there are tons of common links between 
Kururugi and that Inogashira girl." Sora said. 

"The selection method may be a trait that all VIPs share, huh... 
wait, what links are there between me and Inogashira?" Kururugi 
questioned. 

Sora shrugged his shoulders. "You both have two of the letter K in 
your full names." 

"Huh... so we do..." Kururugi muttered. 

"There are some possibilities we can rule out, though." I pointed 
out. 

"There are?" 

"Yeah. For example, it can't be based on your initials, since I.K. 
and K.S. don't match up at all." I explained. 

"It also can't be based on age," Shiro added. "Kururugi is 16, 
whereas Inogashira is 15." 

Everybody fell silent for a moment as we listened to what Shiro 
had said. 

"Uh, Shiro, why do you know when Inogashira's birthday is?" 
Light asked hesitantly. 

"I know the birthdays of every student in the school." 

"R-right... of course you do..." Lelouch said, trailing off. 

Another silence befell us, until Sora's speculative voice cut 
through the awkward atmosphere. 

"You know, the thing about having 2 Ks in your name could be 
correct." 

"What makes you think that?" Ryuzaki asked, shifting in his seat. 

"Well, on top of Kururugi and Inogashira, the Dragon group has 
'‘Rytien Kakeru' and 'Katsuragi Kohei,' both of which fit the criteria. 
Then, in my group, both 'Yukimura Teruhiko' and 'Karuizawa Kei’ fit 
the bill. And take AyanokOji's group, the snake group, there are also 
multiple students who fulfil the criteria — 'Yahiko Totsuka,' 'Amikura 
Mako, ' and 'Miyake Akito." 

"Huh... I guess it could work." Lelouch said. "But how does that 
help? There can't be multiple candidates left after the selection 
process. There has to be something extra to narrow it down. 
Kururugi is the only person in the Cow group with two Ks in his 
name." 

"Perhaps there are two conditions. Like, if there are multiple, 
perhaps it takes the first person alphabetically? Or maybe the tallest 
one?" Light suggested. 

I observed such conjectures for a short while more, before I 
decided to intervene. "There's no point thinking this deeply about 


just one possibility. Besides, once we have a suitable number of 
known VIPs, can't we just plug them into Shiro and let her return 
the only remaining possibility?" 

"Am I a calculator?" Shiro asked with a sarcastic smirk. 

"Don't lower yourself to such a level. You're much better than 
them." 

Surprisingly, Lelouch gave her such a compliment, which seemed 
to have surprised Shiro quite a bit, as her eyes widened. 

Could it be that the only person who'd ever complimented her 
before was Sora? It would certainly explain her reaction. 

"That's right. A calculator couldn't figure out the pattern, after 
all." Light agreed. 

I spotted a genuine smile form on Shiro's face for a split second, 
before it disappeared and melted back into her usual, neutral 
expression. 

"Anyway," Ryuzaki interjected. "We should go. We only have a 
few minutes before the discussions start." 

"Right," 


AVAVAVWA 


Lelouch's POV 

"Sorry for keeping you waiting~," I hummed as I burst through 
the door to the Dragon room. 

It looked like I was the last one to arrive — there were thirteen 
people other than me, all seated on chairs that were set out in a 
circular formation. I made my way confidently over to the only 
vacant seat, which was located in between Katsuragi and Hirata. 

Apart from the irrelevant idiots that followed Katsuragi and 
Ryiien around, I pretty much knew everybody in the room. I had a 
strange feeling that this collection of people would be very 
troublesome to deal with. 

Before anyone could speak, a voice came through the ship's 
loudspeakers. 

"The first group discussion begins now." 

A short, concise announcement. Naturally, no one was taking the 
lead. 

An awkward pall hung over the room. Then Kushida Kikyo 
cracked a small smile and stood up. 

"Can I have your attention for a second, please? While I know a 
lot of people here, I think it'd be best for everyone to introduce 
themselves, so that everybody feels comfortable talking to each 


other," she said. 

"Now why the hell would I do that, Kikyo?" 

Rytien, who rudely used the first name of girls without their 
permission, immediately retorted against what Kushida had said. 

Her smile almost faltered, but she managed to keep it unshaken. 
"Ryiien-kun? Don't you think it's beneficial to everyone if we can all 
comfortably speak to each other? How will we cooperate if not?" 

It looked like she intended to ignore Rytien's blatant addressing of 
her, and focused on maintaining an amicable atmosphere. 
Somehow, I got the impression that it wasn't going to work. 

"Ill be the one talking on behalf of Class C, and I alone. As it 
stands, I have no issues speaking to any of you idiots, so I'll say 
what I need to say and that'll be it. I have no reason to help you and 
your little friends be all buddy-buddy." 

Rytien folded his arms and laughed in defiance at the face of 
Kushida, who dejectedly sat down with a bitter smile. 

Hirata, who was sitting to my left, in an attempt to console her, 
spoke up against Ryiien, who had quickly become the focus of 
disdain. 

"Ryiien-kun, isn't it okay to introduce yourself? There's no harm 
in it. Also, what if there's a microphone or something installed in 
the room to record our discussions? Our whole group could take the 
blame if we don't properly introduce ourselves." 

After being silent for what seemed like so long, I decided to 
finally say my piece. 

"That's idiotic," I said with a mocking laugh, drawing the 
attention of everybody in the room. "Nowhere in the rules did it say 
that you receive a penalty for not introducing yourself." 

"It could have not been written in the rules." 

"So like a secret rule? Hah! Don't be ridiculous. It wouldn't be an 
exam at all if there were such arbitrary rules that nobody was told 
about." 

"Looks like we agree on something, Lelouch," Ryitien spoke once 
more. "Don't take this the wrong way, though. That doesn't make us 
all buddy-buddy, either." 

"Who the hell would want to be '‘buddy-buddy' with you 
anyway?" I asked sarcastically. 

"Kuku, I'll shut that mouth of yours in due time, don't worry." 

Then, the resident Class E bitch, Horikita Suzune, stood up and 
coldly glared at me and Ryiien. One could almost go as far as to call 
it killing intent. 

"Why are you insufferable fools in my group? Can you just stop 
acting like children and introduce yourselves so we can get on with 
it already?" The bitch snapped at us aggressively. 


"Heh, calm down Suzune. We have plenty of time left, no need to 
get so riled up," Ryiien's grin grew wider. "Wait, don't tell me. Could 
it be that time of the month?" 

Somehow, Horikita's glare because even more terrifyingly icy as 
she averted her deathly gaze over to Rytien, seemingly piercing 
straight through him. 

As expected, however, Rytien was completely unfazed by even 
that magnitude of aggression, and maintained his smug look. 

"Ryiien, it won't do to say stuff like that to a girl," interjected a 
voice. 

Glancing over, I recognised it as that of Kanzaki Ryiiji, who 
appeared to be one of Ichinose's most trusted confidants. I briefly 
wondered why Ichinose herself wasn't here, but brushed the 
thought away. 

"I'm surprised you can function on your own, Kanzaki, seeing as 
you're always hanging off Honami's ass." 

It didn't look like Rytien was going to spare anyone from his 
vulgar insults if they spoke up to him. I sighed loudly in 
dissatisfaction. How boring. 

"All right, whatever. Who the hell cares? Can we just get a move 
on?" I said, making my irritation clear in my voice. 

"Oh, look, it seems like even Lelouch is getting—" Ryiien started, 
but I cut off his words. 

"Shut up, Ryten." 

Horikita snorted in amusement as Ryien fell silent and narrowed 
his eyes at me. 

"Okay, can we finally begin the proper discussion?" 

Kanzaki asked on behalf of the group, ultimately deciding to skip 
the pleasantries and introductions and get straight down to 
business. Receiving no objections, he continued. 

"For the purposes of this exam, I'd like everybody to work 
together to clear this exam. In other words, I want to know if you 
think our best option is to pursue Outcome #1." 

That was strange. Kanzaki, if he had any intelligence at all, 
should already know for a fact that my best option is not Outcome 
#1. Is he just stupid and optimistic, like most the people in Class B? 
Or could it be that he's trying to see how I intend to play this out 
with that question? 

Of course, he'd also probably want to know the opinions of 
Classes A, C and E, since they were also big factors of this exam. 

"Isn't it obvious that Outcome #1 is the preferred result?" 
Katsuragi responded stoically. 

With that question, a hierarchy formed within the group. The 
dam had burst. Hirata and Kushida from Class E agreed with 


Katsuragi that they obviously wanted to cooperate. If everyone 
wished for it, we'd all pass the test with Outcome #1. A natural 
thing to say. 

In response, Rytien prompted his classmates, who also spoke up 
in favour of cooperation. Surprisingly, it seemed that Rytien 
actually intended to work with the group for the purposes of this 
exam. 

Smirking slightly as I watched this harmonious atmosphere grow, 
I decided to jump in. "Of course not. Outcome #1 makes no sense 
for me to pursue." 

Immediately, the cooperative air crumbled away as everybody's 
mood dropped. Everybody looked at me in silence, as if asking for 
an elaboration. 

"Isn't it obvious?" I continued. "For Class D, which only has one 
student in this group, the private points gained from Outcome #1 is 
no different to that of any of the others. As such, there is no merit 
in me helping you people." 

Hirata let out a depressed sigh. "So that's how it is, huh..." 

"| hope you can understand. From Class D's perspective, the 
logical choice is to go for the extra 50 class points from Outcome 
#3." 

There was no point keeping my mouth zipped about this — it was 
likely that all the relevant figures in this room had already known I 
would say this anyway. I might as well drop the pretence early. 

I've never been one for formalities anyway. 

"While we're at it, I'd also like you to consider Class A as being 
out of all discussions," said Katsuragi, drawing in wide-eyed stares 
from students of the other classes. 

"K-Katsuragi-kun?! What are you saying?" 

For the first time, Horikita showed some hint of panic on that 
pretty face of hers. It seemed that she'd been quite shaken up by the 
fact that 40 percent of the classes had already declared their refusal 
to cooperate. 

"The four of us here will not be partaking in any discussion for 
the duration of this exam," Katsuragi asserted once more. 

"Aren't you worried that suspicion will arise on Class A this way? 
The only reason why anybody would refuse to discuss is if they 
were the VIP, and wanted to make sure not to leak anything." 
Kushida asked with confusion clear on her expression. 

"Perhaps. But that is of no concern to me." 

Katsuragi seemed firm in his stance, and rightly so. 

Even if we could narrow down the VIP to Class A, there were still 
four Class A students in the Dragon group — it would be far too risky 
to make a guess in that case, and it was unreasonable to expect 


Outcome #1 under such circumstances either. 

Additionally, if the VIP is not in Class A, then a good cover is 
provided for them to hide beneath. Suspicion being drawn toward 
Class A would inevitably pull suspicion away from everybody else. 

"Kukuku, would you mind explaining your reasoning to little old 
me, Katsuragi? I'm afraid I just can't understand at all," Rytien 
asked, flashing his white teeth. 

"It's simple. The worst possible outcome is that in which 
somebody discovers the VIP and betrays the group. Such an event 
occurring would be our downfall. However, this can be avoided if 
everybody just keeps silent." 

Katsuragi explained his reasoning, which was sound enough. 

At least, on the surface. 

Before I could speak, however, Kanzaki's voice spoke up. "I'm 
afraid I'll have to disagree with you there." 

Katsuragi raised his eyebrow, as if prompting Kanzaki to 
elaborate. 

"Unless the VIP is in your group, Outcomes #3 and #4 do not 
incur any negative penalties - you simply gain nothing and lose 
nothing. As such, unless the VIP is a Class A student, there is no 
sense in you taking such a stance." 

Hmm? What's this? This Kanzaki guy isn't too bad. Of course, he 
has ways to go, but his logic and reasoning was clearly above that 
of an average student. Is that why he was allotted to the Dragon 
group in the first place? 

There's one thing he missed, though. Say Class A played this 
exam normally, and then employed this strategy in the groups they 
had a VIP in; the other classes would quickly catch on and realise 
which groups have Class A VIPs. 

In other words, for this total-defense strategy to work, Class A 
must execute it in every single group, in order to disguise where 
their VIPs are. With this method, Class A would incur no losses 
from this exam, and would simply breeze by with no worries. 

At least, that's what they think. 

I took a glance around, and it seemed that a number of students 
had begun to agree with Katsuragi's proposal. Namely, the Class E 
students and one or two of the Class B students. 

Hmm... the true VIP would immediately jump on this 
opportunity. It's a way for them to guide the group to silent 
discussions so that they can hide their identity, without drawing 
any suspicion to themselves. 

Does that mean the VIP is one of these students? 

The two Class B students other than Kanzaki, who remained 
sceptical, and the three Class E students... 


"Honestly, I'm disappointed in you, Horikita," I finally decided to 
speak, and mocked Horikita. 

"What?" She narrowed her eyes at me angrily in response. 

"Heh, that's funny. I was just thinking the same thing." Rywien 
agreed with a chuckle. 

Horikita glared at me in silence, as if expecting an answer. 

"You agree with a strategy that changes nothing? You know, 
maintaining the status quo is only beneficial to the class on top. 
There is no reason for the class at the bottom to want to keep things 
the same. Unless, of course, the VIP of the Dragon group is a Class E 
student?" 

I'd expected her to kick herself in frustration or something, but 
contrary to my expectations, she merely gave me a smug smirk. 

"Well, it seems that you should be disappointed in yourself, 
Lelouch-kun. I already thought of that." 

What? This girl already considered this, but still deemed 
Katsuragi's strategy to be the best course of action? Does that mean 
Class E does actually have the VIP? But that wouldn't make sense... 
she wouldn't make such a show of it if that were true. Could it be a 
double bluff? 

I looked once more at the ever-cold, stoic girl sitting a couple of 
seats from me. She wasn't somebody who could be read like a book, 
unfortunately, which meant I had no chance of squeezing any 
information from her. 

"Hey, are you guys really all right with this? Just allowing Class A 
to remain in complete control at the top? Don't you want a chance 
to catch up to them?" Kanzaki asked in slight alarm. 

"Well, it's as Horikita-san said," Kushida answered. "Class A and D 
intend to do similar things in all the other groups too, right? That 
means there's no point in fruitlessly trying to discover the VIP's 
identity through discussion. It's best for us to also stay silent, so that 
we can disguise where our VIPs are located too, no?" 

This Kushida Kikyo is also more perceptive than she first appears. 
I somehow knew this group would be troublesome. There were 
many powerful adversaries within it. 

The combined force of Class D is enough to crush any opposition 
that stands in its way, but this is different. This time, I'm alone. 

I don't have those guys backing me now. However, on my own, I 
also don't have enough pull to actually swing this in my favour. And 
even somebody like me can't accurately predict the movements of 
sO many strong opponents at once — Ryiien, Katsuragi, Kushida, 
Horikita... there are simply too many moving parts. 

If this plan of action actually goes through, then that means 
Outcome #2 will be the result of every group, and every VIP will 


gain 500,000 points alone. Every class will gain around 1,500,000 
private points total from that, whereas Class D will only gain 
500,000, since we only have one VIP. 

No matter how you look at it, this outcome is awful for us. But, 
but... 

There's nothing I can do to stop it! 

Not only Class A and Class E, but now Kanzaki is looking 
convinced too... Rytien probably won't be of much help, either. Out 
of everyone, he's the least likely to cooperate with Class D now, 
after the island exam results. 

If every other classes goes completely silent... what can be done? 
The VIP cannot be discovered through discussion, and all 
negotiation is closed off, since every class will unanimously realise 
there is no merit in joining hands in such an environment. 

Even if two classes align with each other, if every other classes is 
refusing to cooperate still, it won't even help! 

Do we really just have to sit here and watch as we fall behind in 
private points? 

Well, if there's a bright side, it's the fact that it's private points not 
class points. However, I can't help but feel frustrated by this 
revelation. 

"I see... if that's how it is, then so be it. I don't like passing up this 
opportunity to close the gap to Class A, but it seems that there's no 
other choice," Kanzaki gave in and also agreed to Katsuragi's 
proposal. 

"Well, if that's what you idiots want, then be my guest," Rytien 
said with a snort. 

I bit my lip as silence enveloped the room. 


AVAVAVWA 


In the end nothing got done, and the hour we were asked to 
partake in was spent mostly in silence. The announcement came 
that we were free to go, and all the classes’ students left right away. 

The consensus among the whole group seemed to be to accept 
Katsuragi's strategy because of the fact that two of the classes had 
already refused cooperation. As such, nobody saw a need to stay 
behind after the allotted time was up. 

As I departed, a buzz came through my phone — a message in the 
Class D group chat. 

Sora: [Anybody else have a completely pointless one hour?] 

Well, I might as well respond to him here. There's no urgent need 


for us to meet in person anyway. 

Lelouch: [Dragon group was completely silent the whole time. ] 

Light: [Same with mine. ] 

Ryuzaki: [My group tried their best to discuss for about half an hour 
and then gave up after they got nowhere. ] 

Ayanokoji: [My group had a similar fruitless discussion. ] 

Kururugi: [I tried my best to work with people but in the end it didn't 
work out. ] 

It seemed that, because of Class A's strategy and the fact that 
Class D won't cooperate for Outcome #1, every group had already 
come to a grinding halt in progress. 

At this rate, it seemed highly likely that Outcome #2 would be 
the universal result in Class D. In other words, all we'd gain from 
this exam would be 500,000 private points. 

While it's not the end of the world, it certainly felt like a wasted 
opportunity. 

Well, the nature of this exam caused us to be massively 
disadvantaged right from the start. I suppose it's inevitable that 
such a result would occur. 

Distracted by my thoughts and phone, I jumped when I was 
shoved rather roughly out of the way. 

Stumbling and looking up, my eyes fell on a girl with ponytailed 
blonde hair who stomped past in a rather frightful mood. 

If I wasn't mistaken, she was a Class E girl. 

A bit further away, three girls were whispering to each other 
while looking harshly in her direction. 

"What the hell is going on here...?" I murmured to myself. 

"There's no point thinking about them. They're just stupid." 

A voice rang out from beside me. Apparently, somebody had 
heard my mutterings. 

I spun my head back around towards the source of the voice - a 
girl with short, blue hair and a rather harsh facial expression. 

Ibuki Mio, huh? She was one of the spies sent to the camps of the 
other classes during the deserted island exam. She'd also displayed 
her rather frightening fighting skills by beating up that bitch from 
Class E. 

While I wasn't formally acquainted with Ibuki, I found myself 
holding a certain degree of respect for her. She was strong, and 
didn't hesitate to do what needed to be done to win. 

"Stupid?" I echoed. 

"Yes. Stupid." She affirmed with a nod. 

"So, I take it you're involved in whatever is going on with them, 
Tbuki?" 

"Of course not. I'm calling it stupid because I'm an outsider to 


their little squabble." 

I see. So it's because Ibuki is not involved that she can look at the 
situation as a neutral whole and call it stupid. I suppose that makes 
sense. 

"So, those three girls are from your class? And they've got a bone 
to pick with that Class E girl?" I presumed. 

"The one that looks like the leader of their little group is Manabe. 
The other two are Yabu and Yamashita," Ibuki informed me with a 
distasteful look. 

From what I could read, Ibuki wasn't their biggest fan, to say the 
least. 

"You seem to dislike them," I observed. 

"Obviously. Their whole spat with that girl, Karuizawa Kei, is 
because she apparently pushed one of their other friends called 
Rika. Like, really, who cares if somebody got pushed once?" 

That in itself spoke volumes about the nature of Manabe and her 
friends. They were a prime example of the kind of people that 
invoke the strong urge in me to stay away from the mundane. 

Mundane means average people. And, more often than not, 
average people resembled Manabe and her friends in nature. The 
kind of people I deeply wish to avoid. 

"Hmm... what about the Karuizawa girl?" I inquired. 

"She's just as bad," Ibuki answered immediately. "Rather than just 
take it on the chin and apologize to them and get it all over with, 
she's acting all stubborn. Honestly, those gyaru types piss me off." 

"Well, I can't say that I disagree," I replied with a small smirk. 

Ibuki Mio didn't like socializing, and most definitely preferred to 
work alone - at first, I'd chalked it up to her not being very good at 
socializing with people, but that didn't seem to be the case. 

While talking to her now, it didn't feel awkward, and it didn't 
seem like she had any issues speaking to me either. In other words, 
she has satisfactory social skills — she just chooses not to socialize. 

To be fair, if Manabe was my classmate, I'd do the same thing. 

"Say, being Rytien's right hand and all, your position in the Class 
C hierarchy must be quite high. Can't you just tell them to shut up 
and leave it be?" I asked her. 

Ibuki was one of the few people who hadn't fully fallen into 
complete obedience to Ryiien. I'd learned this after witnessing her 
altercation with him just before the island exam, on this very ship. 

What this meant was that she was probably one of the highest in 
the pecking order in Class C. If she ordered Manabe and her friends 
to stand down, they would likely have no other choice than to obey. 

"Well, yeah. But I feel like I'd lose self-respect and dignity if I 
involved myself in something so petty," Ibuki answered. 


The two of us wordlessly began to walk down the corridor side by 
side, as we realised that we were blocking the path for other 
students by standing idly. 

Before I knew it, I'd somehow ended up chatting to Ibuki like one 
would a friend. How strange. 

"Hmm? But, in the event that it escalates and gets out of hand, 
the whole of Class C could be affected by their behaviour. Is it not 
best to quell the flame while it is small?" 

I probed her to see how she'd respond. 

"Well, in that case, they'll be having a little chat with Ryien." 

As expected, the looming threat of Ryiien's wrath seemed to stop 
any of the Class C students from stepping out of line. They were 
more scared of him than they were the actual school's penalties. 

"Ryiien is the absolute authority, huh..." I murmured. 

",..That's how it is," Ibuki confirmed with a reluctant nod. 

"Hm?" I tilted my head to the side as I glanced at the girl walking 
beside me. "Does that disturb you?" 

"Well, I can't say I like Ryiien. In fact, I hate him." 

"But you still follow him?" 

"I acknowledge him as the only man who has the ability to bring 
us to Class A. That's it. Nothing more." 

So, Ibuki respected Ryten's ability, but hated him as a person, 
huh? Well, it wasn't entirely unexpected, considering Ryien's 
nature. 

"The ability to take you to Class A, huh..." 

"That's right. I find his methods completely distasteful, but I can't 
deny that he can bring results." 

I raised an eyebrow. "Bring results? Last I checked, all Ryien's 
done so far at this school is fail." 

First, it was with his plot to pick a fight with another class and 
frame them for it, and then again on the island exam. No matter 
how you look at it, Ryiien's schemes have all failed thus far. 

"Well, it's true that as far as Class D has been involved, Rytien is 
yet to succeed. However, he has executed a number of successful 
schemes behind the scenes. Even on the island, although he failed 
to gain any class points, he still managed to steal the key cards and 
find out Class A's leader. Plus, he achieved his true objective, did he 
not?" 

"You mean the contract he formed with Class A?" I asked. 

"So you knew, huh?" 

Ibuki looked half as if she was expecting me to already know, but 
also seemed frustrated by it. Did she say that unsure of whether or 
not I actually knew about it? In that case, she risked leaking 
something unnecessary to Class D. 


Why? Did she believe that Class D would've already figured it out 
on our own? If so, that meant that she held a certain degree of 
acknowledgement for abilities. She must've taken this into account 
before speaking, perhaps prodding to see how I'd respond. 

My opinion of Ibuki Mio went up. 

"Well, I figured that he had something going on with Class A, 
going by the fact that they didn't spend a single S point during the 
whole island exam yet still ended up with water bottles purchased 
from the school. Linking that back to the one class that'd spent all 
their points on luxuries wasn't hard. I don't have a definite idea of 
what Ryiien got in return for all that, though." 

I explained my reasoning to Ibuki, seeing no reason to withhold 
such information now that the exam is over. If she reports this back 
to Ryiien, then so what? 

That guy probably already figured that Class D knew about his 
alliance with Class A. 

"I see... you're a sharp one." 

Unexpectedly, Ibuki gave me a compliment. 

"Well, you're also pretty smart, Ibuki. You said that bit about 
Ryiien's true goal because you predicted that I already knew about 
it right, and wanted to see how I'd react to gauge me?" 

I daresay that this girl is even above that Horikita in Class E in 
terms of overall prowess. Such were my true thoughts. 

"Speaking of, why did you do that?" I inquired inquisitively. 

"Well..." Ibuki began hesitantly. "In a way, you remind me a little 
of Rytien. And after the special exam on the island, I came to think 
that you have tremendous ability too, just like him. I wanted to 
confirm that, I suppose." 

So the whole reason she approached me was because she wanted 
to test my ability? It certainly explained the coincidental meeting, 
but I couldn't help but wonder why she'd singled me out among all 
the students in Class D. 

Perhaps it's because I was the one who appeared before Rytien 
and Ibuki after she knocked out Horikita? 

Or is it because I remind her of Rytien, whatever that means? Or 
maybe both? 

Well, whatever the case, here we are. I'm now acquainted with 
Ibuki Mio. Whether or not that's a good thing is yet to be 
discovered. 

"I remind you of Rytien? How so?" 

"Well, for one, you give off that same air of superiority and 
flippant attitude that he does. And you don't seem averse to using 
others as pawns for your own gain, similarly to Ryiien too, to name 
a few things." Ibuki explained as we walked. 


"Exuding an air of superiority and flippantness, and using others 
as pawns? Aren't those traits that make you hate Ryiien? Shouldn't 
you then also hold a dislike towards me, too?" 

I expected Ibuki to admit that she did indeed hate me, and only 
approached me to confirm her hunch, but she subverted my 
expectations and shook her head. 

"Nah. Pushing others down for your own benefit is pretty much 
what every successful person does nowadays. What I dislike about 
him is how he's so quick to exercise violence." 

I visibly narrowed my eyes at her. "What, coming from the person 
who didn't hesitate to beat Horikita down two-on-one back on the 
island?" 

She shot me a harsh glare in response. "Hey, that was a last resort 
and you know it. What else could I do? She was so insistent on 
fighting me for the key card." 

Fair enough, I thought to myself. If somebody was insistent on 
fighting with you that much, then I suppose there was only one 
move available to you. 

"So, it's more like, you hate Rytien because he thinks of making 
people submit to him through violence first, as his primary 
method?" 

"Exactly." 

"Though I must say, for somebody so opposed to using violence to 
win your battles, you're pretty strong." I said. 

Ibuki rolled her eyes. "I didn't become strong so I could beat 
people up. Also, I'm not sure if that's a good thing to say to a girl?" 

I stared at her in confusion briefly. 

"You don't seem like the type to be offended by such words 
anyway." I brushed off what I presumed to be a joke. 

"Heh. You're lucky that I'm proud of my strength." Ibuki 
proceeded to glance up and down my figure for a moment before 
speaking again. "Speaking of strength, are you strong, Lelouch?" 

"You'd beat me up," I answered immediately. "Honestly, it 
wouldn't even be a fight. More of a humiliating beatdown on my 
end, to be honest." 

I had to say that before she got any scary ideas. You know, for my 
own safety. 

After realising what I'd just said, I thought that I ought to tack on 
an extra bit at the end. 

"But don't tell anyone, okay? If it got out that Lelouch could be 
beaten up easily by a girl, my reputation would plummet!" 

Ibuki stared at me in disbelief for a few beats, before she let out a 
few hearty laughs. 

So she can laugh, huh. Interesting. 


"You're an idiot, you know?" 

"Oi, what did you say about my ability earlier? 'Tremendous,' was 
it?" I shot back with a laugh. 

"Shut up." 

Before I realised it, we'd ended up quite far from the rooms, 
standing on the breezy deck of the ship. Realising that the exam 
period was over and we'd already walked far enough away, I 
decided to end it here. 

"Well, we'd better part ways here," I told Ibuki. "I bet Rytien has 
quite a bit to say about the meetings just now, too." 

"Tch. It'd be more surprising if he didn't." 

I turned my back to Ibuki and began walking in a different 
direction, but not before dropping a departing line, of course. 

"See you around, Ibuki." 

"Yeah," she called out. 

Well I might as well just go back to the guest room for now. It's not 
like there's any urgent need to meet with the whole class right now 
anyway. Every discussion seems to have gone similarly. 

I briefly wondered whether anybody else would've returned to 
our room yet, but quickly realised that it didn't really matter. 

Whether I got some rest or made idle talk with those guys, both 
were acceptable. 

Hmm, what's this? It seemed like I'd started subconsciously 
referring to such things as ‘acceptable,’ rather than 'mundane,' 
which I usually use. 

... That's a good thing, right? 

A/N: 6353 word count. 

This chapter took longer than usual to come out since the v4 
exam is kinda shit ngl. To compensate I'll probably place a bit 
more focus on the developing relationships between the 
characters and the Kei situation for this volume. 

Also, it seems that some Suzune simps appeared in my last 
chapter claiming that she got nerfed or whatever. Just 
remember guys, you're talking about the girl who, even after 
her supposed development as a character and leader, was 
arrogant enough to think she could fight Hosen 1v1l and 
decided to go alone in the y2 island exam even though it was a 
stupid idea, considering that there were numerous other Class 
D groups in danger of falling into the expulsion range that 
needed help she should've grouped up with. If anything, I've 
actually buffed Horikita in this fic by making her smart enough 
to see through Light's cover plan, especially this early on. 

As always, thanks for reading <3 


Chapter 4-4: Snake Group 


3rd Person POV 

"Oh? Now what do we have here? An unexpected face, most 
certainly." 

Ryiien Kakeru spoke in an aloof tone as the other boy emerged 
and stepped out onto the deck. That boy was Kanzaki Ryiji. 

The pair were currently rendezvousing at the bow of the ship, an 
area which is desolate during even the prime hours of the day. 

It was currently very shortly after there first one-hour discussion 
period had ended, which meant that many students had met with 
their friends in recreational areas, intending to forget about their 
mental exhaustion. 

What this meant is that there was no chance of anybody 
coincidentally stumbling upon their meeting here. 

"Whatever could you be referring to?" 

The boy with an odd shade of grey-violet gradient hair spoke 
back to Rytien without a hint of cowardice. A feat that wasn't 
commonplace amongst the first years at the school, especially those 
that call Class C home. 

"Kuku. Obviously, I'm talking about the fact that I called Honami 
here, not you." 

"I see. Well, if you put it like that, I can see that my face would be 
unexpected to see at such a place." 

Ryiien narrowed his eyes at the Class B student who stood at 
equal height to him. 

"Honami isn't with you?" 

"I expected that a call from Rytien would probably involve class 
affairs, which is why I came here in Ichinose's stead." Kanzaki 
answered calmly. 

"Meaning?" Ryiien interrogated back. 

"As of now, Ichinose is no longer acting as the leader of Class B." 

Hearing this, Rytien burst out into haughty laughter. He took a 
moment to compose himself, before talking in a mocking tone. 

"What, did Honami get cold feet after her little fall in the last 
exam? How disappointing. I thought she'd at least have the gall to 
put up a decent challenge." 

"You're free to interpret it however you wish. However, I'd like to 
request that you refrain from speaking wrongly about Ichinose." 


Ryiien seemed to ponder those words for a moment, and 
ultimately decided that it wasn't worth the provocations at the 
current moment. 

"I see. In that case, forget that I said anything," 

To Kanzaki's visible surprise, Rytien backed down. 

"Thank you," Kanzaki said. 

A lull of silence enveloped the duo, which Kanzaki broke shortly 
after with an inquiring question. 

"So, why did you call Ichinose and, by extension, Class B's leader 
all the way out here, Ryiien?" 

"Just wait. I'll explain it once the other one gets here." Rytien 
answered vaguely. 

"There's another person coming? Who?" 

"One of my personal favourite people to play with," Rytien told 
him, flashing his white teeth. 

A gust blew over the deck, causing the two boys' relatively long 
hair to flutter up as the air rushed past. They silently waited, until a 
faint sound began reverberating to the floor. 

Approaching footsteps. Not twenty seconds later, the source of 
the rhythmic steps made its presence known as it joined Ryiien and 
Kanzaki. 

A lone girl with long, black hair and scrutinising, red eyes. This 
girl was the current de facto leader of Class E, a position she'd 
acquired due to the boost in admiration and respect she'd received 
due to the island exam. 

As a result of Koenji's antics, Hirata had ended up informing his 
classmates that Horikita, despite her failing health, had persevered 
through the exam and ended up in them maintaining a solid point 
total. 

Consequently, Horikita had gained a strong degree of influence 
within her class. Although she still had ways to go, if she could 
manage to rally her classmates, perhaps she could become a full-on 
leader, ready to take the front foot against the other classes. 

"Ah, Suzune, you kept me waiting, you know." Ryiien 
sarcastically complained as she stepped towards them. 

The girl didn't break her stride and simply took one quick glance 
at the timepiece on her wrist. 

"I'm on time. You're just early. I don't care if you end up waiting 
ten hours for me — I'm not coming any time earlier than specified." 

These kinds of jokes don't work on Horikita — this became clear to 
Ryiien, who had received a retort much harsher than his original 
remark. 

"Ooh, how feisty of you," 

"All right stop messing around," Horikita snapped. "Just get on 


with it." 

"Yes. I'm also interested to know why you've called the two of us 
to this location," Kanzaki agreed with piqued curiosity. 

"It's simple. I have an interesting proposal for you two," Rytien 
told them with a smirk. 

"A proposal?" Horikita echoed. "What kind?" 

"A proposal to crush Class A and Class D." Rytien answered. 

Horikita and Kanzaki sent Rytien a suspicious look, apparently 
not buying his words. Rytien either didn't notice the gazes, or 
pretended not to, as he continued without a hitch. 

"I already know all of the identities of the VIPs from Class C." 

There it was. Just as Katsuragi had his own strategy, Ryiien had 
come up with a very Ryien-like plan. Things were evolved to be 
much more complex than they were this morning. 

"Three classes will share information about all the VIPs. That 
way, we'll bypass the school's rules," said Ryiien. 

In other words, he wanted Class B, Class C and Class E to join 
forces. 

"With this agreement, it would be easy for you to stab us in the 
back," Kanzaki noted with narrowed eyes. 

"It's natural that you wouldn't trust me. In that case, why don't we 
make a contract? We'll pledge to share the identities of our three 
VIPs and go after Class A and Class D. That way, our three classes 
will benefit while the other two won't." 

"A contract is meaningless, since we won't know who might 
betray whom. If Class C betrays us, it'll all be over," replied 
Horikita. 

The strategy proposed by Ryiien wasn't necessarily a bad one, but 
it seemed that Rytien himself was the issue. 

"You're talking as if you'll be fine simply passing up this 
opportunity," Rytien chided her with a grin. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"It's simple, really. As it stands, it seems that every class has taken 
Katsuragi's strategy on-board. However, after this special exam, 
Class D will be promoted to Class B. In other words, the two classes 
I've proposed that we crush will be enjoying the status quo at the 
top. Do you really think it's wise to pass on this opportunity to close 
the gap? There's no telling how many special exams there will 
actually be before graduation, and I'm sorry to say but Class E isn't 
looking too hot right now." Rytien explained while still wearing that 
smile. 

The points he made were solid, and backed with sound reasoning. 

Kanzaki and Horikita both fell silent as they took the time needed 
to properly digest what they'd just been told. In this situation, the 


best decision was definitely unclear. 

"How can you assure us that you won't betray us, Rytien?" 
Kanzaki asked him unsurely. 

"Just use your head a little. While I could technically betray you 
for some short-term class point gain, that would also be letting 
Class A and Class D run free and enjoy life at the top. I want to 
bring those two down before the gap becomes too big — it's the top 
priority right now, a common goal we all share." 

Ryiien spoke convincing words, but it seemed that the fact that 
he was Ryiien caused them to sound less trustworthy by default. An 
unfortunate side effect for someone who utilises such methods as 
him. 

Horikita let out a sigh. "Considering the current state of affairs, 
I'm not exactly opposed to your proposal, Rytien-kun. But don't start 
thinking I'm on board with you, either." 

Horikita declared her firm neutral stance. It appeared that it 
would now be up to Ryiien to sway her one way or the other. 

"Keeping things as they are is the preferred option for Class A, 
who sit at the top enjoying their luxuries. By nature, doesn't that 
mean that keeping things as they are is the thing Class E should be 
aiming to avoid the most?" 

Ryiien put forward a question with a clear answer. 

"Well, yes, that's true." Horikita replied. 

"Therefore, it's wise for you to join hands with me, rather than 
simply allowing the dust to settle with no change." 

"But the issue here is that there is no guarantee that you'll stay 
true to your promises, Ryiien." Kanzaki interjected, pointing out the 
obvious. 

"Well, there's no guarantee that you won't betray me, either, is 
there? We're all taking a risk here." Ryiien countered. 

"Considering your actions, especially those you've committed 
towards my class, I can hardly trust you easily, Rywen." Kanzaki 
told him firmly. 

Near the start of the year, Ryiien had attempted to cause a divide 
within Class B. Although it had failed, the whole situation had still 
caused damages in class points on Class B's end. 

This event is what started Kanzaki's negative opinions on Ryiien. 
They had only worsened after the trick he'd pulled with the spies in 
the last special exam, taking advantage of their goodwill. 

"That being said..." he continued. "It is as you say. Passing up this 
chance to even out the score would be rather foolish. There's no 
telling how many opportunities we'll get until graduation to close 
the gap to Class A." 

Ryiien smile grew a fraction wider. "And what conclusion does 


that bring you to, Kanzaki?" 

Kanzaki let out a sigh of admission. "I'm willing to cooperate with 
you this time. Rytien." 

Horikita seemed shocked by this development, while Ryiten 
simply wore a satisfied grin. It was almost as if he'd expected this to 
be Kanzaki's answer. 

"Be warned, though, Ryiien. If you betray me for this exam, there 
will be no chance for further cooperation between our classes in the 
future. Considering that there's still a long three years until 
graduation, I hope you won't do anything stupid like that." Kanzaki 
added strictly. 

"Well, obviously," Ryien rolled his eyes. "If I betray you here, I 
will be branded untrustworthy by every other class in our year, 
pretty much closing off any cooperation between them and me. 
That will limit my options to an unimaginable degree in the future, 
which is something I cannot allow." 

Rytien appealed to Kanzaki and Horikita with cold, calculated 
reasoning. Well, it could be argued that this was the best way to get 
through to the two of them. 

They were unlikely to trust him, based off of who he was, so 
Ryuen had deemed it more effective to approach the issue from a 
logical angle. For him, betraying Class B and Class E here would 
gain him only a minor bonus compared to sticking to his word, but 
it would have huge effects down the line. 

It's likely that there would be numerous exams in the future that 
required classes to cooperate with one another — if one of these 
cropped up and Ryitien was unable to open negotiation due to his 
actions in this exam, he would likely lose by a landslide. 

In that case, the bonus class points he'd gain from acting as a 
traitor in this exam would probably be lost, rendering it completely 
pointless to even consider doing. It would only be harmful to Class 
C in the big picture. 

"Even if you rationalise that, it's well known that Ryiien is an 
incomprehensible existence. Even saying all that, you could end up 
betraying us anyway," Horikita argued stubbornly. 

"Kuku, feel free to think that, Suzune. But it won't get you 
anywhere." Ryuen retorted with a smile. 

"If you want my cooperation, I suggest that you stop calling me 
that." 

Horikita glared at Ryiien coldly, her words almost said like a 
threat. Ryiien, however, seemed to only derive amusement from her 
reaction. 

"You don't seem to understand," Ryiien replied. "While it's true 
that keeping things as they are now is bad for Class C, it's still much 


worse for Class E, who are shitting the bed with less than 300 class 
points. I can afford to pass on this exam if necessary, but you don't 
have that luxury, unfortunately for you, Suzune." 

Ryiien retained his condescending attitude, knowing that he held 
all the cards. His reasoning was good — it was all right before, since 
Class D and Class E were quite close together, but Class D had ran 
away with the lead on them due to the results of the island exam. 

In other words, Class E were currently isolated from the main 
battle at the bottom. There is less than 250 points between Class A, 
Class D and Class B as it stands, and Class C could easily jump into 
the midst of the fray with one good special exam result also. 

Class E had to do something, otherwise their position as the 
lowest class would be more or less sealed. Rytien understood this, 
which is why he was able to act so disrespectful in the current 
situation. 

Horikita bit her lip and scowled in frustration. While it might not 
seem like much, this was actually a big improvement for the girl. 

Horikita at the start of the year would've undoubtedly been 
blinded by her pride and walked away just now, but this Horikita 
had matured enough to realise that she should just ignore Rytien's 
provocations and work with what she could. 

She let out a deep sigh of admission. "Fine. I'll work with you on 
this, Ryiien. But be warned, if you betray me, you'll come to regret 
it." 

Was it a threat, or was she merely referring to the fact that 
betraying here would only result in the traitor becoming alone in 
every future battle? Kanzaki wasn't sure. 

"Obviously, for this to work, you must have control over your 
class. I already know all the VIPs that Class C has, and can make my 
classmates submit answers whenever I want. Can you two say the 
same?" Rytien asked, getting straight down to business. 

"I know all of Class B's VIPs, and with Ichinose's support, there 
won't be any trouble betraying groups." Kanzaki answered matter- 
of-factly. 

"I do know all of our VIPs. But I'm not sure if my class would 
listen to me or not if I told them to submit guesses," Horikita 
admitted dryly. 

"Hm, perhaps you can do a grand speech about how you will lead 
Class E to victory? Then they might put their belief in you." Ryiien 
suggested half-jokingly. 

"Well, whatever, I can probably sort something out to get 
someone to guess for me. Moreover, how do you plan to attack 
Class A and D once we've shared information?" Horikita asked him 
suspiciously. 


"I presume that Ryiien intends to identify the Class A and D VIPs, 
and have each of us betray those groups. That way we can attack 
them while splitting the profits amongst us." Kanzaki surmised. 

Ryiien's eyes widened a fraction. 

"I didn't expect that sort of thinking from you, Kanzaki. Maybe 
Class B is more dangerous with you leading them after all," he said, 
flashing his teeth in a wide smile. 

"W-wait, what do you mean?" Horikita asked in confusion. "Even 
if we share VIPs, we only narrow down the Class A and D VIP 
identities to four or five people per group." 

Indeed, if you simply rule out all of the Class B, C, and E students 
from each group, you're still left with four or five candidates for the 
VIP, made up of the remaining Class A students. 

However, this wasn't the approach Ryiien had in mind. 

"Read this, Suzune." 

Ryiien pulled out his phone and pointed the screen such that 
Horikita could read it. On it, the mail that the students had received 
from the school this morning was displayed. 

"Ah, I see now. You're assuming that because of the wording of 
this mail, there must be some sort of deliberate selection process for 
each VIP." 

Horikita deduced that much as she recalled her conversation with 
Yagami Light earlier in the day, in which she'd exchanged one of 
Class E's VIPs in return for 50 class points. 

"By knowing all the VIPs of our three classes, we will have more 
than enough information to figure out how the VIPs are allotted." 
Kanzaki said with confidence. 

This strategy of Rytien's was effective, however it's not clear how 
damaging it will actually be. The uneven spread of classes to 
groups, and groups to students meant that there was a good chance 
that Class D doesn't even have one VIP. 

If that happened, Class D would come out unscathed, and would 
inadvertently benefit from the hit to Class A. 

Additionally, even if they do have one or perhaps even more 
VIPs, the strategy is not cut and dry. If Class D catches wind of what 
these three classes are doing, they might propose an alliance with 
Class A. 

While Katsuragi is normally extremely cautious, he would have 
no choice but to make a move when threatened this much. If Class 
A and Class D share VIPs and figure out the pattern, they will be 
able to strike back at the groups with Class B, C and E VIPs, which 
would actually result in a net gain for them. 

Class A and D likely only have three or four VIPs between them, 
which means that they would only lose up to a net 200 class points 


from this outcome. However, they could gain up to 450 net class 
points by guessing the eight or nine VIPs held by the other three 
classes. 

Resultantly, it was paramount that Class D did not discover the 
alliance between Rytien, Kanzaki and Horikita. If they did, they 
would walk away with yet another strong victory under their belt 
from this exam. 

"By the way," Ryiien said. "Earlier today, the exam ended for the 
Rooster group before even the first discussion. Know anything 
about that?" 

"I did that," Horikita answered, to which Ryiien raised an 
eyebrow. "I made a deal with Yagami-kun; he would answer a 
group with a Class E VIP wrong in exchange for the identity of that 
VIP." 

Ryiien narrowed his eyes sharply as he _ processed this 
information. 

"So, Class D are also chasing the pattern, huh... while the deal 
you did was decent, Suzune, I'll have to tell you to not give them 
any more information whatsoever," Ryiien asserted, leaving no 
room for argument. 

Horikita gritted her teeth in response. "Yeah, I wasn't planning 
to." 

"Is this all for now?" Kanzaki asked. 

"Might as well be. I'll meet with you dipshits again tomorrow to 
discuss our strategy. In the meantime, I'll make a group chat, where 
I'd like you to each send the identities of your VIPs. We should be 
able to find the pattern in no time." 

One thing that Horikita and Kanzaki must've noticed is how 
easily Rytien was able to take charge, even when with leaders of 
other classes. 

Going with his flow, the two nodded, and the trio dispersed from 
the scene shortly after. 


AVAVAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"So, is anybody planning to talk this time?" 

A laughing voice broke the silence - it belonged to Hashimoto 
Masayoshi, a Class A student in the Snake group we were assigned 
to. 

He was referring to what had happened in the first discussion 
earlier today. The Snake group didn't contain any leader figures, 


which meant that nobody in particular was comfortable with taking 
charge. 

Consequently, discussions moved nowhere for the full hour last 
time. The most we'd gotten about the group's strategy was 
introductions and Class A's declaration that they wouldn't discuss 
anything. 

Kamuro Masumi and Yahiko Totsuka — the other two Class A 
students in the Snake group — seemed to abide closely by their 
pronounced philosophy of keeping silent. Hashimoto, however, had 
no qualms about speaking up about various things. 

"To be honest, none of the personalities here seem the type to 
strike up a deep and insightful conversation about this exam. 
Moreover, nobody here is a particularly influential figure in their 
classes, either. It's unlikely that this group has the ability necessary 
for independent action." 

Another boy spoke in response to Hashimoto. His name was 
Miyake Akito, a Class E student. Due to the nature of this school, 
one imagines a Class E student as being lesser than others, but 
Miyake seemed reasonable enough. His point was backed by sound 
reasoning. 

People like Light, Hirata and Ichinose would have no issue 
bringing the group together and leading the discussions, which 
greatly boosted the efficiency of the group as a whole due to the 
nature of this Zodiac exam. 

However, there was no one like that in the Snake group. As a 
result, things had quickly ground to a halt, locking us in a 
seemingly everlasting standstill. 

"Hm, but we can at least try to all get along and talk about the 
exam, right? It's best for everyone if we cooperate." 

Speaking the signature line of Class B, Amikura Mako suggested 
that we forget about stuff like hierarchy and simply try to talk as a 
cooperative group. 

Shiranami Chihiro, who had been Class B's leader during the 
Desert Island Exam, nodded her head in agreement with Amikura's 
words. 

Curiously, though, the other girl in the group looked away from 
the two. Her name was Himeno Yuki, and she definitely gave off a 
less approachable vibe than your average Class B student. 

"I already told you, didn't I?" Kamuro intervened. "Class A won't 
be trying to get along with you, talk about the exam or cooperate. 
Sorry, but that's simply what we've been told." 

Katsuragi had been the one to devise this all-out defence strategy, 
intending to simply do his best to retain Class A's position at the 
top. It was a fair approach, seeing as Class A didn't strictly need to 


gain any more class points. 

Amikura pouted at Kamuro. "Class A is mean! What about 
everyone else? We can still talk even if Class A ignore us, right?" 

"Class E is willing to talk," Miyake answered. "Right?" 

In response to the question of affirmation to his classmates, a 
blue-haired girl named Hasebe spoke. 

"Well, I don't see a particular problem with it." 

Another Class E student named Onodera chimed in with her 
opinion, too. "It's better than sitting here doing nothing every day, 
anyway." 

Class E had rejected the notion of non-discussion proposed by 
Class A, and sided with Class B, who advocated for cooperation 
between all the classes. 

"What about Class C?" 

"Well," Ishizaki, a loyal servant of Rytien, spoke for his 
classmates. "We're all in the dark about what Ryiien-san is planning, 
so I don't know what to do. Do you know anything, Shiina?" 

Shiina Hiyori was a girl I'd encountered during the last special 
exam. She volunteered to be a spy for Rytien, and had successfully 
infiltrated Class D's camp. There, I'd become vaguely acquainted 
with her, though I hadn't had a chance to speak to her since yet. 

"Since Ryiien-kun hasn't given us any instructions, I think we 
should just go with the direction of the group while refraining from 
doing anything drastic." 

She gave a well-reasoned answer in response. It was said that 
Shiina Hiyori was one of the most intelligent and reasonable 
students in Class C, and this was definitely backed up by her words 
just now. 

It wouldn't do if the Class C students in the Snake group did 
something drastic such as carelessly giving up the identity of their 
VIP. At the same time, though, it could also be problematic for 
Ryien if Ishizaki and the others refused all cooperation and caused 
friction to arise. 

As such, it's wisest for them to take a neutral approach right now. 
Shiina seemed to have realised this too, and would likely be taking 
the role of Class C representative within the Snake group. 

"And, what about Class D?" Amikura said, bringing the focus of 
the room to me. 

I was not used to this kind of situation, wherein I had the 
tentative gazes of everyone in the room all over me. 

I squashed such pointless nerves and addressed the group in my 
usual, unwavering manner of speech. 

"Whether I'll cooperate or not is not clear at this time." 

"Huh? What's that supposed to mean?" 


For the first time, Himeno spoke up, interrogating me rather 
aggressively. Her way of speaking was completely different to that 
of Amikura and Ichinose. 

I answered her without losing any of my composure. "Just what I 
said. At this time, I cannot guarantee that I'll cooperate, but I can't 
deny that I might either." 

While it was true that Outcome #3 is better than Outcome #1 for 
Class D, it is also true that Outcome #1 is better than Outcome #2. 
At least with Outcome #1, I would get some points, whereas I 
would walk away with nothing in the event of Outcome #2 
occurring. 

What this meant was that if it became apparent that I would 
never be able to discover the VIP's identity, it would be wisest for 
me to cooperate with the group and aim for Outcome #1, rather 
than being stubborn and allowing Outcome #2 to pass. 

As a result, it was still unclear to me which route I would end up 
taking. I had to bide my time and see if I could discover the VIP's 
identity on my own and betray the group before making a full 
decision regarding my cooperation. 

"Hmm, so Class D is taking the same stance as Class C? Could it 
be that Ayanokdji-kun is also yet to receive instructions on what to 
do?" Shiina asked me with a gentle smile. 

For some reason, whenever she smiled, I felt an inexplicable urge 
to protect her at all costs. Is this the power of being a cute female? 

"Yeah, something like that," I replied. 

It wasn't strictly true, but by saying this I could massively reduce 
the amount of wariness and suspicion the other students directed 
towards me. If it became apparent that I was refraining from 
choosing to cooperate or not of my own free will, I would definitely 
be viewed much more harshly than by saying I was merely 
following orders. 

"It seems like further discussion is pointless," Miyake said. "Class 
A is refusing to cooperate, and Classes C and D are taking a neutral 
stance as of now. Only Class B and Class E are actively advocating 
for cooperation, so we might as well give up for now." 

As things were now, no progress could be made. We would have 
to wait a day or two to see. 

"Huh? You want to give up already?" Amikura scolded Miyake for 
his seemingly unambitious attitude. 

Miyake, however, shook his head calmly. "That's not what I 
meant. What I meant was that we should wait for Ayanokoji and 
Class C to receive instruction from their classes before trying to 
make progress." 

Until Rytien discloses his strategy for this exam to his students, 


they can't really act. Once he instructs Shiina and the others on 
what to do, though, it will allow the whole group to move forward. 

As for me... by the time that happens, I will most likely have 
decided whether I will have more success aiming to discover the 
VIP or cooperating, so there should be no problems. 

Following suit of the Class A students who had all taken out their 
mobile phones, who were presumably chatting to their friends 
about idle things via text, Amikura and the other Class B girls also 
took out their phones. 

"Another hour of non-interaction, huh..." Amikura muttered as 
she tapped her phone screen. 

Like that, with everyone keeping to themselves and doing their 
own thing with their phones and whatnot, the hour passed. In the 
end, no discussion was had, just like the first meeting earlier today. 

I quickly left the room, seeing no reason to stick around, and 
headed aimlessly back to the guest room I shared. 

It was important to get back there quickly, because Shiro was 
holed up in the room all alone. 

Unlike the initial explanation meeting, the group discussions 
were all held at the same time. That meant that all of Class D 
excluding Shiro were with their groups simultaneously. 

In other words, there was nobody to stay with Shiro. 

I genuinely felt bad for her situation, and found myself walking at 
a faster pace than usual to get back to her. 

Coincidentally, though, on the way, I ran into a boy who was 
doing the exact same thing as me. I called out to his back as we 
walked in the same direction, him a little in front. 

"Hey. Sora." 

He stopped and swivelled around, turning to look at me. 

"Ah, Ayanokoji. You coming back to the room too?" 

"Yeah. Want to walk together?" 

"Sure." 

We walked silently shoulder-to-shoulder, which I found quite 
odd. I took a glance at Sora's face, and noticed something equally 
odd. His expression was rather complicated, as if he was deep in 
thought about something disconcerting. 

"Something the matter?" I asked him, my curiosity piqued. 

"Uhm, well... the truth is—" Sora looked as if he was about to 
speak, but the words got caught in his throat and he stopped. 

He paused, as if contemplating something in his mind, before 
shaking his head and continuing. 

"_I'm just worried about Shiro. That's all." 

"I see. This situation is most definitely unpleasant for her, more 
than anyone." I replied. 


"Yeah. Being apart from the one you've spent so long depending 
on isn't easy." 

"Speaking of, how are things going in your group, Sora?" 

Sora seemed slightly shaken for just a split second as I said that, 
but it quickly disappeared with no traces left behind, as if it had 
never been there in the first place. It appeared that being apart 
from Shiro was harder on him than expected. 

"Well, it's going neither good nor bad, I guess. Ichinose is trying 
her best to keep everyone together after Class A bowed out, but we 
haven't been able to make any progress whatsoever since the start 
of this exam. This past hour, we did nothing but play cards." 

The Rabbit group was in a similar deadlock to the Snake group 
from the sounds of it. Katsuragi's 'Castle Gate’ defensive strategy 
had affected every group heavily, almost single-handedly 
preventing any hope of progressive discussion. 

"The situation is the same in my group, too," I said. "Did you tell 
your group that you don't intend to cooperate with them?" 

Unlike other classes such as Class A and Class C, who were 
thoroughly led by just one person during these exams, each member 
of Class D was left mostly to their own devices when it came to our 
tactics. 

Every Class D student was competent, which meant that there 
was no need for a leader-figure to instruct us on exactly what to do. 
Just coming together as a class beforehand and discussing our 
general game plan was enough - from there, everybody trusted 
each other to act with our outlined strategy in mind. 

Resultantly, I didn't know how Sora was approaching the exam 
within his group. There were many ways to pursue Outcome #3, 
after all, and I had no way to know which one Sora had chosen. 

Of course, there was a chance that he hadn't taken any action at 
all due to his dulled ability. 

"The opposite, actually," Sora answered. "I told them that I will 
cooperate." 

I found myself surprised by his words. His declaration of 
cooperation must've raised a few eyebrows within the Rabbit group. 

Ichinose, at least, was intelligent enough to realise that pursuing 
Outcome #1 was foolish from a Class D perspective. She surely 
must've been suspicious. 

Or maybe she wasn't. Ichinose was the type to simply trust the 
word of others, after all. 

"I thought that it would be best to lay low for now, and then 
betray them when they least expect it," Sora elaborated. "It is a 
perfect plan! If I can win their trust, then they'll never see it 
coming! And also—" 


He seemed like he was about to continue, but abruptly cut 
himself off and went silent. 

"No, that's not it," he said eventually. 

A self-deprecating laugh escaped from Sora's lips, and he wore an 
expression that looked as if he was lamenting his own 
incompetence. 

"This is just self-deception, isn't it? The truth is, I was simply too 
scared to go against the crowd without Shiro there. There's no great 
strategy or plan behind it at all. It's nothing more than mere 
cowardice." Sora spat. 

In laymen's terms, Sora was referring to peer pressure. It was 
incredibly difficult to speak out and actively go against a group, 
even more so when you're completely alone within it. 

It would take a certain kind of character to be able to simply 
declare that you intend to not cooperate to a group of people who 
have agreed to cooperate. 

I could picture Blank easily doing such a thing, but it appeared 
that Sora alone could not. 

"Don't worry about it. I already told you, didn't I? Small steps." I 
told him. 

"Even if you say that, it's frustrating regardless." 

I could understand his irritation very well. The desire to 
accomplish something that others could do, despite your own 
progress being slow. I'd seen countless children destroy themselves 
because of it in the past. 

"The drive of wanting to be able to become stronger... pour that 
energy into self-improvement, rather than into self-lamentation." 

If you could flip your despair at being weak into motivation to 
become strong, you can improve much faster, no matter what it 
might be at. 

"Yeah, that's the philosophy I've always gone by too. But in this 
specific scenario, the only way I can improve is by actually going 
out there and acting alone, so I have plenty of downtime to criticize 
myself when I'm with others," Sora joked, returning to light-hearted 
banter. 

His words intrigued me. He said that he shared my philosophy. 
Did that mean that he was not gifted his talents naturally, but had 
worked for them? If so then I would be impressed. His level of 
ability was not easy to achieve by any stretch of the imagination. 

"By the way, what did you do in your group? About declaring our 
cooperation, I mean." Sora asked, returning to our earlier topic. 

"I simply told them that I was taking a neutral stance and couldn't 
yet confirm it one way or the other," I answered. 

"Wouldn't they become suspicious of you then?" 


"I was able to mask it by saying that I was taking orders from our 
class' leader." 

"Ah, that's right!" Sora exclaimed, before realising we were on the 
deck surrounded by people and speaking in a hushed tone. 
"Everybody still thinks that Lelouch is our full-time leader, when in 
reality he's only a surface representative. Quick thinking, to be able 
to use it to your advantage." 

Well, in reality, all I had done is go along with what Shiina had 
said. It would be much more impressive if I had thought of this on 
the fly, considering how the knowledge was hidden and how I could 
use it for misdirection purposes off the top of my head. 

I think I'll refrain from telling Sora this, though. 

"Yeah. It could also become advantageous in the future, in the 
case that the other classes think they can immobilize us by 
eliminating our 'leader."' I said. 

If the other classes thought that we needed Lelouch to function, 
then it would be ideal if we could keep that misconception floating 
around. It could become a powerful trick to play in the future. 

"I hope you're not thinking in the case that Lelouch gets expelled," 
Sora said in an almost warning tone. 

Well, I couldn't deny that the thought had crossed my mind, but 
I'd better keep that to myself. 

"Obviously, I don't want to see any of us get expelled," I smoothed 
over Sora's misunderstanding like that. "You seem quite averse to 
somebody getting expelled though, Sora." 

"Of course I am," he responded immediately. "If you have to 
sacrifice even one person, then your entire victory is meaningless." 

Well, that's a philosophy I'd never encountered before. It was so 
foreign that I found myself unable to comprehend it. 

"Hm? But sometimes, sacrifices have to be made. One sacrifice 
can be worth it for the greater good, wouldn't you agree?" 

Unexpectedly, Sora shook his head without hesitation. 

"Nope. Whether you sacrifice just one person or a million people, 
it's all the same. Even if it's for some grandiose 'Greater Good,' the 
fact remains that people were discarded for a benefit that they will 
never get to enjoy." 

Sora intended to win without a single sacrifice. That was to say, 
he wanted to graduate as Class A with all of us beside him. An 
admirable objective, but I was slightly bewildered by his almost 
naive conviction. 

"Well, there's no need for you to worry about it. I'm not planning 
to sacrifice any of you guys." 

Well, not at the moment, anyway. 


AVAVAWA 


The starry skies stretched out before me as far as the eye could 
see. I wandered around, and stumbled onto the deck. 

"Wow, that's amazing." 

The view was mor beautiful than anything I had see in a movie or 
envisioned in a book. It was the kind of sky you couldn't see in a 
large city. There were a few couples holding hands, looking up to 
the stars shoulder-to-shoulder. I felt a little lonely. Because there 
was almost no light, I couldn't make out their faces, but I didn't 
particularly care. I wasn't interested in other people's romances. 

But amongst all the couples, there was one student looking up at 
the starry skies alone. A girl, judging by the silhouette. 

I couldn't just walk up and say something like, "Why don't we 
look at the stars together?" I'd probably come off sounding like one 
of those sleazy pick-up artists. Besides, if a boyfriend came along 
and joined her in the middle of me making a move, it would be bad. 
But part of me was interested in discovering her identity. I tried 
getting a little closer. 

The girl turned toward me. 

"Huh? Oh, Ayanok6ji...kun?" 

"That voice... Kushida?" 

Kushida stepped out of the shadows. She looked at me with an 
expression of shock. 

"Are you... alone?" I asked. Perhaps she was waiting to meet her 
boyfriend. The thought of that made me strangely uneasy. 

"Yeah, I am. I just couldn't seem to sleep." 

"I see," I answered. 

Well, now I knew she wasn't on a starlit date. In that case, I 
figured she wouldn't mind, so I got closer. Kushida wore a jersey. 
She must have just gotten out of the bath, because she smelled nice. 
It should have been the scent from the complimentary shampoos in 
our rooms, but it wasn't. How mysterious. 

"Aren't you cold?" I asked. 

"I'm fine. What about you, Ayanokoji-kun? Are you all alone?" 

I nodded. When I did so, Kushida laughed happily. 

"So we're both alone? I admit, I felt a little ashamed being alone. 
This makes me feel better." 

"Feel better because you're not the only one alone?" I asked. "Or... 
could it be that you feel better because you're no longer alone?" 

"H-huh?!" 

Kushida looked flustered, and quickly turned her back to me. 


"You shouldn't say things like that to a maiden you know, 
Ayanokoji-kun..." She murmured quietly. 

"Really? Does that mean you don't want to be together with me 
here? In that case, I can leave." 

I said that, and turned my back intending to leave, but her voice 
stopped me in my tracks. 

"W-wait! No!" She shouted from behind me. 

"Don't go..." She continued in a timid voice. 

Hearing this, I spun around and walked up to beside her, standing 
shoulder-to-shoulder and gazed up at the stars glittering up above. 

"This cruise is quite romantic, isn't it? There are stories of new 
couples being formed every day." I said absentmindedly. 

Kushida looked briefly confused by the sudden change of topic, 
but quickly joined the conversation almost seamlessly. I guess this is 
what makes Kushida's social skills so special. 

"Are you feeling left out?" She asked tentatively. 

"While I'd like to say no, I can't deny that I feel like a piece of my 
youth is missing because of it," I answered. 

"Hmm... I suppose... I feel the same way. Like I'm missing a piece 
of my youth, too." Kushida said in a sombre tone. 

I suppose that Kushida, being the way she is, was probably 
unable to fully enjoy her days as a high-schooler. 

High school. The age where you're old enough to be enjoy 
yourself and live as who you are, but young enough to not be 
sucked into the cycle of higher education and work-oriented 
society. Truly the best days of one's life. 

Kushida, though, had become so disconnected by her false 
persona that she was unable to live life to the fullest, expressing 
herself as who she was. I felt sympathy for her, even though I knew 
she'd brought this on herself. 

"Speaking of, AyanokOji-kun..." She continued, bringing me out of 
my thoughts. "Can I take your answer as confirmation that you 
want a girlfriend?" 

Carefully choosing my words, I gave her the safest possible 
response. 

"I suppose I'm not opposed to having one. I would probably take 
the opportunity if it arose, and if I found the girl suitable." 

"If the girl was suitable...?" Kushida tilted her head to the side as 
she pondered what I'd said. "What kind of girls does Ayanokoji-kun 
like?" 

"I can't really say," I gave her a truthful answer. 

"Well, which would you rather go out with? Girls like me, girls 
like Horikita-san, or girls like Karuizawa-san?" 

I didn't really know Karuizawa that well, but from what I could 


see, she was just your typical condescending and self-serving gyaru 
type. I don't think I could see myself dating that kind of person. 

And as for dating somebody like Horikita... 

Yeah. Let's not imagine that. 

"Given those options, I would choose Kushida without hesitation." 

A light pink colour made its way onto Kushida's cheeks as I said 
that, and she quickly shook her head, as if trying to shake it off. 

"W-why do you have to word it so dangerously?!" 

"I don't think I worded it any differently to how anybody else 
would, though?" I replied in confusion. 

"No, you definitely did!" 

It appeared that, due to my lack of experience in this field, I'd 
made a blunder in my wording, and created some kind of 
misconception. 

I thought about trying to clear it up by saying I wasn't 
romantically interested in Kushida, but there was a chance that'd 
just make her even more mad at me, so I left it alone. 

"What about you, Kushida? What kinds of boys do you like?" 

"What kind of boy do I like?" 

Kushida said that, before shifting her expression into a much 
darker one than her usual, bubbly demeanour and speaking in a 
hushed tone. 

"I can't have a boyfriend, Ayanokoji-kun. It would just be yet 
another fake relationship I have to care to, and no boy would 
accept my true face," she said coldly, as if she was disappointed I 
hadn't thought of this myself. 

"I don't think that's true, though," I disagreed to her surprise. 
"You've seen my other side too, right? And that side of me is much 
worse than this side of yours. It would be hypocritical of me to 
reject you on that basis." 

She narrowed her eyes suspiciously at my words. 

"Are you saying that you would accept both sides of me?" She 
asked, the coldness in her voice disappeared. 

A strange, faint trace of what was almost hope was also coated in 
her tone as she spoke. 

"Would I accept both sides of Kushida? That question is pointless. 
I have already accepted Kushida. Both your persona, and what lies 
beyond the mask." 

"I-I see..." Kushida whispered. 

A short silence set in, before Kushida took her distance from me 
and spoke unnaturally fast. 

"W-well, I'm feeling tired, so I'm going to go now! Goodbye, 
Ayanokoji-kun!" 

"Bye?" I called out as she spun around and quickly departed, 


almost running away from me. 

... Did I say something weird? 

A/N: 7398 words! 

Rytien, Kanzaki and Horikita making moves! I wonder what 
Class D will do to combat this unseen threat. 

Also, quick question: Would you guys enjoy reading the .5 
volumes in this fic? After the Zodiac Exam, I was planning to 
have a bit of downtime and SoL like v4.5 in the original, but 
I'm not sure if the readers are interested in that or not, so let 
me know please. 

Other than that, thanks for your continued support <3 

P.S. Iam speed 


Chapter 4-5: Rabbit Group 


Suzaku's POV 

Seated at a café table were the four of us whom shared a guest 
room aboard this luxurious cruise liner, Speranza. I was beside my 
childhood friend, Lelouch, whilst Light and Ryuzaki sat opposite us. 

Plop! 


Plop! 


Plop! 

Lelouch, Light and I all slowly looked and stared at the unruly, 
black-haired boy. 

Plop! 


Plop! 


Plop! 

He was adding an extremely excessive amount of sugar cubes to 
his coffee. And, what's more surprising, was the fact that he was 
casually dropping them in as if nothing was wrong. 

Plop! 


Plop! 


Plop! 

That made 9. 9 Sugar cubes. In one cup of coffee. 

"Ryuzaki..." Lelouch said uncertainly. 

The boy froze, his hand hovering above the coffee with a sugar 
cube pinched between his thumb and index finger. 

"Hm? What is it?" Ryuzaki asked. 

"What the hell are you doing?" 

"Huh? What do you mean?" 

Ryuzaki tilted his head in genuine confusion, as if he had no idea 
what the problem was. 

"Why are you adding so much sugar?" Light asked in equal 
confusion. 

"Isn't it obvious? To make it sweeter." Ryuzaki answered as if it 
was the most obvious thing in the world. 


mt 


"But..." Lelouch began in disbelief. "... But that isn't 'sweet. 

He pointed to the cup in front of Ryuzaki as he continued. 

"What's in that cup isn't coffee anymore! That's liquid diabetes!" 

The three of us snorted in laughter, which was only amplified 
when Ryuzaki let go of the sugar cube between his fingers, causing 
it to splash into the cup. 

"Do you drink that much sugar on a regular basis?" Light asked 
once the laughter died down. 

"Yes. Why?" Ryuzaki replied, picking up the cup. 

"I-Isn't that bad for you?" I stammered. 

Ryuzaki shifted in his seat and took a sip of the liquid diabetes. 

"I burn the calories by using my brain," Ryuzaki rebutted, tapping 
his head. 

Everyone narrowed their eyes sceptically as we heard his 
refutation. 

"Does that really work?" Lelouch asked incredulously. 

"The brain alone accounts for approximately 20% of the body's 
total energy consumption. Naturally, it is also the organ that burns 
the most calories within a human." Ryuzaki told us, taking another 
drink of his 'coffee.' 

"I still think regular exercise is more effective, though?" I said 
with doubt in my voice. 

"Hm, speaking of, Suzaku, have you been exercising since you 
enrolled here?" Lelouch inquired. 

"Yeah, I have. If I allow my body to fall behind, then I really will 
be useless." I joked. 

It wasn't nearly as intense and strenuous as the training I'd 
endured during my years in the Britannian military, but I'd still 
been doing some decent-level workouts. 

"Speaking of, Kururugi," Light spoke. "Your physical ability seems 
extremely high-level. Doesn't mere casual exercise cause it to 
deteriorate?" 

He asked me a logical question. For a normal person, it would be 
natural to assume that maintaining this level of physical prowess 
would require extensive training. However, I was no normal person. 

"Actually, no. I haven't noticed any decrease at all. In fact, if 
anything, I may have even gotten a little stronger." I replied. 

The eyes of the other three widened in shock. 

"What?! You've improved?! How the hell does that work?" Lelouch 
exclaimed. 

"Well, it's simple. For an average person to reach this level, it 
would require years and years of hellish and torturous training, and 
equal efforts to maintain it — that's why there is pretty much no 
other high-schooler on my level." I informed them. 


"Right. But that doesn't explain how you aren't deteriorating at all 
at the moment." Ryuzaki pointed out. 

"Well, the answer is that I'm not just an average person. It seems 
that I'm gifted so much in physical ability that it eclipses even the 
most naturally proficient of athletes. For that reason, my baseline is 
much higher than average. That's why I can maintain it, even with a 
pretty standard exercise regime." 

Of course, if it wasn't for my excessive military training, this 
potential of mine would never have been unlocked. 

Some may claim that I got this kind of power easily, and that it's 
unfair to those who've worked hard their whole lives. 

However, the harsh reality is that humans have never been born 
equal. Not now, not ever. Throughout history, there have always 
been those born with natural gifts, and those born with better 
conditions and more accessible resources for improvement. 

Many people like to preach about how hard work triumphs 
natural talent, but what happens when somebody like me comes 
along who has natural talent AND works hard? In my opinion, such 
a person cannot be surmounted except by another person with even 
greater natural ability. 

"So, that's the reason why you were placed in Class E, huh." Light 
surmised aloud. 

"Yeah. That must be it," I responded with a light smile. 

Well, if I could be sure of one thing, it definitely wasn't because 
of my mental capabilities. 

Bzzt! 

At that moment, all of our phones vibrated simultaneously. It was 
either a mail from the school, or a message in the Class D group 
chat from one of the other three who weren't here right now. The 
latter was more likely, but— 

"A mail from the school, huh..." Lelouch muttered as he clicked 
his screen open. 

All of our eyes seemed to widen as we read the contents of the 
mail displayed on our screens: 

The test has now ended for the Monkey group. Those in the Monkey 
group are no longer required to participate any further. Please do not 
disturb the other students. 

"Hey wait a minute... 'Monkey group?' Isn't that your group, 
Ryuzaki?" Light asked as he read the mail. 

"Indeed," Ryuzaki answered him with narrowed eyes. 

"Did someone figure out the VIP...?" I wondered aloud. 

"I doubt it. Ryuzaki, did anybody in your group stick out as 
obviously the VIP?" Lelouch retorted with suspicion edging his tone. 

"Well, there were two or three students all of the same class 


whom I observed to be acting oddly compared to the rest, but there 
is basically no way to differentiate between those who are 
genuinely nervous because they're the VIP, and those that are 
simply putting on an act to cover for the real VIP based on 
behaviour-observation alone." 

If that's the case, then that means... 

What does that mean, exactly? 

"I'd say there are two possibilities. The first is that somebody just 
took a shot in the dark at one of the students in the 'oddly-acting' 
class. The second is that somebody intentionally guessed wrong." 
Light deduced. 

Those are two possibilities, but is there not a third? 

"Couldn't it also be that somebody figured out the pattern?" I 
pointed out. 

"I doubt it," Lelouch disagreed, much to my confusion. "If 
somebody figured out the pattern, they'd wait right until the very 
end to make their move so that there's no room for a counterattack. 
Plus, why would you go to all the trouble of finding the pattern just 
to betray one group?" 

"I see." 

So that's it, huh? The difference between them and me. 

Lelouch and the others are capable of understanding how the 
enemy would think and move, which allows them to make these 
kinds of predictions. I myself am able to notice a possibility, but I 
can't see past that at the depth beyond the surface. 

"I may be able to shed some light on the situation," Ryuzaki told 
us. "KOenji Rokusuke is also in the Monkey group." 

"That's who Ayanokoji theorises to be behind Class E's movements 
on the island exam..." I murmured out loud. 

"Well, I suppose Koenji's behaviour can be rationalised regardless 
of whether Ayanok6ji is correct or not," Lelouch said. 

"Eh? What do you mean?" I asked. 

"Put it like this," he began. "If Koenji didn't do anything during 
the island exam, then him just throwing this exam and ending it 
early because he finds it troublesome is consistent with his nature 
which we deduced from the very beginning." 

Indeed, everything lines up in that scenario. However, I had 
trouble seeing it from the other side. 

"But what if he did do something during the island exam? That 
would mean that our deductions about his personality were wrong, 
wouldn't it? And in that case, it probably wouldn't be him who 
made the betrayal for his group." I retorted. 

"Actually, even if he did make some movements on the island 
exam, that doesn't necessarily mean we were wrong about him," 


Light countered. "We didn't make a miscalculation based on what we 
knew. The reason why we dropped some points was because we 
didn't have the information that Class E's homeroom teacher could 
potentially resort to using force to make KOenji act. As Sora would 
say, information is the strongest weapon. And we were missing a 
key piece of the puzzle." 

The guys' deductions about Koenji didn't have to be incorrect for 
the island exam theory to be accurate. However, there was still one 
thing that didn't line up. 

"But, if that's the case, then he still shouldn't be throwing the 
exam this time, should he?" 

"Well," Ryuzaki interjected. "The only plausible explanation is 
that Koenji has somehow managed to escape whatever Chabashira- 
sensei was using to force him to act. For example, if it was 
blackmail, he may have found a way to nullify the leverage she 
holds over him." 

So that was it, huh? A sudden understanding flowed into my 
mind. No matter how many times it happens, I didn't think I'd ever 
get used to this feeling. 

But wait. If all of this does turn out to be true, doesn't that mean 
that the only powerful card that Class E had to play has been lost? 
It's hard to imagine that Class E could win without the help of the 
mastermind backing them. 

"Well, in any case, we won't know the truth until we do a bit of 
digging on our own." Lelouch said. 

"Do you think anyone else is suspect of the Class E mastermind 
too?" I asked. 

"Well, I wouldn't be surprised if Rytien was. Maybe Sakayanagi, 
too, once she hears about this." Light mused. 

Honestly, I found it oddly frightening that these guys could make 
these sorts of deductions with confidence about Sakayanagi having 
never actually formally met her. 

We'd only seen her one time, and that was when she visited our 
classroom on May Ist. But, even then, none of us actually held a 
conversation or introduced ourselves to her — she was merely there 
to take a quick look around before leaving. 

If I could recall correctly, she didn't even say much in general to 
us as a collective. 

"Heh. Maybe we should ask Ryiien if he has any suspicions. He 
could even help our investigation." Lelouch said with a laugh. 

"Work with Rytien? No way." I replied. 

"Why not? He certainly has the ability and resources available." 

"But he's the type that doesn't care about his methods as long as 
he wins." 


"Yeah, so am I. So what? You still work with me." 

"That's something I'm not proud of..." I muttered. 

Ryuzaki, who had been watching our back-and-forth along with 
Light, clicked his phone screen on and checked the time. 

"Well, it's almost time. You guys should go have fun in your 
meetings," he said. 

"Oh. Right. Ryuzaki's group just ended." Light said, standing up. 

"Maybe you should go and stay with Shiro, seeing as she's all 
alone for this hour?" I suggested. 

To my surprise, however, Ryuzaki shook his head. 

"I can't do that. I'm no good at comforting people." 

"It's not like you need to do anything, though," Light rebutted. 

"Shiro would probably feel uncomfortable with my gaze glued to 
her in silence. And I wouldn't know what to do otherwise. She'd 
probably feel safer alone than with me." 

Ryuzaki firmly rejected the proposals like that. 

"Well, I guess nothing can be done about it, then..." I murmured, 
pushing my seat out and rising to my feet. 

Lelouch also stood up, and joined Light and I. 

"Well, see you later, Ryuzaki," he waved, before the three of us 
turned around and departed from the scene. 


AVAVAWA 


Sora's POV 

Humans lie. 

It might sound obvious at first, but think about it properly for a 
second— 

Humans lie. 

In other words, no human has ever not lied throughout their 
lifetime. They're fundamental to our very being and society — even a 
so-called white lie is no exception; it's still a lie. 

It's ironic, isn't it? A world that preaches about truth and integrity 
is, itself, built upon a foundation of lies. 

This school, which aimed to prepare its students for the future, 
was perhaps attempting to be reminiscent of that with this exam. 

All of us within this group should be working towards the same 
common goal, but the greed, selfishness and lying tendencies of 
human beings served as our own obstacle. 

As always, trying to make the best of my situation, I'd come early 
in hopes of observing everyone else's behaviour. 

A group of Class C girls were the first people to enter. They were 


chatting loudly, looking like they were enjoying their conversation 
quite a bit. However, when they saw me, they instantly lowered 
their voices and sounded disgusted. They made sure to sit a good 
distance away from me. 

My fist tightened. 

The hell is with this shit?! If Light, Lelouch or Ayanokoji were here 
instead of me, you'd all be swooning right now!! Where is my harem?! 

Next in was Yukimura, a Class E student. We made brief eye 
contact, but both of us quickly looked away and he took a seat near 
me. He seemed to be acting how he always had. 

Next came the Class A group, Machida and Takemoto. Morishige 
came in by himself. Since they'd decided not to discuss anything, 
they once again sat at the far end of the room, close to the Class C 
girls. 

"Hey, Machida-kun. After we're done here, do you want to hang 
out with us? The three of us were looking to have some fun." 

Double standard!!! 

"I see," replied Machida. 

Even though Machida wouldn't participate, all the girls noticed 
him. Apart from Ichinose and Ibuki, they all seemed interested in 
Machida. And it was unfair! I'd been openly cooperative and helpful 
so far! Was I doing something wrong?! 

In any case, they were probably inviting Machida to hang out 
because they'd given up on finding the VIP. I highly doubted it was 
part of some master plan, so... 

Machida didn't seem particularly perturbed by the invitation. In 
fact, he looked pleased. 

Next came the other Class E students: Sotomura, or the Professor, 
and Karuizawa. Rather than coming here together, it looked as if 
they'd arrived at the same time by sheer coincidence. Karuizawa 
appeared openly disgusted by Sotomura's presence. After they 
entered, she quickly moved toward the back of the room. 

Why are so many girls openly hostile like this? To me, it makes 
zero logical sense. 

For one, it's only the girls that do it. I've never seen a boy be 
openly disgusted just by walking near someone before. It seemed to 
be an exclusively female thing. 

For two, it just made them dislikeable to everybody except all the 
girls in your clique who follow you. Unless you swing that way and 
they're your target audience, what the hell are you doing? You 
might as well be asking to make an enemy out of half the student 
body who don't much appreciate being treated like trash just 
because their popularity is lower than yours. 

For three; you make enemies, sure, but surely you get some 


compensation for it to justify the behaviour, right? Perhaps acting 
like this typical bitchy gyaru gets you more status and popularity? 

—Except it doesn't, and to prove it, all you have to do is look at 
the two most popular girls in our year. Ichinose Honami and 
Kushida Kikyo. 

The trait that these two share, which is what contributes to their 
extreme popularity, is actually the exact opposite of how Karuizawa 
acts. They're excessively nice to everyone indiscriminately! 

It's pretty clear that the key to being liked by everyone is to be 
cute, attractive and kind to everyone. In other words, if Karuizawa 
thinks she's gaining status or popularity or something by acting like 
she does, then she's one of the biggest idiots I've met so far. 

That being said, though... 

"Hey, aren't you sitting in my seat?" asked Karuizawa. Despite 
being late, she glared at the Class C girls. After seeing them being so 
friendly with Machida, she seemed even more frustrated. 

"I have no idea what you're talking about. What do you mean, 
your seat? Just sit anywhere. Any spot should be fine." 

"Well, that's the seat I want. That's my spot. Move," urged 
Karuizawa. 

"Huh? I'm talking to Machida-kun right now. He promised to 
hang out with me tonight," said Manabe. 

"Hey, Machida-kun. Could you please tell her that you want me 
next to you?" 

So now he's got girls fighting over him, too?! How wonderful. 

Machida, however, did not look pleased by this development. He 
actually seemed rather troubled, hesitating over what to do and 
who to pick. 

Karuizawa, picking up on his hesitation, quickly inserted herself 
between Manabe and Machida, and grabbed his hand. 

"How about we spend some time together, just the two of u—" 

"Pffft—!" 

I couldn't help it. I let out a pretty loud snort when I heard that. 

I actually found myself amazed that she could say something like 
that with a straight face, given that she was already dating Hirata. 

"Hey! What are you laughing at?" Karuizawa's cold glare set its 
sights on me. 

Oops. Not good. 

"Ah, sorry, I'm just impressed that you can come out with stuff 
like that when you already have a boyfriend," I answered truthfully. 

Upon mention of Hirata, some doubt appeared on Machida's face. 
Curiously enough, as Karuizawa noticed this, a flash of genuine 
worry formed on her expression. 

She composed herself quickly, though, and retorted sharply. "My 


relationship with Hirata-kun has nothing to do with a disgusting 
boy like you, Sora-kun." 

I actually found myself a little impressed by her. A majority of 
people would probably panic and stumble over their words trying 
to come up with a good excuse, but Karuizawa quick-wittedly 
dismissed my words, keeping the ball in her court. 

In other words, she was sharper and smarter than she first 
appeared. This also gave me a look into the person known as 
Karuizawa Kei. 

Over the past two days where I'd observed her behaviour, I 
noticed a trend in the way she approaches new environments. 

First, it was with the school — she attached herself to Hirata, one 
of the most popular boys not only within Class E but within our 
whole grade. She quickly became the girlfriend of the man who had 
one of the most influential voices and highest statuses in the whole 
year. 

And then again, the pattern repeated within this very group. 
Karuizawa had scouted out Machida, who seemed to be the most 
influential and powerful man here, and swiftly moved to take his 
side. 

She was harnessing power and status by using boys as a proxy. I 
suppose it was easier to target men so that she could use her 
womanly charm. 

As I'd observed, though, Karuizawa was definitely above your 
average gyaru-type clique-leader girl. So why is it that she 
purposefully lowers herself to this almost parasitic behaviour? 

She had the looks and intellect to become a super popular figure 
on her own, just like Ichinose, yet she chooses to act like this 
instead, likely even knowing that she'll make enemies by doing so. 

Logically, it makes no sense... 

But that's it. Logically it makes no sense. Not everybody is like me, 
rationalising things using logic from a neutral perspective. 

No, the point was that Karuizawa isn't thinking logically. There 
was some root cause, a mental barrier that was preventing 
Karuizawa from wielding her full potential. 

Mainly due to my own past, I already had a pretty decent idea of 
what this root cause could be. I didn't want to mentally affirm 
anything, though, because I'd rather not believe it. 

"If you have a boyfriend, you shouldn't be messing around with 
other boys. Isn't that right, Machida-kun?" sneered Manabe. 

"R-right. It's immoral to do such things when you already have a 
partner. I cannot accept that, Karuizawa." Machida dubiously 
agreed. 

It appeared that, due to my remark, Machida had begun leaning 


toward Manabe and her friends' side. 

I didn't intend to influence the situation and just wanted to 
observe, but it is what it is I suppose. 

"W-wait, Machida-kun—!" 

This time, Karuizawa actually wrapped herself around Machida's 
arm like a cobra would. Wow. She was definitely persistent, that's 
for sure. 

"A-are you really going to choose her over me?" she said in an 
unexpectedly fragile voice. "It's just that... I thought that we..." 

I felt my eyebrow raise on its own. She was really going to 
extreme lengths for this, huh? 

Karuizawa Kei. A girl willing to be hated in exchange for 
complete superiority. It was unfathomably fascinating to me. 

"W-well, I..." 

Karuizawa's little scheme seemed to do the trick, and Machida 
became visibly flustered by her aggressive advancements. 

"Oh, please, Machida-kun, can't you see that she's just being a 
lowlife suck-up? Who'd want anything to do with a cheater like 
her?" Manabe said viciously. 

Karuizawa stared intently at Machida, her arms still clutching his, 
with an almost puppy-like expression. "Will you toss me aside, 
Machida-kun?" 

"Excuse me, but would you please move? That's the seat 
Karuizawa's been sitting in." Karuizawa's charms seemed to have 
won Machida over. 

Whoa. Outstanding move. 

"Huh? What the hell?" Manabe wined, before glowering at 
Karuizawa with open hostility. "You're such a bitch. This is a load of 
bullshit!" 

Well, no matter how you look at it, Karuizawa is most definitely 
cute. And it was obvious that Machida had begun to fall for her — it 
made sense that he'd decided to protect her. 

The three Class C girls spat venomously at Karuizawa, and then 
promptly got up and left. Karuizawa moved into the now empty 
seat. Actually, she scooted up so close that she was practically glued 
to Machida. Seriously, they were right next to each other, their 
bodies pressed together. 

You know, Karuizawa, although you've won this battle, you may 
have just lost the war. I shifted my gaze over to the three Class C 
girls, in particular, Manabe. 

People don't like it when they're presented with victory, only to 
have it snatched away at the last second. 

The events that transpired just now must've doubled their 
negative opinions of you — if they didn't hate you before because of 


all the crap with that pushing allegation, they definitely did now. 

"Hello, everyone!" 

Ichinose arrived, bringing life into the depressing room. The air 
in the room was especially heavy today, but I thought it best to try 
not to further speak carefully. 

"Now then. Will Class A not participate this time, either?" asked 
Ichinose. 

"Of course we won't. Feel free to talk amongst yourselves, though. 
We haven't changed our policy," Machida answered. 

Beside him sat Morishige, who had erased all semblance of 
human emotion from his expression. He reminded me of a certain 
someone I was friends with. 

I had seen him around before this test. According to Class D's 
wonderful intel-gathering, Morishige was one of the students who'd 
become a turncoat and switched to the Sakayanagi faction after 
Katsuragi's defeat during the test on the island. 

Under normal circumstances, he probably wouldn't have followed 
Katsuragi's orders, but Sakayanagi was sick and thus absent from 
the trip. Without the presence of his leader, Morishige had no 
choice but to do as he was told. 

"Since it would be a waste to spend an hour in complete silence, 
how about we play cards again?" Ichinose proposed. 

After Ichinose had concluded that exam-oriented dialogue was 
impossible, she'd turned to casual discussion and games instead, 
opting to play cards with the group. 

Ichinose took out her cards immediately. How you approached 
your goal was a major aspect of this test. She wanted to narrow 
down the list of suspects through open, honest conversation. On the 
other hand, Katsuragi aimed for stability by suppressing all 
conversation. Then there was Ryiien, who wanted to turn everyone 
into his enemy while taking complete control of his class. 

There would be no way to tell whose approach was the best until 
the test ended, I suppose. 

In the end, we became absorbed in playing cards for the hour, 
and then disbanded. 

Even if we did talk, it wasn't as though the VIP was just going to 
step forward. I watched the order in which all the students left. The 
Class C students were usually the first out the door, but they hadn't 
moved. Meanwhile, the Class A students, typically the last to leave, 
were first out the door. Well, not everyone in Class A had left yet. 
Machida and Karuizawa were exchanging contact information. 

The other two Class E students got up. At the same time, 
Karuizawa answered her phone and stood. She exited the room, 
chatting away on the phone, seemingly talking about something 


funny or interesting. As she walked away, the three Class C girls 
brushed past me and made their way out. 

They gave off a terrifying aura. They looked considerably angry - 
they were probably severely peeved by the earlier altercation 
involving Machida. 

Ignoring my building anxiety, I peered out into the hallway to see 
what was going on. I saw the three girls closely following 
Karuizawa. Being alone, she was at a disadvantage. The situation 
had me worried. Also, Ibuki, who might've mitigated the other 
three, wasn't around. 

The other two Class E students had already left, which meant that 
I'd ended up chasing the four girls alone. When I turned the corner, 
I heard the ka-chack sound of an emergency exit door slamming 
shut. The elevators weren't even crowded, so it wasn't like there 
was any reason to use the stairs. There had to be another reason 
why they'd gone in there. I opened the door a crack and heard 
voices. 

"Hey. Why'd you bring me to a place like this?!" 

"Stop playing dumb! You did push Rika, didn't you? Start talking." 

"H-huh? I already told you, you've got the wrong person." 

The three girls surrounded Karuizawa, forcing her up against the 
wall. They were preventing her from escaping. However, even 
surrounded, Karuizawa offered no apologies. She continued to deny 
what they were saying. 

I had a bad feeling about this, though. It seemed that, even if 
Karuizawa was innocent, Manabe and her friends would still press 
the accusation aggressively as an excuse for them to expel some 
pent-up anger toward Karuizawa. 

"Look, I have plans later. Can you please move?" Karuizawa 
asked. 

"Okay, let's confirm it right now. I'm going to call Rika. If it 
wasn't you, we'll forgive you." 

"I have no idea what you're talking about. I'll call the teacher." 

"And what will you tell the teacher, exactly? It's not like we're 
being violent with you or anything. Besides, if you talk to the 
teacher, we'll tell on you, too. We'll say you pushed Rika. You'll also 
get in trouble." 

Neither side intended to back down. Karuizawa tried to escape, 
but the girls grabbed her arm and pushed her up against the wall. 
One of the girls took out her phone, probably to call Rika. 

I felt my body stiffen up as I watched the scene. Although I knew 
it was because it reminded me of some things I'd rather forget, it 
didn't help unfreeze my body. All I could do was watch as my chest 
tightened. 


"W-wait!" Karuizawa pleaded with them not to call. 

"What? Why should we wait?" 

"I just remembered something. I bumped into that girl before." 

... Seriously? After repeatedly swearing you have no idea what they're 
talking about, you suddenly remembered? Karuizawa... you're the 
shittest liar I've ever seen. 

"You're a total liar. You remembered her from the very beginning, 
didn't you? Well, whatever. So, are you going to apologise to Rika 
properly?" 

"No way. She was in the wrong. She's a complete airhead." 

You'd think Karuizawa would realise the situation she's in, but 
apparently not. Although I'm probably the person with the most 
hate for bullying in the entire school, I still found myself feeling a 
little angry at this idiot who's done literally everything possible to 
put herself in this position. 

"You're seriously pissing us off. We might've forgiven you if you'd 
actually apologised to Rika. But now, we definitely won't forgive 
you." 

The girl pressed down against Karuizawa's shoulder. 

"Whatever. You probably never planned on forgiving me." 

After Karuizawa spat out those words, one of the girls, Yamashita, 
lost her patience. "Shiho-chan. I've had enough. Karuizawa's 
unforgivable." 

"I know, right? She should understand exactly how Rika felt. Why 
don't we bully her for real?" 

She struck Karuizawa's shoulder with a little extra force. 

My anger swelling, I wanted nothing more than to throw the door 
open and put an end to this. However, my body was still paralysed 
—I could do nothing but sit here and watch. 

Focusing back on the scene, it looked like Karuizawa Kei was 
starting to change. 

"Ahh... ahh..." She panted as if she were having a hard time 
breathing. 

She held her head in her hands as if she were in pain. When 
Manabe and the others saw her suffering, they weren't sympathetic. 
The opposite, actually. It irritated them. 

"Act as girly as you want, we're still not going to forgive you." 

They grabbed Karuizawa's hair and forcefully yanked her head 
up. 

Damn, what the hell? These guys are borderline psychopathic! 
They didn't even show a trace of empathy. 

"I've always hated your face, Karuizawa. I mean, don't you girls 
think she's just butt-ugly?" 

"Yeah, for sure. Don't you just want to cut her face?" 


—That escalated quickly— 

"St-stop. Stop it." 

"St-stop it', she says. What happened to your big attitude?" 

The more you envied your enemy, the more you hated them, to 
the point where you wanted to strip away their advantages. If we 
were talking looks, then Karuizawa had them all beat. But Manabe, 
Yamashita and Yabu wouldn't be satisfied until they'd verbally torn 
Karuizawa's pretty face apart. Karuizawa trembled, frightened. She 
was on the verge of tears, still unable to move. 

People show their true colours when they're in jeopardy. 
Karuizawa was beginning to show who she really was. I guess that's 
also why I'm still just standing here, unable to help in any way, 
shape or form. 

"How about we leave a little punishment on her?" Manabe 
suggested. 

"Yeah! Give her a lasting reminder of the consequences of her 
actions." 

Attempting to do the very least that I could, I shakily pulled out 
my mobile phone and opened the camera function. I aimed it 
through the narrow slit in the door and captured a picture. 

"Aagh--!" 

Manabe yanked Karuizawa's hair brutally, while the other two 
grabbed each of her arms and locked them in place. The picture I'd 
just taken was pretty strong evidence, but I didn't know if I'd 
actually be able to use it to deter Manabe and her friends. 

Although it might sound pathetic, I was actually also beginning to 
feel frightened, even though this had nothing to do with me. 

"Please stop..." Karuizawa begged as a tear fell out of her eye. 

"What, just like how you stopped before pushing Rika?" Manabe 
sneered, unrelenting. 

I finally resolved myself enough to try and intervene, even 
though violence was most definitely my biggest weakness. I was just 
glad Shiro wasn't here. Just as I was about to do something, 
however, the worst possible voice rang out from behind me. 

"Kuku, Sora? What are you doing creeping around the emergency 
exit?" 

Rytien. 

"Uhm, well, I-... it's nothing. Nothing at all." 

I tripped over my words as I tried, and failed, to formulate an 
excuse. 

There was nobody else around at the minute. After all, nobody 
wanted to stick around after the meetings for no reason. As such, 
the area of the ship we were at was deadly quiet. 

Rytien clearly must've heard Karuizawa's panicked cries, because 


a sadistic grin formed on his face. 

"What do we have here?" 

Ryiien walked up to the door, right beside me. 

"W-wait—!" 

I tried to stop him, but Rytien simply ignored me and kicked the 
door open. It swung on its hinges and slammed into the wall with a 
loud, metallic crash. 

As he did so, the entire scene froze, as if it was a TV show paused 
by the remote. 

I froze because I had a dreaded feeling that I knew what was 
about to happen. 

Karuizawa froze because yet another enemy just appeared before 
her. 

Manabe and her friends froze because they were obviously fearful 
of Rytien. 

Rytien froze because he wasn't expecting it to be his classmates 
doing the bullying down there. 

Time ticked by at a seemingly agonizing pace. If there were a 
clock here, every single movement of the second hand would 
reverberate within my eardrums. 

"Manabe. The hell're you doing?" Rytien eventually asked. 

"Ryten-kun?" 

Ironically, the balance of power shifted. Now, Manabe and her 
friends were also in fear, just like Karuizawa was a moment before. 
They'd gone from being the dominant party to being at the mercy of 
Rytien. Such was the power held by Rytien Kakeru. 

"W-we were just teaching Karuizawa a lesson, right girls?" 

"Yeah! She pushed Rika-chan, so we decided to intervene for her, 
you know? Rika is far too kind to do anything about it herself, so 
we're just sticking up for her." 

The girls explained themselves with anxiety clear in their eyes. 
Certainly, if Ryiien decided to punish them, they'd probably end up 
in an even worse state than Karuizawa. 

Speaking of Karuizawa, I took a look at her. Her eyes had dried 
up now, but she was still visibly terrified. She was also glaring at me 
with resentment in her eyes. 

She was probably angry that I had just been watching this whole 
time. To be fair, I couldn't blame her. 

"I see," Rytien said. "Manabe. If you got caught and our class 
ended up getting penalized by your idiocy, you know who would be 
getting the punishment, don't you? You can't do things like this in 
places like this. We could hear you from out there, you know." 

So, Rytien didn't actually care that his classmates had been 
blatantly bullying Karuizawa. He was just concerned that they were 


doing it so obviously. Great. 

"Y-yes. I'm sorry, Ryiien-kun." Manabe and her friends lowered 
their heads. 

"Next time, just keep it out of the way, you know? Make sure that 
nobody is around to see you, like this idiot was." Ryiien jabbed his 
thumb towards my paralysed form. 

"So, we should go to a more isolated place next time?" Manabe 
asked with a small grin. 

"Obviously. And don't leave any marks on visible skin, either." 
Ryien advised. 

Only Rytien could give this sort of advice in a situation like this. 
He was probably the worst possible person who could've turned up. 

After saying that, Rytien turned his attention back to me. 

"Still, Sora, I'm surprised that you were just standing out here 
watching. If you'd stepped in and saved Karuizawa, who knows, 
maybe she would've given you some 'special thanks'," he said with a 
vile smirk. 

Karuizawa looked equally disgusted, but in her state, she was in 
no position to retort. 

Just then, the situation got ten times worse. Ryiien looked down, 
and raised an eyebrow. 

"You didn't... record anything, did you?" Ryiien inquired. 

"Huh? Oh, no..." I answered hastily. 

"Then there should be no problems if I check your phone, right?" 

Ryiien held his palm out, as if to demand I hand over my phone. 

"T-that won't be necessary..." I tried to rebut, but my voice was 
weak. 

"Is that so..." 

I've often praised myself on my reflexes and reaction time, which 
I'd trained over the course of my whole life, but right now my 
ability must've been greatly dulled, because I barely even noticed 
Ryiien's hand snaking out and grabbing me by the collar. 

"Wait!" I pleaded, but my plea fell on deaf ears. 

Rytien roughly dragged me into the emergency stairs, and closed 
the door behind us. He carelessly threw me forwards, toward the 
wall. 

Manabe and her friends jumped to the side to avoid being 
crashed into by me, and they barely got out of the way in time. 
Instead of hitting them, my back collided with the wall near 
Karuizawa. 

The hairs on the back of my neck stood up as Ryiien flashed his 
white teeth in a sinister smile. 

"This all could've been avoided if you just stepped in sooner," 
Karuizawa told me hatefully. 


"Well, I'm sorry. I was just a little scared and—" I began to 
explain. 

Despite everything, Karuizawa let out a genuine laugh. "You were 
scared, were you? Ha, whatever." 

I realised just now how stupid that sounds, especially to 
Karuizawa. 

"See, it's nothing personal, Sora, but if any pictures or videos of 
this little incident were to get leaked, Class C would be in quite a 
bit of trouble, wouldn't you agree?" Rytien asked as he stepped 
toward me. 

"Uh, yeah, I guess so." I replied hesitantly. 

Ryiien let out a haughty laugh, as if he was enjoying himself. 

"You Class Ds are so amusing, I must say. You're just like Lelouch, 
you know, Sora. When you're all together, actually, no, when 
Kururugi Suzaku is present, you both act all cocky and 
condescending. But everything changes when you're on your own, 
doesn't it? Where are your balls now?" 

"Well, that's just a bit of playful trash-talk, you know! It's nothing 
serious, or anything!" I said in a tone that I realised was 
unconvincing. 

Ryien stopped right in front of me, and leaned in close, grabbing 
a fistful of my shirt in his hand. As my legs trembled, I came to the 
realisation that this was the first time in ages that I'd felt fear. 

"Men that are all talk but don't have the gall to back it up 
themselves are pretty pathetic, you know?" 

Just then, as Manabe and her friends were distracted watching 
what Ryiien was doing, Karuizawa pushed herself off the wall and 
bolted. She scrambled out of the emergency exit door and took off 
from the scene. 

Manabe turned to chase her, but Rytien held out his arm and 
stopped her. "Let her go." 

"Huh? Why?" 

"If you go chasing her now, then you'll make it obvious you're up 
to something. You'll have plenty of chances in the future to do 
whatever bullshit you want with Karuizawa, so just go back and 
relax for now, yeah?" 

I hated that Rytien, who was so quick to wield violence, was also 
so smart. Usually, a person who jumps to using their fists could be 
outsmarted with a bit of thinking, but Ryiien was an exception to 
that rule. 

For me, Rytien is probably the most dangerous opponent within 
this entire school. 

Heeding his advice, Manabe and her friends all looked at each 
other for a brief second, nodded, and calmly left. Once they'd gone, 


they shut the door behind them, and left the two of us alone in 
silence. 

"Now, let's have a little chat, shall we, Sora?" Rytien said with a 
gleeful grin. 

A/N: 6618 words. I'm sorry that this chapter took a little 
longer than usual, I gave myself a day or two of break from 
writing. 

Also, regarding Suzaku; since it's not really explained how 
Suzaku became so strong in Code Geass, I decided to do a bit of 
my own interpretation. In the anime, Suzaku is shown to have 
extremely high natural affinity with the Lancelot, to the point 
where Lloyd calls him an irreplaceable component. Since 
Knightmares don't exist in the COTE world, however, I decided 
to convert this over to extremely high natural affinity with 
physical ability in general. I also think it provides a nice 
contrast to Kiyo, with the whole Artificial vs Natural thing. 

As always, thanks for reading <3 


Chapter 4-6: The Will To Become Strong 


Ayanokoji's POV 

I began my return toward the guest room where Shiro was 
waiting for her brother later than usual this time. 

Back before the first meeting of this special test, I'd organised a 
discussion with a certain person, off out of the way in the opposite 
direction of the meeting rooms where no students were at the time. 

And now, as a result of that discussion, I had just rendezvoused 
with a different person at that very same location. 

Although it was the middle of the afternoon, when you'd expect 
the most activity out on the deck, the area of the ship that I was at 
was rather deserted. That's because this was the far end of the 
cruise liner, around where the meeting rooms for the current special 
exam were located. 

It seemed to be some sort of psychological effect — after an hour 
of spending time within their groups, wherein they were constantly 
reminded of the strenuous special exam that is in progress, students 
wanted to get a change of scenery to wind down. 

Consequently, it was ideal to hold meetings at this area of the 
ship right after the special exam discussions if you wanted them to 
be hidden from the public eye. Unfortunately, it seemed to be 
pointless, though, as the discussion had eventually broken down 
and lead nowhere. 

As expected, while I was walking back towards the guest rooms, I 
ended up walking through the densely packed part of the deck - 
where all of the various luxuries were, like cafés, swimming pools, 
the theatre, arcade, massage spa, and everything else you could 
imagine. 

Students were making full use of these facilities to enjoy their 
vacation, even in the midst of the Zodiac test. 

I spotted some familiar faces; there was Kushida and her friends 
having fun and playing in a swimming pool, clad in dangerously 
lascivious swimsuits. Kushida was particularly magnetic to the male 
eye, her swimsuit erotically supplementing her perfect figure and 
generous proportions. 

I quickly averted my eyes to prevent any unwanted reactions 
from occurring. 

There was also Ichinose and her friends, who had joined two café 


tables together and appeared to be blissfully chatting about some 
funny and interesting things. 

As I observed all the different groups enjoying their youth, I felt a 
little left out. It's not like I could ever join any of them, however, so 
I pushed those sorts of feelings aside and carried on. 

Twenty minutes later than I normally did, I arrived at the guest 
room I was allocated to, unlocked the door, and stepped into the 
dimly lit room. And, there, I was met with a peculiar sight. 

Shiro was curled up on her bed, as she usually was, but she was 
trembling much more noticeably than usual now. She seemed to be 
aware of my presence in the room, but didn't move to acknowledge 
me. 

No, but more importantly... 

"Sora isn't here...?" 

I arrived twenty minutes later than usual due to a rendezvous I'd 
arranged, which meant that Sora definitely should've gotten here 
before I did. That, however, didn't appear to be the case. 

Moreover, I inferred that he hadn't planned to be late — if he had, 
he would've definitely told Shiro about it, and then she wouldn't be 
this frightened by his absence. 

Of course, Shiro is always frightened by Sora's absence, but her 
fright was clearly heightened this time around —- she didn't know 
why Sora wasn't here yet, or why he wasn't. And that scared her. 

I felt a bit awkward as I shut the door behind me, since I didn't 
really know what I was supposed to do in this situation. Shiro's 
situation was a delicate one, so acting or speaking carelessly could 
land me in quite a bit of trouble. 

Thusly, I simply sat on my bed and silently pulled out my phone, 
deciding not to disturb Shiro. If she wanted me to speak, she 
would've initiated conversation herself. 

After around five minutes of silence, though, something 
unexpected happened. Shiro spoke up to me, alone, for the first 
time. 

"Ayanokdji..." 

Taken aback, I took a few beats to formulate a response. 

"Hm? What is it?" 

"Do... you know... where Nii is...?" 

Shiro uncurled a little, and peaked just her eyes out over her 
knees to look at me. I didn't miss the tears formed in the corner of 
her eyes, but acted as if I didn't notice them. 

While I hated to make Shiro sad, it was impossible to lie in this 
situation. I shook my head slowly. 

"I'm sorry. I haven't seen him." 

"I... L.." 


Shiro was probably trying to say, 'I see’, but the words got caught 
in her throat. 

She once more buried her face in her knees. Making sure to move 
silently, I moved across the room and sat down beside the timid 
Shiro. She froze for a second, presumably because she felt the bed 
move as I sat. 

Unsure of whether I was doing the right or thing or not, I 
hesitantly reached out my hand. 

"H-huh...?" 

I gently stroked the top of Shiro's head. Her silky hair was 
incredibly soft and smooth, and it had a completely different 
texture to my own. I felt a completely foreign sensation - this way 
of communicating just by the contact between my hand and her 
head. 

"Ayano...koji...? What are you..." 

"Sora does this a lot, right? Do you dislike it?" 

At first, Shiro was hesitant, but didn't pull away either. Now, 
though, she subtly leaned into my touch, and let out a soft breath. 

"Nii... he stroked my hair often... when I was little." 

If a certain action was done repeatedly as comfort, the person in 
question would inevitably begin to rely on it as a calming 
mechanism. After observing these siblings for some months now, I 
concluded that such was the case with Shiro. 

The outcome of somebody other than Sora trying this with Shiro 
was dubious at best, especially in a situation like these, but 
everything seems to be turning out all right so far. 

"I see. I'm sorry for suddenly doing this." 

"It's... okay. Nii told me to try trusting people... other than him." 

So, Shiro is attempting to trust me, eh? Well, I couldn't say I 
disliked the feeling. 

"Do you have any idea of where Sora could be?" I asked. 

"Nii has been acting... strange... recently. But I don't know where 
he might've gone," Shiro answered after a slight pause. 

I had noticed that too. Although Shiro most definitely had a more 
in-depth understanding of the nuances of Sora's behaviour, I myself 
had picked up on what she was talking about. 

For the past day or two, Sora had seemed like something was 
bothering him. Yesterday, when I walked back here with him, he 
appeared as if he was going to tell me, only to brush it off as him 
being worried about Shiro. 

An obvious lie, but not one that would've been appropriate to call 
out at the time. 

"So, we have nothing to go off of, huh..." I murmured. 

"I don't know where he's gone," Shiro repeated. "But... I know 


where Nii is..." 

Huh? I found myself a little lost for words for a moment. Did they 
have a psychic connection or something? 

"You do? How?" I asked eventually. 

Wordlessly answering me, Shiro pulled out her phone and 
navigated a few menus in silence. Then she handed the phone to 
me. As I took it and peered at the screen, I suddenly understood 
what she'd meant. 

"Ah, right. I'd forgotten about this." 

Installed in every phone was a GPS function. And, with the 
phones we were provided with by the school, it was possible to see 
the GPS location of any other student as long as you had their 
contact. 

Upon learning about this feature, almost all students had disabled 
it; even I had to admit, having your location broadcasted constantly 
to everybody on your contacts list was unnaturally creepy. For that 
reason, I too had turned the feature off. 

It would be even worse for people like Kushida and Ichinose, who 
probably had countless contacts in their phones by now. Constantly 
sending your location to that many people was a recipe for disaster, 
and unwanted attention would inevitably occur. 

It seemed like Sora and Shiro still had the feature enabled on 
their phones, however. If I had to guess, I assume they'd agreed to 
do so in case a situation like this ever did arise. Sora and Shiro 
probably didn't have that many contacts in their phones, so the 
demerits wouldn't be as prominent. 

In fact, I'd wager that most people have forgotten about the 
feature by now. It's hard to imagine this little fact ever being used 
against the two in the future. 

On the screen, there were two dots — one was the dot for Shiro's 
phone, where we were, and the other corresponded to Sora's. 
Usually, there would be a map in the background, but since we 
were on a cruise liner in the ocean right now, only a grey plane 
spanned the screen. 

GPS still worked even in the middle of the ocean because all it 
required to function was a direct line of sight to a satellite, which 
could be achieved pretty much anywhere on the surface of the 
planet. 

That being said, however, on the scale of just this ship, the lack of 
map detailing made it hard to gauge the distance between the two 
of us. If I had to guess, though, Sora was more than likely on the 
other side of the ship to the guest rooms, near where the Zodiac 
exam meeting rooms were located. 

Sora's dot had also not moved at all since the screen had been 


opened. Either he had left his phone somewhere, or he was 
stationary. Hopefully, the latter was the case, because he would be 
much harder to find if only his phone was left somewhere. 

"Shiro, do you mind if I take your phone? I want to go and look 
for him," I said. 

Shiro grabbed onto the sleeve of my shirt and looked up into my 
eyes with a pleading gaze. 

"I want to come too. I'm worried about Nii... but I was too scared 
to go and look for him alone... but with AyanokOji... maybe I can..." 

This was a predicament that had to be handled with care. Shiro 
probably knew it too, but Sora disappearing without any notice was 
almost definitely not a good thing. If he were here right now to 
make the choice, he would likely not want Shiro to see whatever it 
is that's going on. 

For both Sora and Shiro's sakes, it was best if I went searching for 
Sora alone. However, I couldn't carelessly reject Shiro's desire to 
help search — it had taken her a great deal of courage to take a step 
by my side, without Sora, to act. If I shot her down tactlessly, she 
may never build up the courage to break out of the chains that 
bound her again. 

"Shiro. You should stay here," I told her. 

Her eyes widened in confusion. 

"W-what? But... why...? Does Ayanok6oji also think... I'm not good 
enough?" 

"That's not it," I said, running my hand through her hair once 
more. "Sora wouldn't want you to be stressed because of him. So, 
instead, I'd like to ask you to trust me to go and find him instead." 

Rather than rebutting based on what Shiro wants to do, it was 
better for me to use what Sora would want as my argument's basis. 
That way, Shiro would feel treasured, rather than inadequate. 

"That's... right... I understand..." 

Shiro held out her phone, prompting me to take it. I obliged, 
pocketing the device and standing up. 

"T'll have Sora back here in no time. I promise, okay?" 

I gave Shiro one last pat on the head, before turning and exiting 
the room. 

Opening up the GPS navigation function on Shiro's phone, I 
started to walk towards Sora's unmoving blip on the screen. 


AVAVAVWA 


The two dots on the screen were now on top of one another. I'd 


searched around this area for a brief bit in confusion, since he was 
nowhere to be seen on the deck. 

I'd searched the ship's lower levels, too, but found nothing. 
However, I eventually landed in front of the one place I'd yet to 
look. 

Stood before me was a metal door, behind which lay the 
emergency exit stairs. 

I quickly checked that nobody was around, before slowly pushing 
the door open and stepping into the dimly lit room. Although it was 
dark, the outlined silhouette of a boy was clear. 

Sitting with his back against the wall, he had his right leg 
outstretched while the other one was with its foot planted against 
the ground and the knee up in the air. He was resting his forearm 
atop his left knee, and was gazing over it and into the ground with 
a dark expression on his face. 

"Sora," I called out. 

I received no verbal response, but the boy raised his lowered 
head to look up at my standing figure. With this, I got a better look 
at him. 

He wore a defeated visage, but what was more noticeable was his 
shirt, which had previously been concealed by his slumped over 
form. It was clearly crumpled and in disarray, as if it had been 
grasped and shaken violently. 

"Ayanokoji..." 

"What are you doing, Sora?" 

"I'm thinking. And, if it's fine by you, I'd rather think alone." 

In other words, Sora was telling me to leave him alone. However, 
we both knew that isn't really what he wanted. 

"And let your sister worry even more? Don't be ridiculous." 

Sora lowered his gaze once more, and silence set in. Eventually, 
after a few minutes, Sora began to speak. 

He explained how he'd been observing Karuizawa Kei for the past 
three days, and how she'd made an enemy of three Class C girls. He 
told me about their quarrel in the Rabbit group just earlier, and 
how Karuizawa had been brought to this very place. 

He talked about how the three girls had used violence against 
Karuizawa, with the clear intention of bullying her. And, how 
Ryuen had turned up and advised them to go somewhere more 
discreet 'next time’. 

Sora had managed to take a photo of the incident, presumably 
intending to put a stop to it using it, but Rytien had forced him to 
delete it. Although Rytien was a little rough with him, it appeared 
that Ryiien ultimately showed mercy to the powerless Sora, saying 
that he 'had somewhere to be.' 


However, it seemed that Rytien letting Sora go unscathed has 
done more damage to him than violence would've. 

"It's only because of Rytien's whim that I'm fine right now... 
honestly... how useless can one person be...?" 

Ryiien's proficiency in violence was, to put it bluntly, a nightmare 
for someone like Sora. 

Even within Class D, the students weren't great at everything. 
Just thinking in terms of intellect and physical ability, the only 
people I could think of who were outstanding in both were Koenji 
Rokusuke and the student council president, Horikita Manabu. 

In other words, no matter how good one becomes, there will 
likely be a kind of enemy that they cannot beat. For Sora, who is 
extremely weak, this kind of enemy is Ryiien Kakeru. 

Sora has realised that Rytien could've destroyed him thoroughly if 
he so chose to do so, and that has broken his spirit. 

"What would you do, Ayanokoji? If you had to fight somebody 
like Rytien." 

"Well... I don't know if I could beat him. Ryiien is good at 
scheming, and fighting him would be far too risky, especially if he 
brought his henchmen." 

"Is that so..." Sora murmured with a bitter smile. 

After hearing me say that, Sora would feel some kinship, which 
would ultimately reduce the feeling of isolated powerlessness that 
was plaguing him. 

"What is it that ails you, Sora?" 

"Is it not obvious? I call myself a big brother who can protect 
Shiro, but I can't even stand up to some girls. Who wouldn't be 
depressed to be me?" 

Basically, Sora feels like he's inadequately filling the role he 
promised himself to fulfil. 

"So, you're demotivated because you're frightened of physical 
altercations?" 

"To, put it in it's simplest form, I guess so." 

I let out a sigh with a slight trace of disappointment embedded 
within. 

"Sora. When was the last time you were good at something 
without ever doing it?" 

"Huh?" 

To be able to confidently stand up to altercations, that required 
confidence in one's own physical and fighting ability. And, if you've 
spent your whole life holed up in a room with little to no 
interaction outside of it, it's unrealistic to expect to have good 
physical or fighting ability. 

Skill in anything comes with practicing that skill. It seems 


obvious, some might even call it unhelpful advice, yet there still 
exists people who complain about their lacking social skills while 
they spend every day by themselves in their house. 

"If you want to be able to stand up to other people who may be a 
little aggressive, a very good starting point is to just fix the fact that 
you're weak. Being above average physically means you can defend 
yourself against a large majority of people." 

"Tch. I'm well aware. Doesn't ease my mind though." 

Ultimately, Sora being this down just because of his lacking 
physical ability wouldn't make much sense. However, this whole 
ordeal was about the bigger picture of him. 

Sora is beginning to realise that the skills he's honed and relied 
on his whole life cannot carry him through this environment alone. 

He's come to the realisation that the arguably niche skills he's 
trained back when he was a shut in are not sufficient on their own 
to survive in the greater world outside. 

"You know, it's far from too late for you to improve. That is what 
this school is built for, after all; advanced nurturing." 

This school, which aims to simulate and prepare its students for 
the real world and society. One could call it the perfect training 
ground for Sora and Shiro, whose pasts have restricted them from 
developing certain abilities that they'll need in the future. 

Even for people as great as Sora and Shiro, there were things that 
this school could teach them. 

Although my expression didn't change, I felt my heart smile in 
anticipation, looking forward to seeing how these siblings would 
grow over the next three years here. 

The same was true for the rest of my classmates, too — even 
though they were excellent, there were for sure things that they can 
learn and things they can improve upon at this school. 

And the same goes for me, too. There are things I can learn here 
that I couldn't learn before. That's why, no matter what happens, 
the most important thing is that I remain firmly at this school, all 
the way until graduation. 

"I suppose that's true. 'Stop moping around and get to work.' 
That's the essence of what you told me before, isn't it?" 

"Rather than pouring your energy into self-deprecation, pour it 
into self-improvement. Precisely." 

With that, the reinvigorated Sora pushed himself up with 
determination burning in his eyes. He unruffled his clothes and set 
himself straight, before standing resolutely in front of me. I'd never 
seen a man look this 'ready to go' before. 

Sora's eyes softened as we faced each other, and a genuine smile 
formed on his face. He stepped forward and placed his hand on my 


shoulder before starting to speak. 

"I really needed that. Thank you, Ayanok6ji." 

He began to lift his hand away, but suddenly froze and kept it 
there. 

"No," he said, shaking his head. "Thank you, Kiyotaka." 

With that, I felt my eyes widen a fraction. 

Then, I closed my eyes and let out a laugh. 

"Yeah. Let's get going. We wouldn't want to keep Shiro waiting 
any longer." 


AVAVAWA 


3rd Person POV 

"Funny you should choose this as a meeting place, Suzune. I was 
just telling some 'friends' of mine about here earlier." 

Down at the deepest levels of the ship where the rumbling of the 
engines reverberated ominously throughout the walls, a muscular 
boy with magenta-coloured hair spoke haughtily to his two 
conspirators. 

The black-haired girl he was addressing narrowed her red eyes. 
"What is that supposed to mean? And haven't I told you repeatedly 
to stop calling me that?" 

"Ah, my apologies. It's just that my brain subconsciously ignores 
the orders of incompetent people," Rytien Kakeru answered, 
flashing his white teeth in a grin. 

"Tch, whatever." Horikita Suzune clicked her tongue in irritation 
just fifteen seconds into their rendezvous. 

"So, Rytien," the third person present, Kanzaki Ryuji, interjected 
and got down to business. "Have you sorted everything out? That 
must be why you called a meeting, no?" 

"Kuku, indeed, little ones, I have gotten everything in order for 
you." 

Ryien didn't hesitate to speak down to even his own allies. He 
must surely be confident that they won't betray him, no matter how 
much he annoys them. 

"That so?" 

"Of course. I'll send you all a file now," Ryiien told them. 

He pulled out his phone and tapped the screen for a few seconds. 
Then, the phones of the other two buzzed. They both checked the 
notifications simultaneously, and read the contents of the file they'd 
been sent. 

It was a list of names and their groups. Immediately, they all 


knew what this was — the VIPs of every group in the exam. 

"Are you absolutely sure that this is correct, Rytien?" Kanzaki 
asked uncertainly. 

"Obviously. The pattern is as follows: each group has a number 
that depends on where its animal is in the zodiac. Then, the names 
of every student, written in kana, is arranged alphabetically, and 
the VIP is the name in the list that is in the same position as the 
zodiac number. If you doubt me, then feel free to check every group 
yourself using that pattern. You'll see that it all adds up." 

Horikita and Kanzaki's doubts seemed to have been quelled just 
by this statement, so there was no need for them to double check. 
Rywen wouldn't have told them this if he wasn't sure of it, after all. 

"So? What are we going to do?" Horikita inquired, hastily moving 
on to the next piece of business. 

It appeared that Horikita didn't want to spend any more time 
with Rywen than necessary. If anything, the one thing you had to 
respect Horikita for was her transparency with these kinds of 
things. 

"So, here's the plan. There are three Class A VIPs and one Class D 
VIP. Unfortunately, that leaves our three classes to guess four VIPs. 
Which means one of us will get 50 more class points than the 
others. How do we plan to sort that, hmm?" Ryiien said. 

"Well, I'm fine if you want to take the extra, Rytien." Kanzaki 
answered. 

Ryiien raised an eyebrow. "Oh? And why is that?" 

"Well, we're currently cooperating with each other. And nobody 
can deny that you've done the most labour here, so in the spirit of 
fairness, you should take it." 

Ryien let out a laugh as he heard this reasoning. 

"Why thank you. It seems that you have a decent head on your 
shoulders, after all, Kanzaki." 

Horikita had been silent for a while now, apparently troubled by 
something. She chose this opportunity now to speak up. 

"We may have a slight problem," she said. 

"What is it?" Kanzaki asked. 

"Well, it recently came to my attention that Koenji of my class 
decided to guess of his own accord in the Monkey group. That's one 
of the groups with a Class A VIP, according to this list." 

Indeed, if he was wrong, then it would be a major setback for 
Class E. This must be what Horikita has been worried about. 

"Well, you'd better start praying that he was right, then, eh 
Suzune?" Ryiien replied with a smirk. 

Rytien made his intentions clear — he wasn't going to give 
Horikita a reprieve for her classmates’ hastiness. 


"Isn't it unfair on me if I miss out on the main benefit of helping 
you in the first place?" Horikita retorted. 

"On the contrary, Suzune, would it not be more unfair for Kanzaki 
and I to lose out on benefits just to cover your incompetence? Class 
B and Class C both have no problem keeping everyone in line and 
working as one, so you only have yourself to blame." 

Horikita looked as if she was about to speak back, but the words 
got caught in her throat and she looked down to the ground with a 
clenched fist. 

"What about the other groups?" Kanzaki asked, changing the 
subject. 

"Ah, you mean the ones where we have the VIPs? Well, in those, 
we're going to be guessing each other's VIPs." Rytien told him. 

"Huh? Why?" Horikita asked in confusion. 

"Class C has two VIPs, so I'll be guessing two of your VIPs. Since 
Class B and E each have three VIPs, you'll each guess half of the 
remaining six VIPs. That way, we can end all of the groups at once 
with no negative repercussions. In other words, it's a defense 
mechanism." 

If every group was ended at the same time, there would be zero 
chance for Class A or Class D to counter it, no matter what they did. 
It was a perfect plan, a quick and lethal attack planned by Rytien 
Kakeru. 

"I see... I take it you've decided who will guess who for every 
group, as well?" Kanzaki replied. 

"Naturally," smiled Ryten. 

"And when are we going to make our move?" Horikita asked. 

"Well, all of us need to move as one. Because you're so 
incompetent, Suzune, I suppose we should give you a bit of time to 
get all your defective classmates prepared to make the guesses they 
need to make. You know, it can't be easy for forty idiots to get 
themselves organized." 

By this point, Horikita was used to Ryiien's provocations, so she 
didn't bat an eye and simply responded with another question. 

"So? When are we doing it?" 

"Tonight should be good enough. An hour after the meeting later 
ends. That fine?" 

"Fine by me," Kanzaki said. 

"T'll try my best to get everyone organised." Horikita answered. 

Rytien flashed his pearly teeth once more in a wide smile. 

"You don't lie down, even after getting your ass kicked. I like that 
about you, Suzune." 

Horikita just glared at him coldly as he began walking, moving to 
go past her towards the stairs back up to the ship's deck. However, 


he paused as they met shoulder-to-shoulder. 
"It'll make it even more fun to utterly crush you. Look forward to 
it." 


AVAVAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

Sora and Shiro had left to go to the arcade together, which left 
me alone in my room. Coincidentally, a certain someone had asked 
me if I was alone not too long ago, and were on their way here 
now. 

After a few minutes of waiting, a knocking sound echoed 
throughout the empty guest room. I swiped my key card and 
unlocked the door, letting the visitor come in and shutting the door. 

He walked across the room silently and seated himself on the bed 
opposite mine which belonged to Sora, taking up that strange pose 
of his. 

"So? Why did you want to meet with me alone, Ryuzaki?" 

The scruffy black-haired boy didn't answer me, and merely placed 
his thumb to his lips and began chewing it. 

"Hmm..." he let out a thinking sound. "What middle school did 
you go to, Ayanokoji?" 

I raised an eyebrow as he voiced his inquiry. That was an 
extremely random question to ask. 

"I didn't go to a middle school. I was home-schooled." 

I gave him a vague answer that I'd long since prepared. 

"I see... it's unusual for somebody who's been home-schooled to 
be so proficient in both academics and physical prowess." 

"I had very good teachers," 

"Teachers, huh? Were you not taught by your parents?" 

I shook my head calmly. "No. They hired tutors for me. They also 
made me learn an assortment of other skills, including the fighting 
skills you saw on the island." 

I mean, technically, it wasn't a lie. I was made to learn an 
assortment of other skills, after all. 

"Hmm, your parents are rich, then?" 

"Yeah. They thought that by hiring elite teachers for me, it would 
enhance my ability, but it has stunted my social development quite 
a bit, as you can probably see." 

I had some suspicions about Ryuzaki myself, so I added this part 
in to try and divert some of his suspicion away from me. If he was 
smart, though, he'd likely take what I'd just said with a grain of salt. 


"So, Ryuzaki. Why did you want to meet with me?" 

"Hm?" he looked at me blanky. 

"You wanted to ask me something alone, right? And that's why 
you met up with me alone?" I asked suspiciously. 

"Ah, that's right. But I already asked you what I wanted to ask." 

I felt mild shock internally. One advantage of being me was that 
Ryuzaki didn't know that I was surprised, however. 

"You mean you wanted to ask about my middle school?" I asked, 
double checking his meaning. 

"That's right... is that troublesome for you?" 

I took a second to consider what I should say, before giving an 
answer. 

"Depends on your intentions. You should know, I don't appreciate 
people prying into my life." I told him. 

Ryuzaki tilted his head to the side and shifted in his seat. 

"I'm a detective, Ayanokoji. Prying into other people's lives is, 
well, my whole job." 

Previously, he'd merely said that he 'solved crimes’, but this time 
he used the word ‘detective’. Is that significant? Or is it nothing? 

Either way, there was a prominent fallacy in Ryuzaki's logic here. 

"Just because you solve crimes, that doesn't mean you need to 
investigate everyone you come across, does it?" I countered. 

Ryuzaki removed his thumb from his mouth. 

"I could be investigating you in particular." 

"I don't see why you would be investigating me, Ryuzaki. I can 
say with confidence that I have never done anything I can be 
charged for." 

He raised his eyebrow at my deliberate wording. 

"You didn't say that you've never committed a crime. Was that 
intentional?" 

"The meaning is the same. Aren't you just picking at threads?" I 
retorted. 

In reality, I intentionally didn't say that I'd never committed a 
crime. I wanted to see how far Ryuzaki would press, to see if he 
would even scrutinise my wording. I wanted to know what he's 
truly after. 

"Besides," Ryuzaki said. "Perhaps you haven't done anything that 
could get you charged, but have you ever considered that there's 
somebody connected to you that has?" 

I see. So he's saying that, if he was investigating me, it wouldn't 
need to be because of me directly. He could be searching for a lead 
using me as a stepping stone. 

I closed my eyes briefly and thought. Considering my situation, it 
isn't entirely implausible that a so-called detective would try to 


investigate me because of my connection to 'that man’. 

But, realistically, could it really be? No, it's too unlikely... I mean, 
who would really try to search for him by enrolling at a high 
school? No detective would use methods that outlandish... would 
they? 

"So? Are you investigating me, Ryuzaki?" I prodded. 

"How about we do a little exchange," he said. "You give me some 
information, and I'll tell you." 

I narrowed my eyes in doubt. 

"What kind of 'information' would you be asking me for? As I told 
you, I don't take kindly to people poking their nose into my past." 

I was aware that acting so secretive about my past probably 
raised his suspicion of me, but it was probably the best move for me 
to make here. If I came off to eager to share my life with him all of 
a sudden, he would only trouble me more. 

Ryuzaki sighed, and stood up. He walked up to me, and looked as 
if he was about to leave, but paused at the door. 

"Ayanokoji. The chance of you being who I think you are is just 
over five percent. I don't expect you to give me a verbal answer 
right now, of course, but just in the case that I am correct about 
you, I'll just say this. If I'm wrong, please pay it no mind." 

This is what Ryuzaki probably wanted to tell me from the very 
beginning. He'd just used the middle school part as a diversion, and 
also perhaps to gleam some extra information on me. 

From his perspective, even if he's wrong about whatever he 
suspects me of, there is no demerit in saying this to me anyway. In 
other words, he's about to speak freely on the off chance that he's 
right. 

"Don't you think that you and I should cooperate, Ayanokoji? 
Ultimately, we share a common goal, after all." 

With that, Ryuzaki opened the door and left, leaving as quickly as 
he'd came and leaving me alone to ponder his cryptic parting 
message. 

A/N: 5586 words, pretty short, but at least this chapter didn't 
take a week. 

Not gonna lie, I think writing Rytien is one of the most fun 
parts of this fic, even though I have the entirety of Class E 
(now D) to work with lmao 

This chapter was mainly build up, next chapters will get into 
the meat of the whole Kei debacle. I have something special 
cooked up for that :) 

As always, thanks for reading and I'll see you guys in the 
next one <3 


Chapter 4-7: Who I Want To Be 


Lelouch's POV 

Currently, I was standing in a rather monstrous group. From my 
class, there was me and Suzaku. Horikita and Kushida from Class E, 
Ryiien and Ibuki from Class C, Kanzaki and Ichinose from Class B 
and Katsuragi from Class A. For a total of nine people. 

"Kuku, I'll tell you a little secret, Lelouch," said Ryiien with a 
smirk. "I already know who the one VIP from Class D is." 

I raised my eyebrow, and Kushida, Suzaku and Ichinose all 
widened their eyes in shock. Katsuragi didn't show any sign of 
reacting, however. 

"Oh really?" I responded with a smile. 

"Really." 

So, in that case, he knows that Suzaku is our VIP after all, does 
he? Well, might as well find out for sure. 

"Hmm, I'll humour you. How did you find it?" I inquired. 

"Oh? Perhaps, somebody in your class betrayed you and told me?" 

He intended to be vague, huh? Well, he should also know that his 
lie won't work on me at all. 

"But Rytien-kun, I don't think anybody from Lelouch-kun's class 
would betray them, though," Ichinose interjected. 

"Aren't you trusting?" Rytien flashed his teeth. 

"From a rational perspective, it would make no logical sense for 
any Class D students to work with you, Ryiien," Katsuragi said. 

"Yeah! We all know what happens when we work with you!" 
Yahiko shouted, jabbing his finger towards Ryien. 

"Calm down, Yahiko," Katsuragi scolded him. 

I let out a laugh, along with Rytien. Apparently, we both found 
the little doggy Yahiko to be greatly amusing. 

"Are you not concerned, Lelouch?" Kanzaki asked me. 

"Not at all," I replied immediately. "It's impossible for us to lose 
this exam, after all." 

We've already gained 50 class points from Light's trick, and 
considering that we only have 1 VIP that can be guessed, it's 
mathematically impossible for us to go into the negatives now, even 
in the worst-case scenario. 

"That may be true. But it's also impossible for you to win." Rytien 
said with a smirk. 


Well, he's not wrong. If Rytien knows our VIP, then he must have 
figured out the pattern, and the only way he could've done that is 
by colluding with the other classes. The most likely of which being 
Class B or Class E, perhaps even both. 

That doesn't matter, though. Class D already knew this was going 
to happen from the very beginning. But it's okay. On the surface, it 
looked like we'd just been outsmarted by Rytien's scheme, but that 
wasn't exactly the case. 

If we teamed up with Class A, we'd be able to figure out the 
pattern and guess around eight VIPs, or four each for a 200 class 
point gain, which would be a net victory for us and Class A over the 
other three classes. 

However, if we did do that, the gap between Class D and Class A 
wouldn't close at all. 

For that reason, we'd deliberately chosen not to do that. 

While it is a stain on our record to give Ryiien this win, it's better 
for the long term. We only have one VIP, which means we can't 
gain as much from this exam as other classes can, but it also means 
we can't lose as much. 

By allowing Ryiien to come out on top this time, it means that all 
of Class A's VIPs will be guessed — and since they are playing pure 
defense, it means that they're near guaranteed to lose 150 class 
points from this exam, while we won't lose anything. 

Sure, we'll be allowing Class B and Class C to close the current 
gap in class points a little, but the amount we'll gain on Class A is 
bigger, and they're our main focus at the moment. 

Not only that, but if we don't do this, there's a possibility that 
Class A will end up sitting comfortably at the top down the line. It's 
better to just take the backseat in this exam and let Ryten do his 
thing to hit Class A hard now, while we have the chance. 

All of Class D (minus Suzaku, of course) had arrived at this same 
conclusion wordlessly, so we didn't ever need to discuss it. 
Obviously, Suzaku still had no idea what we were doing, but 
keeping him in the dark a little is rather amusing. 

"That's fine by me, to be honest." I replied with an equal smirk. 

"Kuku, remaining all cocky even when defeated, are we?" Rytien 
shot back. 

"No, that's not it. What I meant was, I'm all right with taking a 
little damage if it means Class A gets dragged down." 

Katsuragi raised his eyebrow, and his eyes widened slightly as I 
said that. 

"What makes you think Class A will get dragged down?" he asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders. "Just a hunch. That's all." 

Suzaku, Kushida and Ibuki looked completely lost by the 


conversation. It seemed that Kushida and Ibuki, like Suzaku, hadn't 
been filled in on the specifics of the exam either. 

"So, you saw even this far ahead right from the start, Lelouch- 
kun...?" Ichinose muttered. "That's..." 

I smirked at the puzzled Ichinose as I answered. "Due to the 
frankly unfair circumstances of this exam for Class D, the strategy 
we'd employ was obvious to everyone. However, that also means 
that your strategy is obvious as well." 

"You're saying everything was destined to pan out like this from 
the start?" Horikita asked. 

"Exactly," I said. "Every other class concluded that Class D are 
forced to go for a betrayal strategy in our groups. And the only way 
to stop that is to betray first yourselves! That's how I knew what 
you'd do." 

Most of the intelligent people, like Class D and Rytien, had 
already foreseen this outcome right from the very start. The 
outcome where Class A takes the fall. 

I'd considered approaching Katsuragi and explaining this to him, 
and offering to help in exchange for a contracted favour, similar to 
the one we have with Class E. However, I decided not to in the end, 
because it's unlikely that Katsuragi would accept, seeing as he 
almost definitely forged one with Rytien back on the island. 

Besides, Class A taking a 150 class point hit is something 
everyone loves to see. 

"IT see..." Horikita looked down. "I hate to admit it, but Class D... 
may be better than I gave them credit for." 

I was stunned for a brief second, but quickly snapped out of it 
and let out a loud bout of laughter, much to Horikita's annoyance. 

"Ahh, that's something I never expected you to say, Horikita." 

Ryiien nodded his head in agreement, a grin on his face. 

"Kuku, Suzune has matured a little after being shown the huge 
gap between her and the other leaders repeatedly." 

"Hey! Since when did I agree that there's a ‘huge gap' between me 
and anyone?!" Horikita snapped. 

"Hmm, let's see..." I began. "During the first month, my class had 
already figured out almost all of the S system, and special exams. 
Ryiien was already experimenting with what he could and couldn't 
get away with, and gathering advanced intel such as the camera 
locations in the school. Ichinose had managed to form such strong 
unity that not even Ryten could break it apart." 

At the start of the school year, as well as attempting to cause 
trouble by framing Light as a violent perpetrator, Rytien had also 
made some other movements behind the scenes. 

One of these such things was his attempt to cause a split within 


Class B. Ultimately, he'd failed, but he'd actually managed to cause 
around 100 class points of damage to them in the process. 

Every class was doing things to strengthen their class right from 
the start, albeit each in their own unique ways. That is every class 
except for the original Class D. 

"What were you doing during that time, Horikita?" I asked. 

"Uh, well..." Horikita started, but the words got caught in her 
throat. 

"Eto, Lelouch-kun, don't you think it's bad to ridicule Horikita-san 
like this?" Kushida interjected with gentle, pleading eyes. 

I looked down at the cute girl before me. I'm sure that most men 
would be captivated by merely her gaze, but to me, who has zero 
interest in the opposite sex, her charms were as good as non- 
existent. 

That being said, however, I can't act rude or dismissive, especially 
to Kushida. I was one of the few people in Class D with a strong 
social pull, and that was an asset we desperately needed to keep. 
So, I had to play nice. 

"Well, I suppose so," I said. 

"The next discussion is starting soon, so I'm going to take my 
leave," Kanzaki said, turning his back to us. 

Ryiien let out a laugh. "So, you're really fine with letting me stain 
your record, Lelouch?" 

I responded with a laugh of my own. "It helps Class D anyway." 

"Are you trying to say you're using our strategy against us, or 
something?" Ibuki interrupted with a scowl. 

"Relax, Ibuki," Rytien told her with a smile. "They probably think 
they're all clever. But I calculated this from the beginning. I'm okay 
with giving Class D a slight helping hand in the short term. I'll just 
crush them later." 

With that, Ryiien walked away without waiting to hear my retort. 
Ibuki, and then Class A and Class E shortly after, followed suit and 
left for their respective rooms. 

"Is it really all right to let Rytien have his way?" Suzaku asked 
after they'd all left. 

"We're losing the battle to win the war. There's no need for 
concern," I answered confidently. 

One benefit to only having seven students in your class is that 
you don't have to worry about morale. Everybody mutually 
understands our objective, which makes the scope of our options 
much broader, since the human element of our team is greatly 
reduced compared to the other classes. 

"Ryiien will still be catching up to us though," Suzaku pointed 
out. 


"Right. But, what would be the point in beating Rytien again? We 
already surmounted him in the island exam, so there's no point in 
considering him as a main adversary any further. Right now, our 
main priority is surpassing Class A, and if Ryiien wants to help pull 
them down, then why not go ahead and let him?" 

When you're in this position, it's wise to choose your battles 
carefully. We don't know how many special exams there will be, 
and many of them may not be as kind to our class as the island 
exam was - the disadvantage endured by only having seven people 
could be much more prominent in the future. 

As a result, it's very well possible that we don't get a chance again 
to beat Class A ourselves. It's vital, then, to capitalise on this 
opportunity right now. 

"Anyway, what I predict will be the final meeting for every group 
is about to start. We should get going," I said. 

A raised eyebrow and suspicious look of confusion made its way 
onto his face, but it quickly disappeared and Suzaku gave a nod of 
agreement. 

"Right. I'll meet you here afterwards?" 

"Yep." 

With that, we went our separate ways. 


AVAVAVWA 


Sora's POV 

A golden sunset washed over me as I walked along the quiet ship 
deck, hand in hand with my sister. 

It had been a fair amount of time since the discussion we'd just 
had had ended, and since there was nothing else to be done before 
bed, I'd decided to go for a walk with Shiro to kill some time. 

I stopped walked, and felt Shiro pause as well beside me. I turned 
silently, and gazed out over the vast plane of sparkling ocean, 
which was dyed a reflective orange by the descending sun on the 
horizon. 

"Who would've ever thought we'd be standing on a ship with this 
view, eh, Shiro?" I said with a smile. 

I felt Shiro's hand relax slightly in mine. 

"Nii is... enjoying himself...?" 

Despite the stumble I'd endured at the hands of Ryten today, I 
was still happy with my overall situation. It'd be foolish to expect 
no hardships to come up, and facing those challenges is much better 
than being holed up in that room day in and day out. 


And there were still new ways for me to test myself at this school, 
and good friends I had. But, most of all, the atmosphere here was... 
tranquil, in its own way. 

This school was probably the only one in the world that could 
foster this kind of environment. One where Shiro and I could live 
comfortably. 

"Of course I am!" I proclaimed, before quieting down and 
shooting my sister a worrying glance. "Are you not, dear sister of 
mine?" 

"Well... the school is good... but... it's hard," she replied, looking 
down. 

Yeah, tell me about it. 

But, to be fair, I hadn't let Shiro know about the incident that 
took place between me and Ryien earlier. Ayanokoji - whom I now 
referred to as Kiyotaka — was the only person who knew about it. 
And I intended to keep it that way. 

Somehow, I found it easy to connect with Kiyotaka. Well, it was 
easy to connect with all of my classmates, really, but I felt a special 
kind of understanding between Kiyotaka and I in particular. 

It's unclear exactly what that thing is, and I'd concluded that it's 
probably something which lies beneath the surface. As a result, it 
was better to not try to find out about it, either. 

We all had secrets, after all. Me included. And a secret isn't a 
secret if people find out about it. For that reason, I didn't feel the 
need to pry into the life of Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. 

I took my hand back from Shiro, and moved it instead to her 
head. 

"Hard is a subjective word." I told her. 

"What... do you mean?" she asked, her eyes questioning. 

"Digging a hole is much easier if you have a shovel than if you 
don't. This school, as well as everything else in life, is the same." I 
answered. 

Shiro looked as if she didn't get it. 

"So... what should I do...?" 

I shot her a smirk. "You gotta get yourself a shovel." 

Just then, a barrage of buzzing noises assaulted the once peaceful 
air around us. Both of our phones pinging with multiple 
notifications simultaneously. I let out a sigh as I reached for my 
phone. 

"From... the school...?" Shiro murmured as she flickered her eyes 
over her own phone screen. 

Sent to our phones were, indeed, ten mails from the school. Each 
of them saying the exact same thing. 

The end of the exam for the Rat group. And the Cow group. And 


the Tiger group. And the Rabbit group. And the Dragon group. And 
the Snake group. And the Horse group. And the Sheep group. And 
the Dog group. And the Pig group. 

"Just as we predicted..." Shiro continued with a soft smile. 

I let out a laugh of genuine joy. 

"Isn't it exciting, Shiro?! Class D is in a precarious state right now! 
We either have a net zero, or negative 100 points from this exam! 
And we have no way to know which it is until the end!" 

My sister appeared a little taken aback by my ramblings of glee. 
Well, I suppose anybody would be. 

"Nii... do you really think... that Horikita lied? To Light?" Shiro 
asked me. 

I shrugged. "Well, probably not. But, there's always a chance. So 
we can never be completely certain." 

Shiro closed her eyes for a brief second, before opening them and 
beginning to speak once more. 

"There are 183 different possible selection patterns which include 
both Kururugi Suzaku and Inogashira Kokoro... With Yamauchi 
Haruki, 167... And Mori Nene, 171... Statistically speaking, it's more 
likely that she wasn't lying..." 

"183?!" I echoed in shock. "The hell kind of patterns are you 
considering?! Their blood types?" 

Shiro looked me in the eye with a serious look. 

"Brother, even with just names alone, there are countless 
possibilities... Alphabetical order and reversed alphabetical order, 
with a huge variety of ways to select which name on the list is the 
VIP... number of vowels in a name, number of a specified character, 
surnames ordered by how common they are... not to mention there 
are tons of different languages and scripts the names can be written 
in, wherein all of these possibilities can be repeated and counted 
again... And—" 

"Okay, okay!" I exclaimed, waving my hands in front of me. "I get 
it. I'm sorry for doubting you." 

I should've known that Shiro wouldn't make a mistake when it 
came to calculation, but still, it was quite hard to believe that there 
were 183 different ways to link two completely different people. 

I removed my hand from Shiro's head and started resuming my 
walk, but I was stopped by a tugging sensation on my shirt. 

"Nii..." Shiro whispered. 

"Hm? What is it, Shiro?" I asked, turning around and placing my 
hand on the back of her head. 

"Am I... no... I'm an outcast again... aren't I? Everybody else... 
they were able to do this exam without difficulty... but me... I 
couldn't even go to one meeting..." 


Ah, I see. Even though Light had done his best to help out in that 
department, Shiro was still feeling down as a result of not being 
able to do what everybody else, including me, managed to do. 

And then, as a derivative of that, she was likely remembering that 
past of hers. It's natural she'd also feel a lingering sense of fear in 
this situation, I suppose. 

I gently ran my hand through Shiro's beautiful, white hair. 

"Nobody will blame you for it, you know?" I reassured her. 

"How... do you know...?" Shiro asked back. 

"Your brother is the best of all at reading people," I answered. 
"And I've already concluded that our classmates aren't those kinds 
of people." 

Shiro looked down briefly, before letting out a soft hum of 
acknowledgement. 

"If Nii says so... then it must be." 

I gave her a satisfied nod, before taking her hand back in mine. 

"Well, we should start heading back. It's getting late," I said to my 
sister. 

Shiro gave a nod of agreement, and we began making our way 
back to the guest room. I hope Kiyotaka hasn't been lonely. 
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Ayanokoji's POV 

It was around half one in the morning when my roommate 
quietly woke up. Taking extreme consideration as to not wake his 
sister, Sora slipped out of bed. Since students were required to sleep 
in their jerseys, he stole out of the room while still wearing it. 

After I'd confirmed he wasn't going to the men's room, I grabbed 
my key card and got out of bed myself. It was just a small hunch, 
but it seemed like my shot in the dark had been spot on. 

Once he realised that I was awake, we exchanged glances without 
speaking a word. Without looking away, he motioned that we 
should move out to the hall. Then, he stepped out. I found him in 
the hallway, wearing a mixed expression. 

"T'll assume it's safe to say I didn't wake you?" 

"Right. I had a suspicion you'd be leaving the room tonight." 

Sora let out a laugh. "Now, why would you think that, I wonder?" 

Trying to deceive him would have a detrimental effect, so I 
thought it best to just be honest. 

"You told me all about the situation with Karuizawa and those 
Class C girls, right? I had a feeling you'd still want to do something 


about it, but you wouldn't want to trouble Shiro with it. That's why 
I guessed you'd make an escape during the night." 

Honestly, the chances were pretty low, but, knowing Sora, he 
wouldn't be able to just sit by and watch. 

The boy in question gave an immediate nod. Quick on the uptake, 
as always. Only to be expected of Class D's resident human-reading 
expert. 

"I can't say that I expected Kiyotaka to appear here, but at the 
same time, it's not entirely unexpected, either." 

It's still slightly jarring every time I hear him call me by that 
name. Perhaps it's because I've never heard that name called in a 
friendly way until now. 

The both of us silently agreed to start walking, and I allowed Sora 
to lead the way as I began speaking. 

"To be frank, I half-predicted you'd make a move to do something 
during the night, but I actually have no idea what you're planning 
to do. Do you have some sort of plan?" I asked him. 

A complex smile formed itself on Sora's face. "I'll be honest here. I 
know that I seemed all rejuvenated and that after you found spoke 
to me on the emergency stairs earlier, but that was mostly only a 
boost to my motivation. In reality, the fact that I'm a massive 
weakling hasn't changed. As a result... well, you get what I mean." 

That makes sense. Although I had helped guide Sora back onto 
the path of self-improvement and determination, in this very 
moment, on this ship, he hadn't actually changed apart from that 
boost in motivation. 

In other words, Sora remained both physically and mentally 
incapable of solving this issue on his own. He couldn't influence the 
situation directly. That meant that he'd probably try to help 
somebody else solve the problem instead. 

"I see," I replied. "So, where are we going?" 

"Earlier, the incident between Manabe and Karuizawa was by far 
the most severe thing that's happened thus far. Now, I've observed 
Karuizawa's behaviour for a few days now, and one thing is clear. 
She gains power by getting a highly influential figure into her palm, 
even if the risk is making enemies." 

Gaining power by taking control of powerful names, huh? That 
meant that she behaved almost like a parasite would, attaching 
herself to the most powerful man she can in each new environment. 

But no, what I was more intrigued by was her mindset in all of 
this. From what Sora had just told me, it was clear now. Karuizawa 
effectively just viewed her ‘hosts', so to speak, as tools for her own 
power security. 

Well, anyway, knowing this meant that you could get a pretty 


good read on how Karuizawa would act in this kind of situation. 

"In other words, she'll turn to the highly influential figure she's 
had almost this entire time now. Hirata Yosuke, her boyfriend." 

I concluded that that's where Sora was intending to go tonight. 
He'd deduced that, if Karuizawa had contacted Hirata, they'd have 
to meet up somewhere out of the way, since it's a very delicate 
subject. 

That meant that they too would likely be having a secret 
rendezvous during the dead of the night. And Sora intended to 
make his move by appearing before them during this time. That was 
his way of trying to help. 

"Exactly. But, if you ask me, I think that Hirata is completely 
underqualified to deal with this kind of thing." 

Sora seemed to share my sentiment on this matter, too. Hirata 
was like Ichinose — he wanted to be everybody's ally, and was on 
everyone's side. This seemed good at first glance, but in a situation 
like this, the problem is that he won't put wholly put his support 
behind Karuizawa. 

In fact, there's a good chance that Hirata won't even help at all, 
because he also wants to be an ally to the Class C girls. If that 
happens, Karuizawa will be in an extremely tough position. 

"I agree. That's what separates the likes of Hirata to a true elite 
like Light." 

While Light also upholds his principles of being amicable, he 
wouldn't be naive enough to think this situation will just disappear 
if you try to be friendly with everyone. 

No, he'd probably take one look at this whole thing and instantly 
see that this'll only escalate if nobody intervenes. And, no matter 
how you spin it, Manabe and her gang are bound to end up being 
the ones to escalate it further, and ultimately, will be the ones in 
the wrong. 

And we all know what Light's policies on justice are by now. 

All in all, this would make him a much more valuable ‘host' for 
Karuizawa than Hirata. Even as a mere ally, he'd be a much more 
powerful asset, in my opinion. 

"So, anyway, what do you plan to do? Stalk his room until he 
comes out?" I made an attempt at a joke. 

Sora turned to look at me. 
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"So, do you think he'll come out any time soon?" 

We found ourselves hiding near the exit to the boys' guest room 
corridor. 

"IT dunno..." Sora replied. "It's been like, half an hour now..." 

Just as we were beginning to think we were wasting our time, I 
sensed movement coming from the corridor. 

Sora didn't seem aware of it yet, so I conveyed the information 
with a deliberate nod towards the corridor, which was located just 
out of sight from us, who were waiting on the stairwell exit. 

The presence eventually reached right to the other side of the 
wall, and then shortly after, a reasonably loud ding sounded out. 

Sora and I, immediately realising what it was, looked at each 
other but didn't say a word. It seemed like both of us were 
speechless due to our own stupidity. 

"Uh, this is a problem," Sora said eventually, as the person outside 
who was probably Hirata stepped forwards. 

On the Speranza, there were two different modes of transport for 
traversing between the levels of the ship. There were the emergency 
stairs and the elevators. The elevators were, of course, by far more 
commonly used, and were also what Hirata(?) had just called now. 

"How the hell are we gonna know which floor he gets off at?" 
Sora continued in a panicked whisper. 

"Well," I began, thinking of the only possible solution. "You said 
you wanted to get stronger right? Might as well start now. We just 
have to get to the next floor before the elevator does. This'll be a 
good workout for you!" 

Sora stared at me as if I was an alien species. "Have you gone 
mad?! Are you aware how difficult it is to sprint up this many 
stairs?!" 

Well, maybe for a beginner, this kind of exercise was far too 
taxing. The upside is that it'd be a good indicator for where his 
current level is. 

"Well, we don't really have much time to think of an alternative. 
The elevator is literally about to start going up," I retorted. 

Sora thought for a few painfully slow seconds, before shaking his 
head aggressively. "Fine! I got no better ideas." 

Without waiting to hear more, I turned on my heel and began 
running up the stairs. 

Contrary to popular belief, what the human body feels and senses 
is not speed, but acceleration. This is because, no matter what the 
speed is, when a human is moving at a constant velocity, there are 
no forces acting on it. 


However, some kind of force is required to either accelerate or 
decelerate you, so you can feel, or sense, that force. Like when 
you're sitting in a car, you only get that feeling of being pressed 
against your seat when you speed up to overtake someone. 

The same is true for elevators —- elevators accelerate quickly when 
they start moving, and then travel at a constant speed right up until 
they stop quickly. 

In other words, unless you were an abnormal human calculator 
like Shiro, who could map out the travel times between floors on 
the elevator and vertical distance between each stop, there was no 
way to tell how fast the elevators actually moved. 

All I had to go off of was the approximate time it took to move 
between floors, but since the number of floors travelled at a time 
often varied throughout the course of the day, getting a consistent 
measurement was extremely unlikely. 

What this meant was that I couldn't afford to run slowly to 
account for Sora's pace — if it turned out that the elevators moved 
faster than I assumed, then I'd miss Hirata(?) getting off at his floor. 

I funnelled power into my legs and swiftly left the astonished 
Sora behind, climbing the metal stairs at a speed that would 
probably win me a barrage of questions if it were witnessed. 

I arrived at the next level up in no time, and after waiting a 
reasonable amount of time, concluded that the person in the 
elevator wouldn't be disembarking at this floor. 

The panting Sora just managed to clamber up to where I was, 
clearly exhausted already just by running up one flight of stairs. I 
felt a little bad, but had no time to lose, so I shot off once more up 
the stairs. 

As I ran, I couldn't help but let random thoughts wander into my 
mind -— these stairs are kind of creepy. 

I mean, what I'm essentially ascending is a giant vertical tube, 
which was very dimly lit and was only accompanied by a spiralling 
set of stairs that looked as if they went on forever. 

Due to the only light sources coming from the rooms on each 
floor, the actual stairs were very dark. As a result, all you could see 
by looking up was a set of stairs that lead into a deep blackness. It 
gave off an eerily vast sense of scale, as if you could continue up 
these stairs into the pitch-black void forever, to no end. Humans 
naturally would feel unsettled by this, as it opposed all the sensible 
norms we know of the everyday world. 

Not only that, but in this dark and at this desolate time of night 
when everybody was sound asleep, anyone could be lurking on 
these stairs somewhere, or anything could happen on them, and 
nobody would ever know. 


I reached the next level, and once again confirmed that the 
suspected Hirata was not getting off at this floor before beginning 
my ascent once again. This time, Sora did not make it up in time 
before I left. 

I repeated this process of sprinting procedurally up the eerie 
stairs, until eventually, I heard another ding sound ring out. By the 
sounds of it, the door had opened. 

This is the floor. Concealing my presence as best I could, I shifted 
to get a better view. Sure enough, it was Hirata. He was taking 
great care not to be seen as he sneaked toward his destination. 

I quickly sent Sora a text, informing him of which floor we were 
on, before tailing Hirata silently. 

It was not admirable to eavesdrop —- the fact that Karuizawa 
called Hirata out at this time indicated that it was something she 
didn't want others to hear. However, it's almost impossible that 
they'd agree to Sora and my presence at their discussion, so hiding 
and listening in was a necessary evil. 

The meeting place ended up being in front of the vending 
machine near the second-level lounge area. This location also 
appeared to be chosen deliberately. 

It was in the centre of the hallway, which meant that while it'd be 
easy for them to be spotted by some, they'd also be able to see them, 
too. Its location made eavesdropping difficult. 

However, to me, when it came to things like this, as long as it 
wasn't ‘impossible’, I could handle it like a trivial task, even if it 
were deemed ‘difficult’ by even an experienced spy or hitman. 

I quickly found a good spot, and settled into the shadows such 
that I could easily hear and see what was going on, but my presence 
was thoroughly concealed. 

Karuizawa was already waiting for Hirata, clad in her jersey and 
sitting on the sofa. When Karuizawa saw Hirata coming, she 
instantly smiled and greeting him. 

"Ah, Hirata-kun! You came!" 

"Of course I did," Hirata responded. "So, I assume you wanted to 
talk alone, right?" 

"Yeah, clearly. Why else would I go to the effort of coming to 
such a secluded place?" Karuizawa answered. 

There was a brief lull of silence, and it looked as if Hirata was 
considering how best to approach the situation at hand. 

"You were telling me about a fight with Manabe-san from Class C, 
right?" 

Hirata went with a direct approach. Well, I suppose there was no 
merit in skirting around the issue when it's just the two of them. 

"That's—... right." Karuizawa confirmed, her smile slowly fading 


as she recalled the memory. 

"Did they use violence?" Hirata asked tentatively. 

Karuizawa_ swallowed heavily, before replying with an 
unexpectedly weak nod of affirmation. 

Hirata, on the other hand, looked momentarily lost in thought 
and closed his eyes. I wondered what he'd do. Would he call 
Manabe and her friends out and reprimand them? Or would he 
report them to the school? 

"If Manabe-san and her friends got violent with you, we definitely 
need to take action. I absolutely cannot allow violence," he said. 

When Karuizawa heard Hirata's just words, she broke back into 
her wide smile. "So, you'll take revenge on her for me, right?" 

I hadn't expected such unsettling words. Then again, from the 
perspective of someone who'd been physically threatened, it must've 
looked like a kill-or-be-killed situation. 

Just then, I sensed an additional presence approach the area from 
behind me. I looked over my shoulder, and confirmed the silhouette 
of a thoroughly worn-out Sora approaching and silently as he could 
in his condition. 

I beckoned him over, and he crept up next to me, trying as best 
he could not to be noticed. I had to give him props - for a shut-in, 
he was surprisingly good at hiding himself. Maybe he'd learned 
some techniques from a game or two. 

"I can't do that," Hirata's firm voice brought my attention back to 
the ongoing conversation. 

I could make out the confused yet attentive facial expression of 
Sora, who had only just tuned into the conversation, trying to make 
sense of what was being said. 

"What?! Why not?" Karuizawa raised her voice, apparently not 
being mindful of the noise. 

"Because this isn't like you, Karuizawa-san. You aren't a violent 
person," Hirata answered. 

"But your girlfriend's suffering, right? You should want to help 
me." 

"Yes, I do. But I don't believe in an eye for an eye. You know that, 
don't you?" 

Their core differences were starting to clash, and it seemed like 
Sora was thinking the same thing. Although he likely didn't know 
the exact specifics of the conversation, he'd been able to pick up on 
the gist of it just from a few lines of back-and-forth dialogue. 

"Let's think this through. If possible, let's find a way to get along 
with Manabe-san and her friends," he said. 

I heard Sora sigh gently yet disappointedly under his breath and 
whisper: "What the hell is up with this guy? His optimism is a 


borderline mental disorder!" 

I was focused on a different thing, however. Namely: 

"Hey," I whispered deadly quietly to Sora. "Doesn't their 
conversation seem a little... off, for a couple?" 

"Hmm... now that you mention it, yeah. Even if they don't really 
like expressing affection in public, you'd at least think they'd be a 
little more intimate with each other when they're alone. They've 
been dating for what, like four months now?" Sora agreed. 

"They seem a bit too formal..." I murmured, as Karuizawa began 
speaking again. 

"That's impossible isn't it? I mean, they absolutely hate me for 
practically no reason. Please, you have to understand!" she begged. 

"No reason? Didn't this start because you had an issue with 
Morofuji-san, Karuizawa?" 

Hirata said Morifuji, but he probably meant Rika. That must've 
been her last name. It was amazing how much information he had. 

"But that's... I didn't have any choice! Shinohara and the others 
were there, and I have to keep up appearances! You understand 
that, don't you?!" 

I narrowed my eyes a little. Because Shinohara was there, she had 
no choice? What did that mean? 

"Please, I'm begging you. Help me. Hirata-kun. You said you'd 
protect me, didn't you?" 

"Of course I'll protect you. But I can't just hurt Manabe-san and 
her friends for no real reason. Let's try to find a way to resolve 
things peacefully, through discussion." 

"I'm telling you, that's not possible! If I could do that, I wouldn't 
need your help!" 

What she said might have sounded absurd, but I understood how 
she felt. Karuizawa's position was more dangerous than I expected. 
Things might very well end violently. For example, students here 
weren't allowed to smoke, much like many other schools around the 
world. But there were many schools worldwide who smoked and 
got away with it. Not everything could be bound by law or 
governed by rules, and bullying was one of those things. 

Hirata did seem to be worried about Karuizawa, but he was also 
worried about Manabe and her friends. Hirata wanted to think of a 
way to resolve things peacefully for all parties. He wasn't treating 
Karuizawa like his treasured girlfriend, but as another friend. 

"It doesn't matter what the reason is. I can't do what you want. 
You're one of my classmates, Karuizawa-san. If you're in trouble, I'll 
help you, protect you. But I can't hurt someone else to do that, even 
if they're from Class C," he said. 

"You liar! You said you'd protect me!" she shouted. 


"Liar"? You've known this was my stance since the beginning." He 
stood up. The next words out of his mouth would've taken all the 
students in the grade by surprise. "I've told you from the start that 
we aren't really boyfriend and girlfriend. I don't mind pretending to 
go out with you, but I definitely won't fight a war for you." 

"You know..." Sora whispered to me. "I know this is probably one 
of those clichéd 'big reveal' moments and all, but hasn't this been 
obvious for like the last ten minutes?" 

Well, he wasn't wrong about that. Hirata hadn't acted like he was 
dealing with his beloved girlfriend even once throughout this entire 
interaction. 

"What?! Wh-why are you saying all of this now?!" Karuizawa was 
horrified by what she'd just heard. 

"Because we need a new option now. I want to help you," he said. 
He wasn't abandoning Karuizawa at all. He was seriously trying to 
help her, in his own way. He approached Karuizawa, who now 
looked really upset, but didn't even try to touch her slender, 
delicate shoulder. I would've expected him to do that much. 

"So are you saying... it's better for me to get violent with them?" 
she asked. 

"That's not what I'm saying. I'll do what I can to help you. When 
morning comes, I intend to speak with Manabe-san and her friends. 
I'll tell them to stop harassing you, Karuizawa-san. You probably 
won't like this, but I'll tell them that you'll apologize." 

"IT don't want to!" Karuizawa had come to Hirata in order to take 
revenge on Manabe and her friends, and that spoke to her true 
personality — her real self. More than anything else, Karuizawa was 
afraid. 

"If that's the case, then I can't help you. I'm sorry." 

Hirata was calm. Even now, he was composed. But he was also 
extremely reliable, and for someone like Karuizawa who needed 
that reliability, losing it was basically a death sentence. 

"Whatever! If you're not going to listen to me, then I don't need 
you!" Karuizawa threw the can of juice she was holding down the 
hall. The contents spilled all over the place, and the sound echoed 
down the hall. 

"Wait!" Finally, Sora called out from our hiding place, freezing 
both Hirata and Karuizawa in place. 

Karuizawa slowly turned around, and it looked as if she'd seen a 
ghost. Meanwhile, Hirata was equally surprised, and was trying his 
best to make sense of the situation. 

Sora looked quickly at me. We still hadn't shown ourselves, just 
Sora's voice. "Listen. I don't know what you want to do, Kiyotaka, 
but I certainly won't be able to do much directly myself. In other 


words, I'm counting on you... will you help me?" 

I let out an exhale and closed my eyes as I sunk into thought. 

Ayanok6ji Kiyotaka. 

This name belonged to me, but depending on who you asked, a 
very wide range of connotations would be listed as related to that 
name. 

No matter what different people would say about me, though, 
one thing was for sure; I am a blank slate. When I enrolled at this 
school, I couldn't really call myself a fully-formed person — I was 
still trying to find who I was, and more importantly, who I wanted to 
be. 

And, unfortunately, I still was clueless as to who I wanted to be. 
As to how I wanted the name ‘Ayanokoji Kiyotaka’ to be 
remembered by the people who knew him. 

I was sure of one thing, though. And that was who I didn't want to 
be. There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted to be different 
from 'that man’. 

In a sense, him and I are exactly alike. As long as I can protect 
myself, I don't care what happens to other people. 

But even if we are similar in essence, I believe that it's best not to 
show that essence to others. 

In short, what do you do to the many people that you pass by, 
uncaring of their existence? Should you dispose of them? Or should 
you reach out your hand to them? 

'That man' would undoubtedly do the former. And that's the 
reason why I, in stubborn opposition, would choose to do the latter. 

As long as I win in the end, the fates of others is not a concern. 
However, this does not mean that I must view everybody as an 
inferior insect, and crush them under my foot. 

Besides, doing that would conflict with my goal of enrolling here 
in the first place. I came here to enjoy a life that I was unable to 
live in my past — seeing every other person as a lesser being to 
destroy would not satisfy that. 

Consequently... 

I gave the spiky-haired boy beside me an affirmative nod. "Okay. 
Do your best to anger Karuizawa to the point of making her run off. 
I'll chase after her while you ensure Hirata doesn't follow after us." 

Sora's gradient crimson eyes stared deep into mine. 

"Right. I'll assume you have an idea of what to do with 
Karuizawa, so I'll take the bullet on this one." 

With that short exchange, the two of us emerged from the 
shadows, and presented ourselves before Hirata and Karuizawa. 

"A-Ayanokoji-kun too?" Hirata stuttered, understandably still 
dumbstruck. 


Karuizawa, on the other hand, glared at us with terrifying 
bloodlust. "What the hell are you two doing here?! How long have 
you been there?" 

"We were here the whole time," I answered. 

"Yeah. We got to hear all about that pathetic situation of yours," 
Sora added with a taunting smirk. 

So, he's really going for it, huh? This is a rare instance where I 
don't actually need to use someone for them to be effective; this guy 
is by far competent enough to be a partner. 

"So what?!" Karuizawa snapped. "What are you going to say, the 
same guy who looked like a scared little boy back on the stairs 
before?!" 

Betraying expectation, Sora's grin only grew wider. "Difference is, 
I didn't run begging to someone to 'take revenge' for me. I just took 
it on the chin and moved on, unlike a certain someone who needs 
to get a grip already!" 

"Hey, hey, that's uncalled for." Hirata said sternly, slight anger 
clear in his demeanour. 

"Oh, shush, you. You faked being someone's boyfriend just to 
protect them, and you can't even do that right. You're pretty much 
useless," Sora goaded him. 

"I hate you!" Karuizawa's shout echoed off the walls. "Sora-kun! I 
absolutely hate you! I wish I could never see your face again!" 

"Pff, why's that? Is it because I remind you of how much of a 
weak, pathetic, bullied little girl you really are?" 

Those words seemed to shatter whatever fighting spirit 
Karuizawa had left at this point, and instead of screaming a retort, 
simple tears formed in the corner of her eyes. 

Hirata looked visibly furious at this point, but knowing that it 
was Hirata, it wouldn't be unsafe to leave Sora alone with him. 

Karuizawa began to take steps backwards and she desperately 
tried to stop tears from running out of her eyes. She just needed one 
final push. 

"Running away, are we? Well, I suppose you're no stranger to 
that." Sora put the final nail in the coffin. 

Karuizawa spun around and fled, rather than storming off, she 
ran away. 

Hirata looked like he was about to chase after her, but I was 
faster, and kicked off the ground in the direction she went. 
Realising that I had it covered, Hirata turned his very angry gaze to 
Sora, whom I had to applaud for a job well done. 

In fact, I don't think anybody could've done it better than him. 
And he did it all without Shiro here, too. I wonder how... 

After a few steps, I ducked around a corner, such that the wall 


obscured Hirata's line of sight to me. This allowed me to speed up, 
and I dashed at high speed after Karuizawa. 

Coincidentally, in this direction, the second-level lounge was 
located. And sure enough, as I turned another character, my eyes 
fell on Karuizawa's back, which had just burst into said lounge. 

I ran through the door after her. At this point, she seemed to 
notice me, and turned around with wide eyes. I noticed the very 
obvious moistening around them. It seemed like Sora really did go 
all out on her. 

I scanned my eyes over the room before me, and zeroed in on a 
door to our left, which was labelled as a pool room; through the 
window on the door, several pool tables could be seen. 

If one thing was for sure, nobody would be going in there at this 
time of night. 

Within the blink of an eye, I caught up to Karuizawa. She seemed 
like she was going to let out a loud squeal of fright, so I clamped 
my hand over her mouth and used my other hand to pull her by the 
arm. 

I dragged her into the pool room, taking care not to remove my 
hand from the terrified Karuizawa's mouth as I opened the door, 
and closed it behind me as I pulled us both in. 

A/N: It's summer break here, so I took a little break to do 
some stuff. I'm back now, though, and I'll try to get the next 
chapter out quickly. 


Chapter 4-8: Karuizawa Kei 


Sora's POV 

Standing before me was an extremely angry boy by the name of 
Hirata Yosuke. And the cause of said anger is, of course, me. 

While I was ninety-nine percent sure that this fuming individual 
wouldn't raise his hand against me, it still didn't help to settle my 
jittery nerves. I'd gone all out on that performance, and a lot of 
explaining would have to be done to diffuse this situation. 

"Sora-kun... I was under the impression that you were a good, 
civil person. That was the vibe you gave during that lunch we had 
together." 

Hirata spoke in a tone edged with disappointment. The lunch 
which he was referring to was, of course, the one in which his 
classmates were talking about bullying their classmate whom they 
didn't like, Horikita. 

Hirata seemed angry, but he didn't launch into an offensive attack 
toward me, be it physical or verbally. I suppose this was the kind of 
man he was. I decided not to respond directly to his statement, and 
seized control of the conversation immediately. 

"Hmm... Hirata, do you realise that, at this rate, the problem with 
Karuizawa will never go away?" I said. 

Hirata appeared bewildered by my blatant disregard for his 
words. His anger, however, was clearly more evident still. 

"I don't appreciate you dodging my statement right now, Sora- 
kun." 

Damn. He was serious about this. Looks like I can't just do 
whatever I want in this conversation, huh. 

"To be blunt, I'm helping both you and Karuizawa. You just don't 
see it yet." I retorted. 

"I don't believe that a verbal attack could constitute to helping 
this situation," he replied firmly. 

Well, to him, me barging into his private one-on-one with 
Karuizawa was plainly disrespectful and unhelpful. Unfortunately, 
though, it was a necessary evil. 

Actually, why was it necessary, again? I believed that Kiyotaka 
had a plan, but now that he has Karuizawa alone, what exactly is he 
planning to do? 


In any case, it's best just to trust in him and do the job on my end 
here. 

"I mean, it was the best way to achieve the objective," I said. 

Hirata raised his eyebrow, wordlessly responding to me. 

"I needed to separate you from Karuizawa. That was the easiest 
way," I elaborated. 

"There were definitely more tactful ways for you to do that," 
Hirata said, his eyes hardened. "Regardless, that's not the point. 
Why do you need to separate the two of us after intruding on our 
private affairs?" 

Hirata was rightfully wary. I'd heard everything, from 
Karuizawa's situation with Manabe to their relationship being fake. 
It would be a big problem if I revealed this to the rest of the 
students. 

"In actuality, I already knew most of what you discussed," I said. 

"Ah, that's right. Sora-kun was there when Karuizawa had her 
run-in with Manabe-san and her friends, right? That doesn't explain 
much, though." 

"The truth is that I can relate to Karuizawa's situation," I said, 
before lowering my voice to speak the next part. "If I'm not 
mistaken, she's a bullying victim." 

Hirata's eyes widened in surprise. Looks like I was right on the 
money. 

"H-how did you..." he mumbled in shock. 

"I told you, didn't I? I can relate to her situation. That's how, 
along with my reading abilities, I was able to deduce it from her 
behaviour." I explained. 

Hirata closed his eyes and thought for a moment, presumably 
choosing his next words carefully. Then, I noticed his fist tighten 
ever so slightly. 

"Then, knowing that, you should've avoided saying such horrible 
things to her even more so. No matter yours or anyone else's 
circumstances, such actions cannot be excused." 

Hirata was correct on this one, in my opinion. I had no right to 
say those things to Karuizawa, other than it being the easiest and 
fastest way to do what needed to be done. 

I also felt like Hirata was subtly referring to Karuizawa, too. 
Although her paranoia and scaredness due to her past bullying was 
understandable, that didn't give her the right to throw her weight 
around now, like with that Rika girl. 

During their conversation, Karuizawa said that she ‘had' to push 
Rika because of the presence of Shinohara and the others. While it 
seemed nonsensical at first, if you really deconstruct it knowing all 
the facts, you can trace Karuizawa's behaviour even down to the 


very roots. 

Karuizawa was not always the popular, gyaru type of girl. In fact, 
it was more accurate to say that she never was. 

Karuizawa's strong-headed, overbearing attitude is just a facade 
donned when in the presence of the other girls. Why? Because, from 
her past bullying experience, Karuizawa has realised that the strong 
prey on the weak. 

And so, at her new school, she'd concluded that the most sure-fire 
way to avoid being the targeted weak again was for her to become 
the strong, who in turn preyed on the weak. 

The weak like Morifuji Rika. 

That's also why she'd most likely sought out Hirata to be her fake 
boyfriend. It was to cement her status in the hierarchy even further, 
which would decrease the chance of her becoming a target even 
more. 

Now, here's where opinions will differ depending on who you ask 
— does this justify her current behaviour, of taking acts like shoving 
Rika, and perhaps verbally taunting less popular girls? 

If you asked me, her past certainly did not excuse her actions, 
however I think that any person with at least a bit of human 
empathy should be able to sympathise with Karuizawa. 

The hellish torment and suffering of having no goals or 
aspirations, and only wishing for the day to end so it'll all be over. 
And the fear and paranoia of this torturous cycle repeating all over 
again. Karuizawa must've lived a horrible life at her previous 
school, and she was terrified of it happening again. 

Hirata had said it in their conversation — 'you aren't that type of 
person’. Karuizawa understood that it was wrong to target others, 
most of all because she'd experienced it all herself. However, her 
fear of becoming the target again outweighed her empathy for those 
she harassed. 

Unless you'd experienced serious bullying yourself, you weren't in 
any position to criticise the survival methods adopted by victims. It 
was impossible to understand the paranoia and fear that these 
people feel. 

And speaking from a purely logical perspective doesn't work here, 
either. Nobody in Karuizawa's shoes would be capable of 
completely rational thought. All that'd be on their mind would be 
the overwhelming need to avoid becoming a target. 

As well as a person's IQ, there was also EQ; emotional quotient. A 
metric which represents how attuned you are to the emotions of 
people. You could be the most intelligent person on the planet, but 
if you were unable to understand the feelings of people, your 
opinion on this matter was as good as weightless. 


To put it short, while Karuizawa's past does not excuse her 
behaviour, a bit of thought could certainly justify why she acts like 
she does. And, at heart, it was clear that she wasn't a bad person. 
That's what I think. 

"You're right. My words and actions back there were definitely 
out of line. I'm sorry," I bowed my head as I spoke. 

Hirata appeared to calm down a bit, and he let out an 
exasperated sigh, his fist loosening. 

"Would you mind expanding on your intentions here?" 

"Sure. I can sympathise with Karuizawa, which is why I want to 
help. And, to be frank, I don't think you are of much use in this 
scenario, Hirata. You want to be everyone's ally, but that's not what 
she needs at the moment." 

"You don't think it's possible to solve this through civil 
discussion? That's rather pessimistic." Hirata rebutted. 

"Girls are much more vicious than us boys. While men tend to 
just have a physical fight and have that be the end of it, grudges 
between girls turn into a long battle of nasty attacks on one 
another. From hair pulling to spreading rumours to throwing their 
drinks and much more, which can last for months and months 
without ever being resolved. You understand this, don't you? They 
won't just hug and make up, even if you're there as a mediator with 
all your popularity." 

Hirata closed his eyes, a storm of thoughts assailing his mind. 
This would be a true test for Hirata —- will he be able to reflect on 
the situation without bias, and on his own way of doing things? Or 
will he insist that peace through dialogue is always the answer? 

Eventually, he started talking. 

"You're right. That is most likely the case. But, then, what would 
you suggest as an alternative?" 

I looked him dead in the eye. 

"A fight ends when someone wins." 

Hirata seemed shocked by my immediate response, as his eyes 
widened a little. 

"This applies to all battles, be it physical, mental or emotional. In 
this case, the best way to win is, of course..." I continued. 

"... Expulsion." 

Hirata paled and his eyes widened even more. Anyone would 
think I just suggested murdering them. 

"Absolutely not! While it's arguable that you cannot be on 
everyone's side, that doesn't mean anybody needs to be expelled!" 
Hirata shook his head violently. 

"Oh really? This school takes bullying very seriously. Manabe and 
her friends have already used violence on Karuizawa, and it will 


escalate even more from here. One could even go as far as to say 
they deserve to be expelled." I retorted. 

Hirata stared at me like I'd completely lost my mind. It was as if 
he thought my logic was completely nonsensical, like some kind of 
alien language was being spoken. 

"Why would you ever freely choose to expel one of your peers 
when there are clearly other solutions?" he exclaimed in alarm. 

"I never said I would," I rebutted. "All I said was that it was the 
best way to win." 

Hirata's panic dissipated as he heard my words. He was evidently 
glad to hear that I didn't intend to expel anybody. 

"However, there must be a reason for bringing it up, right? Do 
you think that Ayanokoji-kun would choose to expel them?" 

If I knew Ayanokdji, I'd say it was far more likely that he'd force 
Manabe to become subservient to him. Having a sleeper agent 
embedded in Class C would be very powerful. 

"Hmm... who can say? Although I don't agree with resorting to 
expulsion myself, what I will say is that, for people like Karuizawa, 
people like Manabe and her friends ought to be... deleted." 

Hirata stiffened up at my deliberately ominous wording. 
However, what I said was true; nobody can argue that the world 
would be better for everyone if all bullies disappeared. 

When you think of the word 'bully', you typically relate it to a 
certain type of asshole you'd find at a school, but unfortunately, 
reality is not that kind. 

The truth is that there are bullies throughout all stages of life, 
such as a boss who likes to throw his weight around. Or a landlord 
who thinks he has the right to control everything you do, and 
makes threats when you don't conform to his exact wishes. Or a 
customer who thinks he's ‘always correct' and acts like the most self- 
entitled guy you'll ever meet. 

Contrary to popular belief, these kinds of people don't change, 
grow or mature after they graduate school — they just act the same 
way all over again, usually developing some sort of power-complex 
along the way. 

These kinds of characters are a sad but inevitable constant in 
modern society. However, if there was a way to just erase them all, 
I'm sure that most of the general population would do so. 

"While it is true that most people would be better off at this 
school without characters like Manabe, I still firmly stand by a 
philosophy of rehabilitation over retribution." Hirata said. 

Unfortunately, Hirata, capital punishment is legal in Japan, 
which means that the country disagrees with you. 

"I agree with you for the most part. However..." I could almost 


feel my crimson eyes gleam as I looked into Hirata's. "Some ships 
are doomed to sink." 

Hirata shivered slightly, before shaking his head and turning his 
back to me and facing down the corridor. He started to walk, but I 
stopped him with my voice. 

"Where are you going?" I called out. 

"To find Karuizawa-san and Ayanokoji-kun." Hirata answered 
over his shoulder. 

"There's no point in that. Do you know how big this ship is, how 
many levels it has? And since it's the middle of the night, they 
could've gone literally anywhere since everywhere is deserted. Even 
I would have no hope of finding them now." 

Out of an itching curiosity, I pulled out my phone and scrolled to 
AyanokoOji's contact. By default, you were able to check somebody's 
GPS location this way, but as expected, Ayanokoji had the feature 
disabled. 

"You may be right, but wouldn't you agree that it's still best to 
try? I'm worried about Karuizawa." 

"Just let us handle the Karuizawa situation now, Hirata. To be 
blunt, you can't do anything for her now with your civil, peaceful 
way of doing things." 

Hirata appeared hesitant, and torn between the two choices he 
had in his mind. After agonising over his answer for a brief 
moment, he turned back to fully face me. 

"Can I trust you, Sora-kun?" 

"Of course. As I said, I sympathise with her, being able to relate 
to her problem myself. I promise that I'll do my best to help her," I 
said. "The system of this school breeds a mentality of viewing 
everybody who's not your classmates as an enemy with ulterior 
motives, and I think that that's a great downside." 

In the real world, it's not like everybody you meet that's outside 
of your immediate circle is an enemy. As long as you're suspicious 
of the creepy dude offering you candy, you'll be fine out there. This 
school is kinda extremist when it comes to this sort of thing. 

"I see... Well, in that case, I'll reluctantly leave Karuizawa-san in 
your and Ayanokoji-kun's care." Hirata said. 

He made a point of saying 'reluctantly', presumably to indirectly 
emphasise that he still doesn't fully trust us, and that he won't be 
happy if we do something other than help her here. 

"I understand. We'll try our best to meet your expectations." I 
said. 

Hirata nodded, before turning around again. "Right. Goodnight, 
Sora-kun." 

With that, the back of Hirata Yosuke faded into the darkness of 


the dim corridor, and eventually, the repetitive sound of his 
footsteps echoing through this level of the ship faded away, too. 


AVAVAVWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

As soon as I shut the door behind me, I spun around and pinned 
Karuizawa against it. I looked silently into her frightened eyes for a 
moment, before speaking. 

"Don't try anything. Even if you call out for help, the chances of 
somebody hearing it, locating where the source is and actually 
coming all the way here is slim to none. I assume you won't do 
something as stupid as getting yourself in trouble for such a small 
probability." 

Karuizawa glared at me with clear hostility, but nonetheless, 
eventually gave in and nodded in understanding. 

I slowly removed my hand from her mouth, and backed away to 
give her a bit of space, opting to lean against a pool table standing 
behind me. 

Karuizawa simply stared at me with a strange mixture of anger, 
bewilderment and anxiety, but I could still make out the wetness 
around her eyes. 

"You aren't going to try to run away?" I asked. 

"You'd just catch up easily anyway," Karuizawa answered coldly. 

"T see," 

"Anyway, what do you want with me?" she asked, almost in a 
commanding tone. 

I found myself genuinely impressed. Despite just crying and 
running away, and being forcefully pulled into a desolate room by a 
boy she doesn't know, Karuizawa kept up her tough exterior. There 
are not many with that kind of mental grit. 

"First of all, I need to say, there's no need for you to keep that up 
any longer," I told her. 

Even though I'd just revealed that I know some dangerous 
information, this girl didn't look surprised. She'd probably deduced 
already that Sora and I had heard their whole conversation at least. 

"Do you think it's that easy for a girl to just open up her heart to a 
boy she's barely spoken to?" Karuizawa responded, but this time, 
without the cold and aggressive edge to her tone. 

"Probably not," I said. "But we'll need to be honest with one 
another to move forward, no?" 

"Move... forward? What do you mean?" 


"You don't think I pulled you all the way here for nothing, do 
you?" 

"You didn't pull me anywhere. I left of my own free will," 
Karuizawa retorted. 

While it may have seemed like her free decision to her, 
Karuizawa running away from the previous scene was as good as set 
in stone as soon as Sora and I formed a plan. When it came to 
manipulating others into doing what he wants, Sora was second to 
none. 

"Well, that's not completely true. Sora didn't just say all of that 
stuff for the sake of being mean, you know?" I said. 

"You're saying he only said it to make me run away? Well, it does 
kinda make sense when I remember Sora-kun's words from lunch 
that one time, but why would he go to such lengths? Just to get me 
here?" 

Karuizawa wasn't doubtful, but rather fully accepted my 
reasoning. Due to this apparent lunch that I hadn't heard of, she 
was probably already doubtful that Sora had meant what he said. 

"While getting you here was the end result, it wasn't our primary 
objective. What we were really trying to do was get you away from 
Hirata." 

Karuizawa's eyes widened in confusion. "Hirata-kun? He's the 
only one who's on my side. Why would you want to separate me 
from him?" 

"That's exactly the problem," I countered. "The only one who's on 
your side is a person who tries to be on everyone's side." 

I turned my voice slightly dark before speaking the next part, 
which made Karuizawa visibly tremble again. 

"Which means, for somebody like you, Karuizawa, he's not a good 
ally." 

"Somebody like me? What does that mean?" she questioned with 
a puzzled look. 

Karuizawa tried playing dumb. Well, it was actually quite clever 
of her — her past, which Sora speculated to involve bullying, wasn't 
mentioned in her dialogue with Hirata, which means that if we'd 
just bumped into them by chance tonight, we'd have no way to 
know about it. 

Despite being cornered like this, before a stranger who knew 
much more than he should, Karuizawa was using her sharp wits to 
do her best to restrict any more information from leaking out, and 
to try and throw me off. 

However, unfortunately for Karuizawa, the world was oftentimes 
much crueler than that. 

"Isn't it obvious?" I asked, looking her straight in the eye. "I'm 


talking about a bullying victim." 

Her eyes widened in utter shock and disbelief, her gaze adopting 
a tinge of fear. 

"What are you... talking about?" she stammered. 

"Don't worry," I said. "I don't intend to tell anyone. In fact, I wish 
to assist you, in this specific instance." 

She eyed me with scepticism and confusion. Karuizawa briefly 
looked like she was going to carry on playing the fool, but she 
abandoned that idea after seeing the knowing look in my eyes. 

And then, unexpectedly, she let out a dry laugh of self- 
deprecation. 

"Hah... so my secret was found out, huh?" 

Despite the fact that I'd told her that I didn't intend to tell anyone 
her secret, Karuizawa still wore a dismayed expression, as if she 
thought her peaceful life at this school had reached its sunset. 

"Like I said, I'm not going to use it against you in any way," I 
reassured her. 

If I wanted to, I could've put Karuizawa into a deep despair right 
here. Considering how far she's gone already to keep it a secret, 
she'd likely do anything to make me keep it a secret, too. 

If I so chose, I could have Karuizawa working as a pawn for me 
by threatening to release her secret to the school. 

However, there's no need for that. 

Having a pawn under your complete control within another class 
is a very powerful weapon, but as it stands, Kushida already fills 
that role perfectly. 

And, as an asset, Kushida is much, much better than Karuizawa 
is. Kushida is far more trusted by not only people in her own class 
but the others as well, and nobody would suspect her of doing 
something underhanded behind the scenes. 

Karuizawa, on the other hand, has a headstrong attitude which 
has, like in this instance, resulted in her being rather disliked by 
some of the other girls in the school. 

She's less flexible because there are less people that would 
actually let her get close to them compared to Kushida, and she also 
doesn't have as much influence as Kushida does. 

In other words, making Karuizawa into my pawn here would be 
pretty... well, pointless. 

If I didn't do anything to help Karuizawa right now, however, 
Sora's high opinion of me would definitely deteriorate, which is 
something I cannot afford to let happen right now. 

"I promise, I just want to help you right now." I reiterated. 

Karuizawa's expression didn't ease at all. 

"Why would you want to do that, huh? Why would I believe 


you?" 

"Well, actually, it's not me that wants to help you, but Sora. He 
can probably relate to your situation, so he empathises with you." I 
explained. 

Karuizawa looked at me with a pitiful expression. "What are you, 
his dog?" 

I suppose, from her perspective, it does look as if I'm just 
following Sora around, doing his errands for him. However, there 
were more layers to our relationship beneath the surface. 

I briefly pondered how Sora thought of me. So far, I had been 
nothing but friendly and supportive of him, so it would make sense 
for him to view me as a close and trusted companion. 

However, Sora was no normal high-school student. Even though 
he'd began calling me 'Kiyotaka', it wouldn't surprise me if he 
secretly doubted my intentions deep down. 

"Dog', huh?" I murmured in response. "That's a harsh term. I'm 
merely someone looking to help out a good friend." 

Karuizawa narrowed her eyes at me for a few seconds, before 
loosening up and letting out a huff of impatience. 

"Ah mou, what a pain. Well, you pretty much know e-everything 
about me now, so you might as well help me. Do you have a plan, 
or something?" 

"The current conflict is between yourself and Manabe and her 
friends, correct? A fire should always be extinguished before it 
spreads to the entire forest. We'll deal with this quickly, before the 
end of this cruise." I said. 

When there is conflict between two boys, it is typically resolved 
in the end with a physical fight. They hit each other a bit and either 
they settle their differences this way, or one of the sides submits to 
the other. It is not a long-lasting affair. 

However, compared to males, girls’ fights rarely devolve to 
violence. And, even when they do, it is often not the end of it. 
Grudges between girls are a long and arduous problem, and if left 
unchecked, even just a single difference between two girls can 
escalate to a wide-scale conflict between entire groups. 

"Before the end of the cruise..? You plan to do something?" 
Karuizawa hesitantly queried. 

"That's right. Of course, I will need your cooperation too, but I 
promise that I won't put you in danger." I answered. 

Karuizawa fidgeted, intertwining and running her hands across 
each other as she lowered her gaze to the ground. 

Eventually, she raised her head, and looked at me with an almost 
desperate expression. 

"Are you trustworthy...? Ayanokoji-kun...?" 


"I can't really comment on that myself, can I? However, what I 
can say is that you don't really have a choice. Unless you'd rather 
continue relying on Hirata, who won't even take your side over 
anyone else's?" I replied, meeting her gaze with my own. 

"I see... then, I suppose I'll have to trust that you'll help me," 
Karuizawa said after a slight silence, finally resolving her spirit. 

"Good," I said. "Give me your phone number." 

Karuizawa glared at me incredulously. 

I let out a sigh. "Not for that. So that I can text you the details of 
my plan later. Of course, you'll have to delete any records of our 
messages after you've read them." 

Karuizawa reluctantly gave in, and handed me her phone, a 
phone number displayed on the screen. 

She was probably expecting me to enter her number into my 
phone, and so she looked at me confused when I simply looked at 
the number for a few seconds and then handed her phone back. 

"You aren't going to save it?" 

"I've memorised it." I told her. 

"Huh? Nobody can memorise an entire phone number that fast." 

Along with myself, I could think of at least one other person who 
could. The image of a small girl with white hair flashed into my 
mind. 

"I can. I'll text you tomorrow, we should head back to our rooms 
for now," I said, moving the topic of conversation along. 

"Wow. You're alone with a cute girl during the night and all you 
want to do is go back to your room and sleep?" Karuizawa pouted. 

I paused to stare at her for a few beats. 

"Hm? Are you trying to get me to seduce you?" I asked. 

"N-no! Idiot!" she cried, her face becoming flushed. "It's just that, 
most other boys would've tried to do something by now." 

Well, it's certainly not difficult to imagine somebody like Ike 
attempting that kind of advancement in a situation like this. It must 
be tough being a popular high-school girl, I thought. 

"Well, I'm not most other boys. Come on," I stepped over to the 
door and opened it, motioning for Karuizawa to walk through. 

"Oh, so now you're being courteous, after forcefully bundling me 
in here in the first place," she complained as she shuffled to the 
door. 

I shrugged my shoulders as I stepped through and shut the door 
behind us. 

"A bit of courtesy never hurt anyone," I said. 

I began walking back to where we came from, inwardly hoping 
that Sora had led Hirata away from there by now. Karuizawa 
swiftly fell into step beside me. 


"So, is this the 'real' Karuizawa Kei?" 

"Huh? What are you talking about?" 

Karuizawa gave me a look of bewilderment. 

"You're acting nothing like the gal attitude you usually have." 

"Oh. I, um... that's not how I really am, normally..." she spoke 
uncertainly. 

Karuizawa confirmed my suspicions. 

"So, it's just an act? Why bother going to such lengths?" 

"In this world, especially in high-school, it's kill or be killed. The 
strong prey on the weak. Those who aren't involved end up siding 
with the strong out of fear of becoming their next prey." 

Karuizawa knew all of that better than anyone, after having lived 
through years of bullying. How the hierarchy, especially between 
vicious high-schoolers, is built on popularity and status. 

"The best way to avoid ever becoming the weak is to be the 
strong yourself. By becoming Hirata-kun's girlfriend, I gained status 
that cannot be ignored. After a bit of acting all headstrong and 
combative, all the other girls just sort of started to view me as their 
leader, someone they should follow." 

This girl was a lot more perceptive and intelligent than she first 
appeared. While her academic performance had probably been 
stunted by her bullying at her previous schools, it was clear to see 
that Karuizawa had a good understanding and perception of how 
things worked, and was able to come up with a way to climb to the 
top of that system while also shouldering her past. You couldn't 
help but commend her, no matter how you viewed her actions. 

"However, do you not feel any guilt? You've become the same 
kind of person that tortured you so much before." I said bluntly, 
causing Karuizawa to flinch slightly. 

"It... it's not like I go as far as people did with me. The most I've 
done is like, shove people, and stuff..." she said quietly. 

"And you don't feel any remorse for the people you push?" 

"Of course, I feel bad about it! But, it's something I have to do, to 
make sure I never go through that hell again!" Karuizawa said, a 
fire burning in her eyes. 

It was unlikely that Karuizawa's behaviour had a noticeable 
impact on the lives of even the students that hated her. She was 
probably seen as more of a distasteful inconvenience rather than an 
imposing bully that ruined your day. 

Despite this, it was obvious that her actions were wrong - you 
can't be in the right throwing your weight around and picking on 
those weaker than you. 

That being said, whether Karuizawa's behaviour was justified is a 
matter of personal opinion. However, unless you'd endure severe 


bullying for years yourself, it was extremely difficult to imagine the 
desperation a person who has would have to escape from it. 

We passed by the area where Sora and I had encountered Hirata 
and Karuizawa initially, which was now empty. After a bit more 
walking, we eventually reached the split-off point where Karuizawa 
and I would have to go different ways to the girls and boys rooms 
respectively. 

Before we separated, Karuizawa turned to me and looked at me 
with an adamant expression. 

"Ayanokoji, if you betray me, I won't forgive you," 

While it was impossible for someone like Karuizawa to harm me, 
she was probably more referring to how my betrayal would make 
her feel. Most people would feel guilt, after all. 

"Relax. What would I gain by telling everyone your secret 
anyway?" 

"I don't know, okay? I'm just... a little paranoid..." Karuizawa 
trailed off. 

I reached my hand out, and gently patted her on the head, to her 
surprise. 

"I can guarantee that this situation with Manabe will turn out 
okay. You don't have to worry," 

"Right," Karuizawa mumbled. "We aren't in a shoujo manga, you 
know! You'd better not be expecting me to start blushing and acting 
all flustered just from a head pat!" 

I took my hand back. "Right, right, I get it." 

With that, I turned my back to her and began to walk away 
toward my guest room. I threw a hand up over my shoulder as a 
departing wave. 

"Goodnight, Karuizawa," I said without turning around. 

She seemed to acknowledge me, but didn't reply, and just began 
to walk away herself. 

Once Karuizawa was out of sight, I pulled out my phone and 
opened a certain girl's contact. She would be asleep right now, so 
she won't reply straight away, but she'll hopefully see my message 
when she wakes up. 

I opened the messenger function, and wrote a quick text to her. 

[I need you to do something. Meet me at the lowest ship level at 
10am. ] 

I returned my phone to my pocket, and walked down the corridor 
towards the guest room I shared with Sora and Shiro. 

This situation with Karuizawa was perfect for me. While I didn't 
particularly care about Karuizawa, her conflict with Manabe had 
come around and just the right time for me. 

Sora's involvement meant that, by helping, I could improve my 


image in Sora's eyes, and gain his trust a little more. Within this 
school where I'm not guaranteed to be allied with my classmates 
forever, being highly trusted by at least one of them was a priority. 

Not only that, but then there was also Manabe. It was obvious 
that what Manabe and her friends are doing to Karuizawa is a 
seriously punishable offense, and if they're found out, they, as well 
as the entirety of Class C, could take some serious damage. 

Consequently, obtaining evidence of Manabe's actions here would 
be extremely valuable. 

With a plan arranged in my mind, I used my key card to unlock 
my room's door, and quietly stepped inside, where Sora was likely 
waiting for me. 
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Chapter 4-9: Blue Ocean 


Ayanokoji's POV 

On the final day of the Zodiac Exam, which had functionally 
ended already, all seven members of our class gathered in the main 
café of the ship. 

We'd made sure to arrive early while the cafe was as good as 
empty so that we'd be able to secure a table with enough seats, and 
people from various classes had begun trickling in since. 

The time was currently 10:49pm, or eleven minutes before the 
results of the test would be announced. 

"This test was so annoying compared to the last one," complained 
Lelouch in a sulking tone. 

"Because there was pretty much no possible way for us to win, 
being in only seven groups and only having one VIP?" Light asked 
before taking a sip of his coffee. 

"Obviously!" 

"This exam, for our class, was more about minimising losses than 
maximising gains, the complete opposite of the island exam," Sora 
commented, stroking the hair of the short girl seated in his lap. 

"Yeah, and damage control is boring!" Lelouch reiterated. 

"It may be boring, but it is something every great leader must do 
occasionally," Ryuzaki said. 

Whether you were a prime minister trying to appease citizens or 
a company CEO attempting to stifle controversy, you were in 
essence doing the same thing. 

If you are a prominent figure, there will always come a time 
when you're under attack and can do nothing but minimise the 
damage done. As a result, it was good that this school provided 
opportunities for us to practice that skill. 

"Oh, if it isn't the lab rats! Don't mind if I join you, right?" 

Stepping up to where we were seated, the imposing figure of 
Ryiien forcefully shoved a nearby table against ours, forming a 
single giant table, and sat down without waiting for permission. 

"I don't recall anybody saying 'Go ahead,'," Lelouch said 
confrontationally. 

"I don't recall caring what you think," Ryten shot back with a 
smug expression. 

I found myself genuinely impressed. Ryiien had no problems with 


going alone to intrude on another class' gathering. He certainly 
acted like he owned the place. 

"It's okay, Lelouch. Ryiien probably doesn't have any friends to 
share the exam results with. Being inclusive is the right thing to 
do," Sora said with a grin. 

Rytien looked him in the eye. "Don't get haughty with me, Sora. 
Who's the one pissing himself when it's just me and you, hm?" 

Rytien was obviously referencing the incident that took place 
between him, Sora, Karuizawa and Manabe yesterday on the 
emergency stairs. 

Of course, since the rest of Class D didn't know about it, they 
wore confused expressions. 

"The pen is mightier than the sword, Rytien. Who cares if you can 
throw your weight around when nobody is watching?" Light 
retorted. 

"Everyone who isn't under 24/7 observation should care, since 
they may end up next on the chopping block. And try bringing a 
pen to a sword fight, see what happens." 

Ryiien, taking no arguments, remained firm in his methodology 
and shot down every point made against him. 

The clacking of multiple pairs of feet against the wooden floor 
reached my ears, and I turned to look over my shoulder. 

My eyes fell upon the three primary figures of Class E: Horikita, 
Kushida and Hirata. 

They all stopped and scanned their eyes over the room, 
presumably looking for a free table, to no avail. 

"Everywhere's full, Suzune, should've come earlier. But, being the 
generous individual I am, I'll let you sit right here next to me," 
Rytien called out provocatively, smacking the back of the empty 
chair behind him with his hand. 

Horikita looked as if she wanted to refuse, but she had quite 
literally no other option than to sit at our joint table. 

"I won't ask you again. Stop calling me that," Horikita said coldly 
as she made a point of sitting across from Rytien. 

"Combative as usual, eh, Horikita?" Sora remarked as Kushida and 
Hirata reluctantly sat next to Rytien. 

"Don't talk nonsense, Sora-kun. I'm avoiding having to deal with 
idiots, not inviting them to a fight," Horikita curtly responded. 

While it was true that coldly brushing off everybody would 
prevent any verbal battles from breaking out, it was also true that 
doing so would cause people like Rytien to target you more in the 
long-term. 

It would be much more satisfying to crush somebody like 
Horikita than it would be someone like Ichinose. 


A brief, awkward silence fell over the table. After what seemed 
like a small eternity, the voice of Lelouch broke the quiet. 

"So, you guys teamed up. How'd that happen, huh?" 

The three Class E students looked surprised, while Rytien simply 
showed a smug smile. 

"Class A were sitting a little too comfortably at the top," he said. 

"Attacking Class A also helps us as well as you, you know that, 
right?" Light interjected. 

"Why are you talking as we've just left you be?" Horikita asked 
with a puzzled expression. 

For the first time, I decided to speak up. 

"Due to our class size, it's impossible for Class D to come out as 
the 'winner' of this special exam. However, that also means that it's 
impossible for us to end up as the losers, too. No matter what the 
result is, our class will walk away from this exam with a net gain on 
Class A, courtesy of your plan." 

This is the final plan that we, Class D, had come up with. 

It was obvious that, after our performance in the last special 
exam, all of the other classes would be extremely wary of Class D. 
It's safe to say it was impossible that anybody else would even 
consider working with us. 

Therefore, rather than try to go on the offensive ourselves, it 
made much more sense to just focus on negating the attacks on our 
own class as much as possible, and let Ryiien go ahead with his 
plan. 

We are still Class D in name because the next month, wherein the 
class ranking update will take place, hasn't rolled around yet, but 
we are functionally in the position of Class B right now. What this 
means is that, in this exam, the only result that really concerns us is 
Class A's — so long as they lose class points, we benefit. 

Class C is 332 class points behind Class D, which means that even 
if Rytien achieves the best possible result from his alliance with 
Class B and Class E, he still won't be an immediate threat to Class D. 

It was unlikely that Class B would be able to overtake us from 
this special exam, and Class E were so far away from the rest of the 
classes in terms of class points that their results weren't even worth 
considering — they're detached from the battle between the other 
four classes completely. 

In other words, Ryiien thought that he'd outsmarted us and Class 
A and come out on top, but in reality, all he'd done is do what we 
were going to do anyway for us without causing any damage to 
Class D at all. 

Inaction is sometimes better than taking action, because the 
outcome of doing nothing is often overlooked, even though in 


essence it is a branching path of its own. This is a flaw with most 
people - they often focus on the effect of what has been done, and 
not the effect of what hasn't. The current situation was a prime 
example of this: 

Ryiien had been used by us, and he didn't even realise it. 

"Finally decided to talk, huh, Ayanokoji? Well, while it's true that 
Class D will've gained on Class A from my plan, it's also true that 
Class C will have gained on Class D," 

Ryitien challenged my words confidently, and then, after a brief 
pause, added on a few more words of his own too. 

"And don't forget, Ayanokoji. When we're off this cruise, I'll be 
crushing you personally. If I were you, I'd stop worrying about class 
points and start worrying about how you're going to word your plea 
for mercy to me." 

I simply stared at him apathetically, contemplating whether or 
not I should reply to his provocation. Eventually, I settled on some 
words I'd like to give Ryiien. 

"You should try to crush others, like Sakayanagi and Lelouch, 
before you try to challenge me. After you've improved enough to 
beat them, you might be closer to my level," I advised. 

Another silence enveloped the table, this time caused by a 
mixture of shock and confusion. After everybody had processed 
what I'd said, the voice of a raven-haired boy rang out in an 
uncertain tone. 

"A-Ayanok6ji... you don't mean to imply that you're above me, do 
you?" 

I remained silent, intentionally leaving the implications of my 
advice ambiguous. 

Suddenly, Rytien burst out laughing, as if he'd just heard the 
funniest joke he'd ever heard. After he calmed down a little, he 
addressed me with an almost mocking tone. 

"Kukuku, Ayanokoji, you realise that saying stuff like that just 
makes me want to destroy you more, don't you?" 

"Okay, that's enough. Is it impossible for us to just be civil for 
fifteen minutes?!" 

Hirata, who was unusually worked up, exclaimed before anybody 
else could respond. 

Nobody said anything for a few beats, and then Kururugi also 
spoke in agreement with Hirata. 

"It's 10:56. We'll get the results in four minutes; it's possible to 
just be non-confrontational until then, right?" 

Even people like Hirata and Kururugi understood that it would be 
unrealistic to expect no verbal conflict to spark after the results of 
the test are revealed. 


"I suppose, for the sake of you snowflakes, I can hold back for a 
few minutes," Rytien smiled, before turning to me. "But just one 
thing — Ayanokoji, I don't plan on backing down." 

Rytien insisted on fighting me, presumably because of my actions 
during the uninhabited island test. It seemed that my plan had more 
troublesome consequences than I'd predicted. 

Ryiien wanted to destroy me individually, which meant that he'd 
make his move either during regular school time, or during the next 
special exam if it allowed him to target me specifically. 

No matter the case, it meant that I'd have to be on my guard. 
Ryiien is not an opponent that can be taken lightly. 

I allowed my eyes to drift over the rest of the café, my gaze 
passing over a table of Class A students, including Katsuragi, and 
eventually landing in the corner of the café, where Ichinose had 
organised a gathering of what appeared to be every single Class B 
student in the first year. 

"It's impressive that they function as just one unit. They're even 
more unified than us, despite having six times the amount of class 
members," 

Ryuzaki, who'd followed my gaze with his own, commented on 
what I was looking at. 

"Their 'unity' is fragile. It's clear that Class C, not Class B, is the 
most unified class." 

Rytien disagreed with the notion of trust which was personified 
by Ichinose's class, claiming to use an objectively superior system 
himself. 

"Your class probably has the least internal trust out of any of 
them. How can you call that unified?" Kururugi argued. 

"It doesn't matter how lovey dovey you are, or how much you trust 
each other," Ryiien shot him a sinister glare. "What matters is that 
they all do whatever I say, and they tell me anything I ask, just like 
Class B. The only difference is, my unity will not crumble easily." 

Ryiien's ideology wasn't wrong. It was true that, similarly to Class 
B, his control allowed Class C to act as one singular unit. It was also 
true that a system of unity that relied purely on trust could be 
destroyed much more easily than one that was based on ruling with 
an iron fist. 

Even if a secret came out that divided Class C, they would all still 
be forced to work together by Ryiien's ruthless dictatorship. 
However, if the same happened within Class B, Ichinose would have 
a much harder time getting everyone to work together. 

Bzzt! 

All eleven of our phones buzzed simultaneously. Glancing at the 
time, which read 23:00, we all knew exactly what the mails were. 


Wordlessly, we all looked down to see the results. 

- (Rat) --> Due to the traitor’s correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Cow) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Tiger) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Rabbit) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Dragon) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Snake) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Horse) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Sheep) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Monkey) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Rooster) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Dog) --> Due to the traitor's correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

- (Pig) --> Due to the traitor’s correct assessment. Outcome 3. 

And based on those results. Increases and decreases in class and 
private points in this exam are as follows. In this case, cl and pr denote 
class and private points respectively. 

- Class A — Minus 150 cl. No change in pr. 

- Class B — Plus 50 cl. Plus 2 million pr. 

- Class C — Plus 100 cl. Plus 2 million pr. 

- Class D — No change in cl. Plus 500,000 pr. 

- Class E — No change in cl. Plus 2 million pr. 

"What the... no change? Koenji's guess was wrong?" Horikita 
stammered in confusion. 

"No, that can't be it. Look, none of the guesses were incorrect; all 
groups ended in Outcome 3," Kushida pointed out. 

Horikita furrowed her brows in contemplation for a couple of 
seconds, before her eyes widened with shock as she looked up, 
staring across the table. 

"The Rooster group! Yagami-kun, you guessed incorrectly in that 
group!" 

Hirata and Kushida tilted their heads in confusion, indicating that 
they didn't know what she was referring to. 

Yet again, Horikita had tried to work alone, not telling anybody 
about her plans, and she'd paid the price for it. This time, she has to 
take a look at herself and focus on self-improvement, now that her 
flaw, which has been the root of her downfall twice now, has been 
made clear. 

"Sorry, Horikita, but in reality, I'm not even in the Rooster group," 
Light said calmly. 

"What...?" 

"It's true. The Class D member whom belonged to that group was 
actually Shiro," Sora said, gesturing to the girl on his lap. 

"That doesn't make sense! I definitely saw Yagami-kun submit the 
answer on his own— ... phone..." 


Horikita seemed to realise everything mid-sentence, and the 
energy in her voice quickly died out. 

It was exactly because Light was not in the Rooster group that he 
was able to submit an answer for it without it being accepted, as 
detailed in the rules. 

As with the island exam, Class D students had carefully reviewed 
the rules for this test, looking for loopholes and nuances that could 
be used to gain an advantage and form a strategy or tactic. 

In this instance, the ability to actually submit guesses without 
having them count was a very useful detail when it came to 
manipulating negotiations. 

Light's plan in this exam should teach Horikita a lesson: even if 
you don't plan to use any loopholes or tricks in the rules yourself, it 
was still important to identify them all, so that you were prepared 
for what you could potentially face. 

"Horikita-san... what are you talking about?" Kushida asked, 
confusion still present on her features. 

"I... I should've told you sooner... I'll talk to you about it after we 
leave the café," 

Horikita spoke in a deflated voice. It was almost as if she was 
beginning to doubt her own competence. 

In the corner or my eye, I observed the celebrations around the 
Class B tables. They must be pleased with the result, having came 
second place in the rankings. 

There was also Class A's table, which just screamed of 
awkwardness. They were all sat in silence, staring down at their 
phones in resignation. 

"So, looks like I win this time, lab rats," Ryten proclaimed, 
flashing his white teeth. 

"Mhm, I suppose you do," Ryuzaki replied with what appeared to 
be an acceptance of defeat. 

"I'm not satisfied, though," 

Unexpectedly, Rytien told us that he wasn't satisfied with his 
victory. 

"Huh? Why not?" Lelouch asked. 

"Is it not obvious? This exam was so harshly rigged against Class 
D that it didn't really feel like I beat you at all," he answered. 

Rytien then leaned forward, speaking in a low and menacing tone 
as his snake-like pupils scrutinised all of us one by one. 

"Mark my words, next time, when we're on an even playing field, 
I'll destroy Class D for real." 

Leaving us with that, Ryiien stood up, shoving his chair out 
behind him with his legs before turning his back to us and walking 
away, not looking over his shoulder to us even once. 


"I think we should leave, too," Horikita said quietly. 

Kushida and Hirata merely nodded in agreement, and so the three 
Class E students also got up and departed from the scene, leaving 
Class D alone once again. 

Just before fully exiting, Kushida glanced back to our table, and 
subtly met my eyes. I communicated affirmation back with my 
gaze, to which Kushida simply turned and left. 

She visibly acknowledged nothing, but I was sure she understood 
what I'd tried to imply. 

"Hm, your group was the only one that ended before all the 
others, right, Ryuzaki?" Sora said after we all returned our 
attentions to the table. 

"That's right. Considering the results, the only possible conclusion 
is that a Class E student guessed correctly. If I had to bet on it, I'd 
wager it was Koenji," Ryuzaki answered speculatively. 

"The chance of him being correct if he guessed randomly is 
12.5%," Shiro stated. 

"If I had to say, he probably narrowed it down to just one class 
and then guessed from the students in it," Lelouch theorised. 

"Even for someone like Koenji, it was unfeasible to single out the 
VIP just from behaviour analysis alone. Chalking it up to process of 
elimination combined with a bit of luck seems safe for now," Light 
concluded. 

Koenji had probably just wanted the test to be over with, not 
particularly caring for the exam, which is why he'd guessed 
prematurely. However, it was interesting that he'd gotten his 
answer correct. 

For him, it probably wouldn't have taken strenuous effort to 
narrow the possible VIPs down to three or four students, wherein a 
correct shot in the dark isn't that unbelievable. But, why would 
Koenji bother trying to increase his chances of being right if he 
didn't at all care about the test? 

Was it just because having less class points would decrease his 
personal monthly income, and therefore, his quality of living? Or 
was there more to it? 

Whatever the case, I was sure all of Class D would agree to get to 
the bottom of K6enji's behaviour, which would then result in all of 
the answers being revealed. 

I pushed my chair out from under the table and stood up, 
garnering questioning looks from my classmates. 

"Where are you going, Ayanokoji?" Kururugi asked, puzzled. 

"I have some business to attend to." 
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Chapter 4-10: The Flaw in Benevolence 


Ayanokoji's POV 

On the final night of the first years' luxury cruise, which marked 
the end of the two-week summer vacation, a lone girl stood in the 
dark, her hair swept up by the wind as she leaned across the rail of 
the ship. 

Since she was at the bow of the ship, there was naturally the 
primary ship interior behind her, and the two paths that ran on 
each side of this were the only escape routes. 

The time was far past waking hours, which meant that even the 
ship's crew was absent - this girl was the only soul around. 

From my vantage point, concealed around the wall on the right- 
hand side corridor, I had a clear view of the scene before me. 

For a while, it seemed that things would remain like this for the 
rest of eternity. 

But then, as expected, a small group appeared from the opposite 
side corridor, and destroyed the tranquil atmosphere in an instant. 

"Oi!! Karuizawa." 

Manabe's enraged voice split the silence immediately. 

Under the dimly lit night-lighting of Speranza, it was difficult to 
make out the expression on Karuizawa's face as she slowly turned 
around. 

There was, however, no mistaking the unease that made itself 
evident in her body language. 


An uncertain voice called out to the three silhouettes that 
confronted Karuizawa. 

"Someone go over there," 

At Manabe's command, another girl who was named Yamashita 
darted over to the corridor that I was hiding behind, cutting off 
Karuizawa's only other exit. 

"W-what are you...... doing....... 2" Karuizawa mumbled 
apprehensively. 

"Don't you get it? Bitch?" 

Cruelty lacing her tone, Manabe spat such words at Karuizawa, 
after ensuring she had no way out. 

I'm sure that, despite everything, Karuizawa still felt a wave of 
fear wash over her just then. Most people would've. 


Leaving her other friend to stay by the exit, Manabe stormed 
towards Karuizawa with visible anger welling up on her face. 

"Wait, Manabe-san!" 

Karuizawa exclaimed loudly, but her plea fell on deaf ears; a 
disorienting slap pierced my ears as Manabe's palm struck 
Karuizawa across the cheek. 

Karuizawa stumbled backwards, and grabbed on to the rail for 
support. 

"I bet you think you're so good, don't you?" 

Stepping into her, Manabe punched Karuizawa, once again 
hitting her on the same cheek as before. 

Karuizawa let go of the rail and fell to the ground. Contrary to 
what you'd expect, no cries came from her. There was just one 
definitive expression on her face right now. 

She got up once more, and acting just like you'd anticipate, 
Manabe approached her again, and reached out to grasp a fistful of 
Karuizawa's hair. 

However, her hand never got there. 

And that was because Karuizawa had stopped it with a hand of 
her own. 

Manabe hadn't been expecting any resistance, and so her attempt 
to grab Karuizawa's hair was slow. As a result, even someone like 
Shiro could've stopped it. 

Letting out a yelp of surprise, Manabe stumbled forwards as her 
wrist was yanked by Karuizawa. 

"Who does Karuizawa think she is? Beat her up, Shiho-chan!" 

It looked as if Karuizawa was about to retaliate with a punch of 
her own, but a sense of hesitance seemed to betray her intentions. 

Although anybody was capable of being cruel, unless a situation 
was specifically geared toward bringing cruelty out, it was hard for 
somebody to go against their core nature to do so. 

Karuizawa Kei - you are not somebody who can easily hurt 
others, as seen just now. 

However, I'm going to need you to let go of those reservations. 

Taking advantage of the moment of hesitation, Manabe ripped 
her arm free and used it to deliver a harsh backhand to Karuizawa's 
opposite cheek. 

"Yes!! Go on!" 

"Slap the bitch!" 

Manabe's friends cheered happily, making it obvious that they 
were deriving gratification from seeing Karuizawa suffer. 

Right now, though, all you'll accomplish from that is fuelling a 
fire. 

Karuizawa forcefully planted her hands against Manabe's 


shoulders, and using the full power of her body weight, shoved her 
away. 

She didn't intend to merely gain space, though; Karuizawa 
pursued Manabe promptly, and before she could regain stability 
against the ground, Karuizawa grabbed a handful of her hair and, 
this time without second thought, pulled it hard. 

"Ouch!!! You fucking bitch!" 

Manabe screamed curses at Karuizawa as she was dragged 
roughly to the floor. 

"Oi, who does Karuizawa think she is?!" 

"Let's teach her a lesson!" 

Manabe's two friends, who had been assigned the job of blocking 
Karuizawa's escape routes, immediately forgot their roles and 
rushed toward the fight in a surge of anger. 

Everything so far has gone exactly as I planned. 

Everything from the set-up to this confrontation to the precise 
direction of the conflict happened just as I'd orchestrated. 

I calmly took out my mobile phone, and opened up the camera 
app, pointing the lens towards the scene before me. It was 
somewhat reminiscent of my first confrontation with Kushida. 

In just a moment, Manabe's two allies will be upon Karuizawa, 
and in their rage, will deliver a severe retribution to her for hurting 
their friend. 

After being saved by her friends, it is inevitable that Manabe will 
look to seek revenge on Karuizawa for hurting and humiliating her. 
She will join in the assault. 

If I start recording at the right time, the video will depict one 
clear story; that Karuizawa Kei was viciously and one-sidedly 
attacked by three Class C girls. 

On top of this recorded evidence, there are also witness accounts 
from her group in the Zodiac exam which can support the fact that 
Karuizawa had been harassed by these girls already. 

With all of that stacked against him, if I were to use this for 
blackmail purposes, Rytien would be facing a severe loss of class 
points, and the potential expulsion of three classmates if he did not 
bend to my will. 

Yamashita grasped the back of Karuizawa's clothes, and roughly 
yanked her away from Manabe. 

Manabe's other friend, Yabu Nanami, moved behind her, and 
used both of her hands to restrict one of Karuizawa's. 

Yamashita, likewise, did the same on the other side. 

"Come on, Shiho-san. She deserves it." 

Encouraged by her friends and enraged by Karuizawa's 
retaliation, Manabe picked herself back up and gave Karuizawa a 


terrifying glare. 

It is clear that, in this moment, faced with such a situation, 
Karuizawa may come to regret her choice, and want out. 

However, this plan will not succeed unless I obtain clear footage 
of a one-sided beatdown. 

Karuizawa, who has already been locked down by two people, 
can offer no resistance and has nothing to do now but endure it, so 
that it looks as convincing as possible. 

As Manabe fiercely approached Karuizawa, I gave her my silent 
apologies in my head, and shifted to get a well-lit and stable 
recording of what was about to unfold. 


AVAVAWA 


Kushida's POV 

"I think I'd rather the bastard have just exposed me to everyone 
than make me do this shit..." 

Shivering in the cold wind, I muttered inaudible curses under my 
breath, directed to a particular student that didn't have to be 
named. 

Here in the middle of the night, I was stood out on the deck of 
the ship. 

Behind me, there were two corridors, which led to the very bow 
of the ship, that I was tasked with guarding. 

In one of them, Ayanokoji-kun was secretly recording Karuizawa- 
san's fight with those three annoying, ugly Class C girls. 

Along with assisting in the setup to this, I was also instructed to 
stand out here and make sure that nobody else was able to see or 
hear what was going on. 

If I hadn't had it explained to me, I wouldn't have understood 
exactly why my role was necessary - it's not like anyone will 
coincidentally be out here this late out night. 

However, Ayanokoji-kun had already foreseen things that I would 
never have considered, and had decided that this was a necessary 
precaution. I found myself exceedingly unnerved by his mind. 

One thing was made clear; even among the amazing Class D 
students, Ayanokoji-kun in particular was a student you didn't want 
as your enemy. 

After an indeterminate amount of time, which I spent doing 
nothing but shivering and staring into space, multiple pairs of 


footsteps began to ring in my ear, and I was snapped back to 
reality. 

Four silhouettes approached this area. Before they'd even stepped 
into the light, it was obvious who it would be to anyone who'd 
heard Ayanokoji-kun's plan. 

Ryten. 

What wasn't certain was who would be with him. It had been 
approximated by Ayanokoji-kun that there would be 'two to four 
Class C students in total’ arriving here, Rytien included, which 
seems to have been accurate. 

Accompanying Ryiien were Albert, Ishizaki-kun and Ibuki-san. 

Ryiien, and the rest of his gang, stopped as his snake-like eyes 
met mine. Nobody did anything for a few moments, until he finally 
decided to speak. 

"Kikyo? Well, this is certainly surprising. Of all people, I never 
expected you to be here." 

He made it sound like he had expected to meet somebody at this 
location. Just not me. 

"Are you, by any chance, here on X's orders? Or could it be 
someone else?" 

What the hell was he talking about now? 

"Hm? X? What do you mean, Ryiien-kun?" 

Making myself ignore the fact that he'd called me by my first 
name, I adopted my facade and replied in query. 

"Oh, X is just my name for the person hiding in anonymity, who 
has been secretly leading Class E from the shadows." 

"A puppeteer? I don't think there's anybody like that in our class, 
though." 

I pretended that I knew nothing about it. 

Ayanokoji-kun had told me about his suspicions regarding a 
secret leader within Class E, and had even speculated their identity 
to be Koenji-kun. 

Looking back at our class' history in this school so far, it was clear 
that there was somebody acting behind the scenes. 

First, the idea to have the entire class score zero points on our 
first midterm exam, making use of the fact that we knew the 
passing grade was determined by the class average from the pop 
quiz test early in the year. 

It was proposed by Hirata-kun, which didn't garner much 
suspicion from anybody at first. However, when you really think 
about it, a certain question inevitably pops up: 

The ability to recall information about the grading subtly 
supplied to us in the disguised form of a mock exam, and then 
notice that it can be used to formulate a strategy as unorthodox as 


the one in question. 

Was that ability really something that Hirata-kun possessed? 

Sure, Hirata-kun was popular, and good at his studies. However, 
it seemed out of character for him to come up with something like 
this. 

And then in the island exam we'd recently undergone - it was 
once again Hirata-kun who had submitted Class E's answers for the 
identities of the other class' leaders, and who had explained the 
leader-changing strategy that was employed to the rest of the class. 

From these facts, even an outsider like Ryiien could come to the 
correct assessment; somebody, X, was using Hirata-kun as cover to 
operate from behind the scenes. 

However, you were wrong, Rytien. The man who ordered me to 
be here tonight was not X. 

"Playing dumb, are we? That's fine. I'll uncover everything soon 
on my own anyway," Ryuen smirked arrogantly. 

This guy gave me a strong urge to just punch him in the face, but 
knowing that it'd end badly for me, I stopped myself. 

"So, what are you doing out here, Rytien-kun?" 

Ryiien didn't immediately respond, merely giving me a look that 
seemed to ask, 'Do you really think you can feign ignorance?’ 

Rytien-kun, without hesitating, then started moving, intending to 
walk straight past me without paying me any further mind. 

But I stopped him by extending an arm straight out, in front of 
his path. Although he could've easily overpowered me, him and his 
goons paused their advance, and looked at me with intent in their 
eyes. 

"Something private is happening over there, so I can't let you go." 

"Sorry, Kikyo, but I think you've misunderstood. I'm not asking if I 
can go past." 

Ryien-kun stared at me with aggressive eyes, and although I felt 
goosebumps rise on my skin, my arm did not move out of his way. 

Upon noticing this, Rytien let out a genuine laugh. 

"Kukuku, now this is interesting. Where might you have gotten all 
this confidence from, I wonder? Even in the face of all of us?" 

"I am simply acting for the sake of my friends," I answered. 

Ryiien sneered at me, as if discarding such an idea. 

"Your presence here has proved it. That Sora has set up something 
after witnessing that little squabble, even though I'd told him to 
stay away. Class C's future at this school could hinge on what's 
happening back there right now. I won't let anyone stop me from 
ensuring my safety personally - Sora might think he's being clever 
by enlisting the help of such a cute and helpless girl like yourself, 
but he clearly doesn't know me." 


Ryuien shot me a menacing glance before speaking his next 
words. 

'Tll only warn you once, Kikyo. I have no qualms with using 
force, even on someone like you. So, I'll give you one chance to step 
aside." 

My body trembled a little, and my mind was full of doubts, but in 
the end, I still did not move. 

Ryiien appeared to be surprised, but quickly went back to his 
cocky expression and shrugged his shoulders. 

"You brought this on yourself." 

He reached his arm out to grab my collar. 

However, as soon as he did, an almost instantaneous movement 
joined the scene. 

A blur shot out from the corridor behind me, which Ayanokoji- 
kun occupied, and arrived beside me before I could even register it. 

Upon realising that contact with Rytien's hand never came, my 
brain kicked into gear and finally caught up with what had 
happened. 

The hand which had reached for me had been stopped before it 
could touch by another hand; the hand of the figure which had 
emerged from the path behind me. 

Ryiien's face was shocked for a moment, but it returned normalcy 
soon enough, and he looked up and down the person restraining 
him with amusement in his eyes. 

"Kururugi, eh?" 

"My help was requested by a friend. I couldn't have refused." 

"Yeah, well, who else could you have expected that coward Sora 
to turn to?" 

Ryuien seemed to have anticipated quite a bit of this situation 
ahead of time, as far as imagining that a setup would occur using 
the fight between Karuizawa-san and Manabe-san as the trigger for 
a move which encompassed the bigger picture. 

However, he still mistakenly believed that Sora-kun was the one 
behind it, presumably due to whatever encounter he had referred to 
which involved him. 

In all fairness, though, it would be impossible for anybody to 
deduce with the information that Rytien had that Ayanokoji-kun 
was involved. 

"Is Sora the coward here? Or is it the three girls from your class, 
who on top of ganging up on one person, also have you and your 
lackeys fighting for them as well?" 

Kururugi returned Ryten's look with a hardened glare, his 
emerald green eyes coldly piercing like spears. 

They looked nothing like the warm, friendly eyes that I'd met 


back on the bus right at the start of the school year. 

"Well, would you look at this. On top of some frankly monstrous 
fighting ability, Kururugi also has a rather scary side to him. Quite 
a bit different to his usual, friendly, and caring demeanour, 
wouldn't you agree, Ibuki?" 

"Huh? Why are you asking me? Who cares?" 

"I just find it interesting, is all. Only somebody who's often been 
in the middle of shit can be so good-hearted, and yet flip to being so 
ferocious when they need to." 

If that were true, it would be admirable that Kururugi-kun is still 
able to maintain a kind interior, right? 

"Like Kushida said, you can't pass this point, Rytien," Kururugi- 
kun spoke, ignoring Rytien's ramblings. 

"And, like I said, I wasn't asking to pass through." 

Kururugi-kun and Ryiien stared at one another silently for a few 
moments. 

Noticing the tension in the air, I took a few step backs to give 
Kururugi-kun some space. 

"I won't repeat myself. Move." 

Kururugi did not budge before such a command. 

Just as it seemed like Rytien was about to move, a scream rang 
through the night air, coming from the bow of the ship. 

Everybody here froze, and we all looked at each other silently. 
Then, Ryiien cracked a manic grin. 

"Kuku, looks like there's already another fight going on, eh?" 

Nobody responded, and Kururugi simply adjusted the grip he had 
on Rytien's wrist. 

Rytien let out a sigh. 

"Albert. Ishizaki. Ibuki. Can you get this idiot off me already? It's 
starting to annoy me." 

It had appeared that the situation was going to develop like this, 
but this all but confirmed it. 

Ryiien ordered his lackeys to act. 

The three of them moved forward past Ryiien, and made a swift 
grab for Kururugi's arms. Reacting in an instant, Kururugi-kun let go 
of his grip on Ryiien's wrist and jumped back, out of reach. 

The five of them stood still again once more. 

"You really aren't going to move out of the way, huh, Kururugi?" 

"I have been given a job to do." 

"Aren't you scared?" 

"I've already fought you and Albert before." 

"There's four of us now, you know? And, unfortunately for you, 
this situation is heavily leaned in my favour." 

Rytien lunged forward as Kururugi-kun opened his mouth to 


reply. I assumed he was trying to catch him off guard and end this 
quickly. 

Kururugi, however, refused to go down that easily. He twisted his 
body to the side and took a step backwards, calmly evading Rytien's 
attack. 

I took some more space from the five of them, fearing that I'd get 
caught up in the middle of the action. 

Ishizaki-kun, the disgusting dog looking eager to please his 
master, darted forward in pursuit of Kururugi-kun, and threw a 
wide punch out with his right arm. 

While I didn't know much about fighting, I inferred from 
Kururugi's reaction that the strike was, to put it bluntly, crap. 

Kururugi-kun merely raised a one-armed guard to catch the strike 
on his arm. 

He then rotated his body in the direction of the momentum, and 
used his other arm to help give a little push to Ishizaki's shoulder, 
causing him to stumble far past where he'd intended to go and 
almost crash into the wall. 

As that was done, Ryitien, Albert and Ibuki-san appeared upon 
him immediately. 

Despite not having any room to breathe, Kururugi-kun's face was 
eerily calm and concentrated, almost as if this level of conflict 
meant nothing to him. 

Rytien and Ibuki moved around to either side of Kururugi, 
presumably intending to cut off any room for evasion, while Albert 
simply barrelled straight towards him with his massive weight. 

It's safe to say that most people when faced with this situation 
would freeze up and get destroyed within an instant. But Kururugi- 
kun was not most people, apparently. 

He dashed straight at Ibuki, who's face quickly turned to shock 
and panic. He had a look in his eye that said one thing: Ibuki-san 
was about to get crushed. 

They didn't collide, however, because instead of attacking, 
Kururugi-kun jumped and flipped impossibly high up in the air, 
completely clearing Ibuki's head and landing into a roll on the other 
side of her. 

A perfect fake of his real intention. 

Ayanokoji-kun had explained that Kururugi-kun was incredibly 
strong, and that I would be totally safe with him acting as a guard, 
but what I was witnessing now was still hard to believe. 

No, no high school student should be capable of pulling off stunts 
like that. It wasn't normal. 

Fighting four other students at the same time, including a 
monster like Albert- 


And winning. 

The very idea of such a thing sounded ridiculous, and yet the boy 
in front of me was doing just that without so much as breaking a 
sweat. 

"Tch, this is getting annoying. Why won't you fight back?!" 

Ryuen-kun demanded an explanation for Kururugi-kun's insistent 
pacifism. In response, Kururugi gave him a simple answer. 

"You are not strong enough to force my hand." 

A gust of wind accompanied the silence that swept over the deck. 

"Kuku..." 

A small laugh reverbed off the vast space. 

"You're quite cocky when you want to be, aren't you, Kururugi? 
Not strong enough to force your hand? You're saying you can beat 
me without even fighting back? Don't be so naive," 

Ryiien's snake-like eyes glared at Kururugi-kun menacingly. They 
held a merciless ferocity that was surprising even for Ryitien. 

"I'm going to make you hit me," he spoke. "Surround him!" 

On Ryitien's command, all four of them moved to encircle 
Kururugi. 

Ryiien himself was the first to attack. Once Kururugi-kun was 
sufficiently encaged by assailants, his fist shot out with incredible 
speed, which would've immediately knocked out any normal 
student. 

Kururugi twisted his body just enough so that Ryiien's hand 
passed in front of him, barely grazing his shirt. It was such a perfect 
movement that it was almost eerie. 

Following that came a kick from Ibuki, who was directly behind 
Kururugi, and a grab from Albert and Ishizaki. 

Despite the intensity and number of the attacks, Kururugi-kun 
dodged them all without a hitch. 

His body twisted and moved around the small amount of space 
his enclosure granted him. The onslaught of assault continued, but 
even after several minutes, Kururugi-kun hadn't been hit once. 

And then, the attacks stopped. Everybody was out of breath. 

The least athletic of the bunch, the disgusting Ishizaki Daichi, 
dropped to his knees, panting for air. 

Albert, who had been continuously and quickly moving that huge 
body of his around, place his palms on his knees to support himself. 
He was similarly exhausted. 

Ryiien and Ibuki-san weren't on the verge of collapse, but they 
were clearly tired, and needed to rest before they could continue. 

Kururugi stood straight in the centre of them. 'Tired' wouldn't be 
an applicable word, but his breathing was noticeably heavier, and 
one or two beads of sweat dripped down his face. 


I suppose anyone would be tired after that. 

"There is no purpose in further fighting," said Kururugi-kun, a 
stern expression on his face. 

"Don't give me that, I'm not done yet," Ryiien shot back with 
determined eyes. 

After doing so, Rytien motioned for Ibuki to come over to him. 
Reluctantly, the girl followed, and it appeared as though he gave 
her an order quietly. 

"What?! I'm not doing that!" Ibuki-san exclaimed in alarm. "Do 
what you want, but leave me out of it." 

"The future of our class could be riding on this, you know. Or, 
don't tell me you're okay with taking the title of bottom shitters and 
becoming Class E?" 

Ibuki fell silent as she contemplated whatever it was that Ryiien's 
suggestion was. 

Knowing him, it was probably some dirty, underhanded, 
despicable scheme. 

"Are you sure it'll work?" 

"Kuku, when will you learn to stop doubting me, Ibuki?" 

"... Well?" 

"Ugh, fine! It'd better work!" 

After saying such, Ibuki did something completely unexpected. 
She looked over and made eye contact with me, who was standing 
some distance away. 

"I'm sorry about this, Kushida. It's nothing personal." 

I felt my muscles lock up, and a feeling of dread flooded my 
mind. 

"W-w-what do you mean...?" I stammered, barely coherent. 

I said such a thing, but I felt like I already knew exactly what was 
about to happen. 

I willed my legs to up and run away, but they wouldn't move. A 
cold, numb feeling plastered itself to my skin, and as Ibuki walked 
over to me briskly, I was able to only watch with widened eyes. 

"Hey! Ryiien! What do you think you're doing?!" 

Kururugi angrily called out from some distance away, but I could 
no longer focus on his strong figure. 

Ibuki was upon me, and my arms were restrained by her from 
behind. 

My mind desperately wanted to resist, but my body didn't move. 

I barely made out the voice of a man speaking through my terror. 

"Do you want to know what the problem is with your type, 
Kururugi? Your biggest strength is your drive to protect people. 
However, that same drive is also your biggest downfall." 


"Wanting to help others could never be a weakness!" 

"It makes you predictable, and provides a vulnerability which can 
be exploited. The person you should truly fear is someone who's 
ruthlessly cold, and cares for no one and nothing." 

Ryiien smirked as he turned and began approaching me. 

"Well, a person like that doesn't exist, anyway." 

Before I knew it, Rytien was in front of me. He placed his fist 
softly against my abdomen, and looked down into my eyes. 

"Ooh, look at this. Kushida has a rather terrifying look on her 
face, doesn't she? Who knew she could make this kind of face?" 
Ryiien remarked with glee. 

Unknowingly, I must've let it slip in my moment of fear. 

Fuck you, Rytien. 

At least, just from this, he shouldn't be able to do much damage. 
It isn't out of character for even the nicest of characters to look 
angry when placed in a situation like this. 

"What are you doing?!" 

"I'm hitting her. Obviously," 

Ryiien's fist drew backwards. 

"N-no!" I braced myself for the pain that would come, and closed 
my eyes. 

But it didn't come. 

"Ack!" 

I hesitantly opened my eyes, and then they widened when I saw 
what was in front of me. 

Ryiien's fist, stopped in mid-air, and Kururugi-kun kneeling over 
between me and him, coughing and with a hand on his side. 

Did he... jump in the way...? 

"Would you look at that, Ibuki? We landed a hit!" 

Ryiien's twisted smile grew even more. He was enjoying himself. I 
was suffering for this bastard's enjoyment. 

Kururugi-kun picked himself up, and stood firmly between me 
and Rytien, his arms outstretched to the sides. 

"I won't let an innocent bystander get hurt because of this," 
Kururugi stated resolutely. 

"You can't defend her forever." Rytien argued. 

"I just need to block your attacks. It's a battle of attrition, and my 
determination will come out on top," 

"You forget that I can still get Ishizaki and Albert involved. By 
yourself, all you had to do was dodge out of the way, but now 
you're defending Kikyo so bravely, if you dodge, she'll take the hit. 
You can't block them all; you'll need to use your own body to take 
the hits. Eventually, you'll take too much damage, and you'll 
collapse. That's how this will end." 


Ryiien stared into Kururugi's eyes with a great intensity. 

"And one more thing. My determination to win far surpasses your 
measly determination to protect. Remember that, Kururugi." 

Ryien stepped to the side quickly, and threw a roundhouse kick 
around Kururugi, obviously aiming for my side. 

My eyes widened and I tensed up, but once again, the blow was 
intercepted. Kururugi moved and raised his own knee to meet the 
strike head on. 

"Albert! Ishizaki! Get over here and help, now!" 

Ryiien shouted orders as he took back his leg, a grin on his face, 
and tried once more to hit me. 

Kururugi-kun eyes the approaching duo worriedly as he 
intercepted attack after attack from Ryiien. 

However, even when the two arrived before him, Kururugi still 
hadn't raised a hand of his own. 

Ryiien stopped attacking for a moment as Albert and Ishizaki 
stopped beside him. 

"I win, Kururugi!" Rytien sneered. 

As before, Ryiien threw out a blow which was calmly blocked by 
the boy in front of me. However, this time, it was not so simple. 

Ishizaki threw a fist towards my side, following up on Ryiien's 
punch, but it was extremely slow and sloppy, and so Kururugi easily 
blocked it as well. 

Rytien raised his hand and looked sharply at his two 
subordinates. 

"Oi. What do you think you're doing?" 

"It's just... Ryiien-san, it's not good to hit a girl, is it? I can't bring 
myself to do it seriously." 

"It's not good to hit anyone, you idiot. If you're going to do so 
anyway, at least do it fairly." 

In other words, if you're going to use violence, there's no point in 
making exceptions. 

Honestly, this guy makes me sick. 

"Fair? How is it fair for you, Ryiien, to strike a woman?" Kururugi 
argued. 

"Kuku, have you been living under a rock or something, 
Kururugi? In recent years it's been all about women and men having 
equal rights. To be equal, means just that; equality. You don't get to 
pick and choose only the good bits of being a man and leave out the 
bad." 

"Rights and duties are different things. It is not a 'right' to get hit, 
and having the same rights does not mean having the same duties. 
Men and women are different in a multitude of ways, and so their 
roles will naturally differ as well. When it comes to the duty of 


‘violence’, it's clear that men should not initiate violence toward 
women." 

A brief silence fell over everybody. Somehow, these two had 
devolved into an argument about sexism. 

"Just shut up, Kururugi. Arguing about the morality of violence? 
Who cares? If you're going to preach, can't you go back to being 
like, 'Nobody should hit anyone!' If anything, all you're doing now 
is teaching people that violence is okay, as long as it's against a 
man. Is that what you meant?" 

"Of course no-" 

Kururugi tried to reply, but his voice was cut off by a sudden fist 
flying towards his face. 

"Ishizaki! If you don't hit Kushida, I swear I'll hit you!" Rytien 
shouted as his attack was deflected. 

Once again, I felt my muscles lock up. I tried to break away, but 
Ibuki-san's arms held firm, and I couldn't move. 

Ishizaki stared at me for a couple of seconds with hesitance in his 
eyes, before opening his mouth silently. 


" 
. 


" " 


"I-I'm really sorry about this, Kushida-chan..." 

Don't you call me that you disgusting- 

Although not nearly as fine and powerful as Ryten's, Ishizaki's 
hand flew through the air toward me. I flinched as I prepared to 
feel pain, but instead, a slap sound pierced my eardrums as 
Kururugi-kun slapped the hand away just inches from my face. 

"Kuku, you went for her face?" 

Ryiien let out a genuine laugh as he attempted to take advantage 
of the opening and kicked at me. 

Unable to move to block the attack, Kururugi instead threw 
himself in front of the kick's path, and took a heavy blow to the 
abdomen. 

He exhaled hard in pain, but was allowed no time to breathe, as 
Ishizaki threw a punch at me from his opposite side. 

Kururugi made it just in time to tank the hit once again. 

Another few rotations of attacks were made, and taken straight- 
on by the emerald-eyed boy. It was clear that his body was starting 
to drain, and the strikes were doing a number on his speed and 
focus. 

T-The fuck is he doing?! He's clearly strong enough to have beaten 
them all up nine fucking hours ago, but instead he's just getting beat up!! 

Slap! 

Ryiien's hand left a red mark on Kururugi's cheek. 

Ishizaki's fist sunk into his muscular arms, definitely leaving a 


bruise. 

Ryiien's knee jammed into his solar plexus, causing him to keel 
over in pain. 

He's actually going to lose. They're going to hit me eventually, aren't 
they? 

I felt my body tremble in anxiety and fear. 

"Please... no..." 

Involuntarily, I let out such a desperate cry. 

Counterproductively, it caused Kururugi-kun to freeze up for a 
moment, which the two bastards were quick to act upon. 

Ryten and Ishizaki both threw out an attack at the same time. 

Being on nearly opposite sides of me, it would be impossible for 
both of them to be blocked. 

As I resigned myself to my fate and tensed up, Kururugi appeared 
to realise what was happening. 

"You would really try to hit Kushida so much, just to get to me? 
That's..." 

He was inexplicably empowered by a sudden surge of energy, and 
moved fast, enough to intercept Ishizaki by grabbing his arm. 

"It's despicable!" 

Kururugi grabbed Ishizaki's collar with his other hand, and using 
his entire body's power, threw Ishizaki horizontally across me. 

He collided with Rytien before his attack could connect, knocking 
them both off-balance, and causing the two to fall to the floor. 

That was fast! 

I found my mind briefly relieved of its anxiety, my thoughts 
replaced by those of amazement. 

Albert, who had been standing nearby presumably as a guard, 
immediately moved in to confront Kururugi. 

However, the look in Kururugi-kun's eyes was different this time 
around. 

Albert swung his gigantic arms, but they were stopped dead in 
their tracks by Kururugi's palm. The loud slapping sound was 
carried across the ocean waters by the wind. 

In one fluid motion, Kururugi twisted Albert's arm behind his 
back, and then flipped him over using his other hand and leg, 
before finally releasing the arm. 

How much does Albert weigh, again...? 

The intervention had given Ryiien and Ishizaki enough time to 
get back on their feet, but my gut told me that it didn't matter at 
all. 

"Kukuku, looks like someone's gotten a little motivated now, eh?" 

Within an instant, Kururugi accelerated to an astonishing speed, 
and stopped just as quickly just before Ryiien with his arm drawn 


back across his chest. 

"Among those who commit evil, the most detestable ones of all 
are the ones who boast proudly while doing it," 

Ryiien opened his mouth. I was certain that he was about retort 
with something along the lines of, 'Good and evil don't exist in the 
real world, I just do what works,’ but he didn't get the chance, 
because Kururugi acted first. 

"So, Rytien, be quiet now." 

Snapping across and extending like a bullet, Kururugi's fist 
ruthlessly backhanded Rytien in the side of the head, instantly 
shattering his consciousness. 

The body of Class C's leader dropped to the floor with a thud. It 
appeared almost lifeless. 

Ishizaki's entire figure locked up in fear, while I felt a strange 
comfort wash over me. And then, anger. 

Why the hell didn't you just do that from the start?! 

What's the point of being all 'T won't use violence,' if you're just going 
to knock him out with violence anyway, you fucking hypocrite? 

Albert was momentarily stunned, but wasn't deterred like Ishizaki 
was, and charged forward nonetheless. 

Kururugi's body fired into the air, and in one motion, spun 
around almost an entire rotation. 

His extended leg cracked against Albert's skull, who too dropped 
unconscious to the floor with just one blow. 

Landing calmly, Kururugi met eyes with Ishizaki-kun. 

"W-w-wait, Kururugi-san, please don't hurt me, really, I didn't 
want to hurt you, I really really didn't-!" Ishizaki cried, pleading to 
be spared. 

However, appearing to ignore the pleads, Kururugi rushed to him 
and grabbed a fistful of his shirt in his hand. 

Unexpectedly, though, he didn't strike him down. 

"I don't want to hurt you either, Ishizaki. If you just turn and 
leave here right now, I promise I won't do anything," Kururugi said. 

"O-okay. I'm going then!" 

Ishizaki was clearly shaken by what had just transpired, and 
turned tail immediately. 

"You'll get punished by Ryiien for this, you know, Ishizaki?!" 

A shout laced with obvious frustration echoed out from the short- 
haired girl restraining me from behind. 

Ishizaki didn't bother turning back, nor giving a response, and 
simply melted into the shadows of the night. 

"Tch," Ibuki clicked her tongue in annoyance. 

I let out a yelp as, all of a sudden, a force roughly shoved me, and 
I almost fell face-first onto the floor. 


I stumbled forwards, and barely managed to stay on my feet. 

Kururugi-kun appeared in front of me, between my assailant and 
me, and looked worriedly in my direction while keeping an eye on 
Ibuki. 

"Are you alright, Kushida?" 

"Y-yes, I'm fine, Kururugi-kun. I'm sorry I've caused you trouble." 

I gave him a deep bow as I apologised. 

In my experience, I've found that you can instil an urge to protect 
within people, as well as increasing likeability, by apologising for 
causing trouble when it wasn't actually your fault. 

It's probably because concerning yourself with the fact that 
trouble was caused over your own wellbeing is a level of 
selflessness that most people would find admirable. It also makes 
one appear vulnerable, as if they can be made to take the blame for 
things and taken advantage of for their goodhearted nature, thus 
causing others to want to protect them. 

"Y-you don't have to apologise, Kushida! Nothing that happened 
was your fault, okay?" Kururugi-kun reassured me. 

"Mhmm, okay. Thank you, Kururugi-kun," I replied. 

Despite his frankly terrifying fighting ability, I noted that 
Kururugi was definitely the least scary member of Class D. It was 
just impossible to come across as threatening when you wear your 
heart so obviously on your sleeve. 

"So, what now, huh? I'm still standing. Are you going to knock me 
out, too? Even though you're all against hitting girls?" 

In spite of the circumstances, Ibuki-san still sneered 
condescendingly at the monstrous boy standing before her. 

"There's no need for any of that. It's over now," 
responded assertively. 

"Hah? Over? Hello, I'm still here, you know," 

Kururugi let out a disappointed sigh. 

"Ibuki, even all four of you couldn't lay a finger on me without 
taking a hostage. Do you really think it's worth exhausting yourself 
more for nothing?" 

Ibuki's bottom lip curled up, and while it almost looked as if she 
was about to pop a vein, she surprisingly didn't argue. 

".,.whatever," she said eventually, moving to walk past us and 
back towards the dorms. 

She glared into Kururugi's eyes as she walked past him. "We aren't 
done. Don't forget it." 

After she'd gone, Kururugi moved silently over to the two 
unconscious bodies on the floor, and pulled them over to rest them 
against the wall in a sitting position. 

I quietly went up beside him, and acted out a half-genuine shiver. 


Kururugi 


"Hahah...... that was really scary..." 

"It's okay. It's over now," Kururugi-kun smiled gently. 

Yuck. 

"I guess. You won, Kururugi-kun!" 

I looked up into his eyes with my own, which I made sure were 
glimmering with admiration and appreciation. 

However, Kururugi-kun didn't seem to acknowledge any of it. 

"No..." 

Huh? 

"No'?" I echoed in confusion. 

Kururugi gave a simple nod as he let his gaze rest on the sleeping 
Rytien. 

"I lost this one." 

A/N: 6496 words! This is just part 1 of this little story 
segment, we'll get back to Kiyotaka doing his thing in the next 
one, and then volume 4 of this fanfic is officially completed! 

As a side note, I've recently begun planning out the first 
custom-made special exam I'll be adding into the story, and I 
think my readers will really enjoy it! 

Since it's been a while since I last updated, and I haven't 
really interacted with the community much recently, I thought 
I'd also reply to some questions in the comments, so if you 
have any, feel free to drop them here 

Other than that, thank you for your continued support <3 


Chapter 4-11: Friends 


Ayanokoji's POV 

Around thirty seconds passed of what could only be described as 
brutality. 

Karuizawa's hair was pulled, she was punched and kicked, 
dragged across the floor, all while she begged them to stop. 

Hot tears streamed down her cheeks, but Manabe and her friends 
didn't seem to care at all. 

I tapped the button on my phone screen to end the recording; I'd 
already captured more than enough. 

Eerily, as soon as I did, a boisterous voice echoed down the 
corridor, reaching the ears of not just me, but the four girls as well. 

They all froze up, because the voice was that of none other than 
Rytien Kakeru. 

"Is that... RyGen-kun...?" 

I let out an involuntary sigh. 

Although I'd already known that Ryiien would show up here, his 
appearance was troublesome, nevertheless. 

Under normal circumstances, it would be possible to turn Manabe 
and her friends into spies, or sleeper agents of sorts, operating 
secretly under my orders within Class C, by threatening them with 
the video footage I'd just obtained. 

However, their leader's arrival here all but proves that he's aware 
of the current situation. 

For a spy to be effective, they need to be working in absolute 
secrecy, disguised without question in their environment. In other 
words, it doesn't work if they're high-profile in the eyes of the 
leader. 

Rytien would become especially suspect of Manabe and her 
friends due to the fact that he knows Class D is involved, thanks to 
me leaving Kururugi behind to cover. 

Knowing that Class D likely has leverage over some of his 
students, Ryiien will absolutely not allow them to move for me. He 
may even go as far as deceiving them himself, so that they relay 
wrong information to me. 

Basically, forcing them to work for me is out of the question. 

I finally decided to step out of the shroud of darkness concealing 
me, phone in hand. "Yes, it is," 


Karuizawa, whose eyes were red from crying, looked at me with a 
surprised expression. 

"A-Ayanok6ji-kun...? You're actually here?" 

"Of course I am," 

"Hah... I thought you'd just left me to die on my own like 
everyone else does..." 

Karuizawa appeared somewhat relieved to see me. You couldn't 
help but pity her. 

"Hey! Who the hell do you think you are?" 

One of Manabe's friends butted into my thoughts. 

"I think he's one of those Class D freaks," Manabe sneered in 
response. 

"You should be more polite. Some others who might've had your 
life in their hands may not be as forgiving," I spoke, devoid of 
emotion. 

"Hah? What are you on about?" 

"You off your medication or something? Bwahahaha!" 

Manabe's trio seemed to find my words greatly amusing. 

"Mou, Ayanokoji-kun, can you please make them shut up now? 
My head really hurts..." 

Karuizawa placed a palm to her forehead, as if to demonstrate a 
headache. 

"Oi, bitch, I don't remember allowing you to speak to us like 
that," Manabe said, her hand reaching towards Karuizawa's 
beautiful, flowing locks of disturbed hair. 

However, I was faster, and firmly intercepted the hand with my 
own grasp. 

Karuizawa, who had apparently anticipated more punishment, 
looked at me with wide eyes, a hint of admiration twinkling within 
them. 

When I made eye contact with her, however, she quickly looked 
away, as if to hide. 

Manabe, on the other hand, glared at me with an intensity that 
could kill. 

"Get your hands off me, you revolting pervert!" 

Rather than complying, I instead used my hold to pull her close, 
and grabbed her by the chin with my free hand. 

Manabe reflexively pulled away violently, but I barely felt any 
defiant force in my arms. 

Her two friends were too stunned to move, or even speak. 

"What are you—" 

Manabe tried to speak, but I cut her off. 

"On this phone, I have a clear recording of everything you just 
did to Karuizawa. In just one minute, I could destroy everything 


you have and could ever have the chance of having at this school." 

All the superiority, arrogance and confidence held by Manabe 
and co. was destroyed in an instant, swallowed by the pair of black- 
holes on my face, leaving behind three shaking husks. 

"That's... n-not true! It's a lie!!" 

Manabe protested strongly, thrashing her head side to side. 

"I could show you, if you want. Or, would you rather cling to the 
hope you have left?" 

I found it fascinating how quickly humans could fall from the 
clouds to the endless pit of despair. All it takes is one, brief 
moment, and it all comes crashing down. 

Without warning, Manabe yanked, ripping herself free from my 
grasp, and lunged for the phone in my hand. 

She snatched it from me before I pulled away, and pivoted, 
running towards the barrier on the edge of the deck with her hand 
poised behind her. 

She intended to throw it off the boat. 

"Ayanokoji!!" 

A scream of anxiety pierced my eardrums, the source of that 
being the blonde girl beside me. 

However, there was no need to worry. 

Manabe did indeed launch her arm forwards, but before she knew 
it, I was in front of her. My raised arm caught my phone before it 
even left her hand. 

After reclaiming my mobile phone, I used the hand I'd grabbed it 
with to forcefully shove her body down to the cold, hard floor. 

"Was that your desperate last-ditch attempt?" 

If anything, I could say that my curiosity was more than satisfied. 

"The hell... was that? Who are you...?" 

Manabe stared up at me, traces of fear residing in her eyes for the 
first time. 

Ignoring her, I switched on my phone's screen, and opened up the 
phone number that Kushida had provided me with. 

A few moments later, a buzz could be heard emanating from 
Manabe's pocket. However, she didn't move to take out her phone. 

"Check it," I ordered. 

The now timid girl nodded, and retrieved the device from her 
pocket, the LED screen lighting up her mediocre features. 

Her eyes widened as she looked at the screen. 

"This... it's..—" 

"Yes. It's a copy of the video I've just recorded. If you disobey me, 
betray me, or even dream about touching Karuizawa again, I'll post 
this video to the school forum. Do you understand?" 

Karuizawa looked at me with a slightly dissatisfied expression, 


but she seemed to understand. 

As I'd reassured her before, her position within the Class E girls' 
hierarchy wouldn't be shaken in the event that this video was 
leaked. 

If anything, she'd receive nothing but support, and this video 
alone in no way could lead anybody to conclude that she was 
bullied in middle school. 

Neither Manabe, her friends, nor Rytien knew of that fact either, 
so there was no danger of it being leaked by a person. The only 
ones who knew were me, Sora and Hirata. I hadn't even told 
Kururugi what he was guarding. 

He'd probably be furious with me if he found out what I'd made 
him protect, but the good thing about the trustful type is that they 
don't pry. They're easy to use. 

Class C could not gain a foothold. There was no counter-leverage 
possible. Rytien was caught deep in the spider's web. He hadn't kept 
his servants under strict enough surveillance. 

"I... L.." Manabe took a glance at each of her friends, who stared 
back with a hollow gaze. "We understand, Ayanok6oji-sama." 

'-sama.'? I felt oddly disturbed by being referred to in such a 
manner. 

Just as I was about to voice my displeasure, though, another 
voice rang out. 

"Don't call him that. It's weird," 

Karuizawa looked down at Manabe condescendingly, giving a 
command of her own. 

"Who the fuck do you think you a—" 

I glared at Manabe, who flinched. 

"I-I mean, yes, Karuizawa-san..." 

A triumphant grin made its way onto Karuizawa's face. She was 
probably very happy with how this turned out. 

Looking back at the phone I was holding, I sent another text. 

[When Ryten has been dealt with, let me know, and go with Kururugi 
back to the rooms. ] 

I clicked the screen off, and scanned my eyes across the moonlit 
scene in front of me. 

Noticing I was looking back at them, one of Manabe's 
companions, a girl named Yabu, addressed me nervously. 

"Uhm, Ayanokoji-kun, is there... anything else you'd like from 
us...?" 

I had to give the three credit; they were quick learners. This all 
but reaffirmed one fact in my mind: Manabe and her friends are 
usable. 

Karuizawa looked equally surprised by their complete 180. 


"Hmm... no, there's nothing I can think of right now. I'll let you 
know if there ever is," 

"You wouldn't like us to, like, spy on Ryiien, or anything?" asked 
Manabe's other friend, Yamashita. 

I raised an eyebrow in surprise. They were even offering to betray 
their leader. 

They were willing to go very far to stay on my good side, it 
seemed. It was extreme, even for people whose student lives were 
held captive. 

"No, that won't be possible at the moment. As you heard earlier, 
Ryiien appeared at this scene. That means he's fully aware of what's 
happened between Karuizawa and the three of you. He's also aware 
that, from my class, at least Sora is involved. In other words, you 
can expect him to be particularly suspicious of you for some time 
moving forward." 

"I see... I'm sorry for asking something so stupid," 

Yamashita bowed. 

"As the saying goes, there's no such thing as a stupid question," I 
replied. 

"S-Speaking of... how come Ryien-kun hasn't come here?" 
Manabe asked quietly. 

"That's simple. Before this all started, I organised some defense. 
The defense is... quite effective." 

"How did you even know he'd come?" 

In reality, I had set up this confrontation from the start, but I 
couldn't afford to let on to neither Manabe and her friends nor 
Karuizawa that Kushida was working under me. 

Of course, I could simply decline to answer, however that may 
make them suspicious of if I'd orchestrated this happening from the 
beginning, and think back to what made them come here in the first 
place. For that reason, a convincing lie was the more appealing 
choice. 

"I overheard some girls talking about how they'd noticed 
Karuizawa coming out to the bow of the ship every night on this 
cruise. Now, if I'd overheard it, I figured that the three of you would 
also catch wind of such a rumour, and come here at night to 
confront her. I also knew that Ryitien had found out about your 
quarrel through Sora, and deduced that he'd be keeping a close eye 
on you in case you did anything stupid. That's why I arranged for 
Kururugi to guard this location after you entered." 

The key to creating a good fabrication is to embed it with truths. 
Everything I'd just told them was true, except for the start. 

In reality, Karuizawa hadn't been coming here every night. I had 
instructed Kushida beforehand to subtly create such a rumour, and 


especially to talk about it loudly when Manabe was in the vicinity. 

I was confident that Manabe would act on the knowledge if she 
obtained it, so all I had to do was use Kushida to ensure that she 
did. 

Kushida also reported that, as it turns out, Yabu and Ibuki had 
been assigned to the same guest room. This little fact pretty much 
confirmed in my mind that Rytien would know if they made a move 
on Karuizawa, and so I approached Kururugi privately and asked 
him to do be a favour. 

If Rytien had ended up making it to where we were, things 
could've ended badly for me, so I had to ensure that didn't happen. 

I was also curious to see how Kururugi would handle Rytien and 
his trio of lackeys. 

Bzzt! 

My phone, which was set to vibrate rather than audio 
notifications, buzzed. 

Displayed on the screen, was a message from my ever-obedient 
helper: 

[Done. Kururugi, Ibuki, Ishizaki and I have all left. Rytien and Albert 
still at the scene. Unconscious. ] 

It seemed that Kururugi had ended up utilising his fists to deal 
with the problem after all. And he'd succeeded. 

I mentally noted that Kururugi was at least powerful enough to 
defeat four experienced fighters alone, and began walking toward 
the corridor. 

"Manabe, Yabu, Yamashita. Return to your rooms now. Ignore the 
bodies as you pass by," I instructed. 

"B-bodies!" 

"Yes, the bodies. Now go." 

Nodding quickly, the three scurried away down the corridor, and 
vanished into the blanket of the night sky. 

After they'd gone, I turned to the girl who'd suddenly become 
quiet next to me. 

"You should go back to bed, too. This must've been stressful for 
you," I said. 

"Huh? No way!" 

Guess not. 

"I'm curious to see what you do with Ryien... how you acted just 
now... it was really different to how you normally are, you know?" 

I titled my head slightly to the side. 

"Do you know how I normally am?" 

Karuizawa let out a genuine laugh, adding to my confusion. 

"Ayanokoji-kun, you're in a class created specifically for 'genius' 
students. Everybody knows how you normally are. If they haven't 


spoken to you themselves, they've heard. Everyone always says 
you're stoic and unobtrusive, but..." 

Karuizawa trailed off. 

"But what?" 

"Well, both the times I've been with you properly, you've been all 
assertive and domineering. Is that your real self?" 

She proposed a rather troublesome question. 

"Who knows? I wonder..." 

Karuizawa glared at me and pouted. Then, she puffed out her 
cheeks, and let out a 'Hmph!' 

"Fine. You like to act all mysterious and cool. I get it," 

Mysterious and cool? Is that how people see me? 

I let out my second sigh of the evening. How had it turned out 
like this? I'd came to this school with the express intention of living 
a normal life for a bit... 

"Anyway, I need to get to Ryiien and Albert before they wake up. 
Can you wait around the corner?" 

"Sure. But I will be listening!" 

Karuizawa was oddly fixated on me all of a sudden. 

I found it strange, but then again, I suppose anyone in her 
situation would be fixated on a person who just popped into their 
life and helped them for seemingly no reason. 

Especially so if they're viewed as, 'mysterious and cool... 

I turned my back and walked around the corner of the corridor, 
and found the two unconscious bodies of Rytien and Albert laid in 
sitting positions against the wall. 

Deciding that it would be best to leave Albert out for now, I 
lightly slapped Rytien on the cheek to wake him up. 

"...kuh." 

"You're awake," 

Ryiien rubbed his eyes, and looked in my direction. When his 
gaze landed on me, his expression turned to one of shock. 

"Ayanokoji? The hell are you doing here?" 

"Isn't the answer to that rather obvious?" 

"...kuku. So it was you? Behind all of this shit?" 

"Evidently," 

Ryiien got up onto one knee, and then heaved his body up to a 
standing position. 

"So, did you get it, Ayanokoji? I'm assuming you were here to get 
some evidence against those three idiots, am I wrong?" 

"Yes. I gathered quite the recording," I told him, waving my 
phone in the air. 

"You're quite nonchalant for a scrawny boy all alone out in the 
night," 


Ryiien darted at me, and roughly grabbed me by the collar. I 
offered no resistance, and was pulled up to meet his eyes. 

"What's stopping me from pummelling you here and deleting the 
video myself?" 

I closed my eyes for a brief moment. 

"I'm disappointed, Rytien. My phone is password protected. By 
now, I've already made backup copies. And how do you know that 
Kururugi isn't still hanging around the area?" 

Ryiien's menacing eyes glared into mine for a few more seconds, 
before he let me go and took some steps back. 

"Kururugi this, Kururugi that... does everyone in your class hide 
behind him? I wonder where your balls will go when he isn't there 
to hold your hand, hm?" 

"That doesn't matter," I denied him. "I have a video that could get 
three of your class' students expelled. Do you know what that 
means? You would be hit hard not just in the loss of students, but 
also class points, if I were to release it." 

"Yeah? So what?" 

"So, you're going to do everything I tell you, and I won't release 
the recording." 

Rytien looked at me in disbelief for a few moments, before 
bursting out into laughter. 

"Kukukuku... no. That isn't happening. Release the video if you 
want, I don't care. I'm not going to be your dog." 

Ryiien sauntered over to Albert, and woke him up. Albert looked 
at me with surprise, before getting up and standing silently beside 
his master. 

"I'm going. Later." 

"Wait." 

Ryiien didn't turn around, but stopped walking. 

"If you leave now, you won't improve," I said. 

"Huh?!" Rytien turned around with anger on his face. "Are you 
trying to baby me, or something?" 

"You were so fixated on Sora being the mastermind here, that you 
just thought as long as you had violence, you could force your way 
through and win." 

"And so what? Violence is the only language every human alive 
understands," Rytien countered. 

"It's truly a shame. You are smart, Ryiien, but you stunt your 
ability by thinking so narrow-mindedly. While it's not wrong that 
violence is a powerful weapon to wield, it reaches its maximum 
destructive potential when combined with brains." 

"You calling me an idiot?" Rytien snarled. 

"No. I'm saying that you don't use your head and your fists, which 


limits what you can do. You said you wanted to crush me, didn't 
you? Well, you can consider this our first battle, and your first loss. 
I told you, didn't I? You should defeat somebody weaker, like 
Horikita, Ichinose, Sakayanagi and Lelouch, before challenging me." 

"Ku, you're quite the cocky bastard, Ayanokoji. But, just this once, 
I'll take it. You read everything I'd do and beat me this time. Mark 
my words, though. Next time, I'll destroy you. Well, it looks like I 
won't be able to attack Class D anymore anyway." 

"You're wrong. I don't intend to use this video to blackmail you. 
Consider it insurance." 

Ryiien squinted his eyes at me. 

"You just threatened to leak it if I didn't comply with your orders. 
Do you have Alzheimer's, or something?" 

"Yes. If you had happened to have complied, then it would've 
been convenient. However, since you refused, if I release the video 
to punish you, then I'll be expending the one-time-use insurance 
that I have. That would be stupid, wouldn't it?" 

Saying nothing, Ryiien turned his back to me, and motioned for 
Albert to follow him as he walked back to the guest rooms. 

"Whatever. Watch yourself, Ayanokoji. No corner is safe," 

While Ryiien continued to act as he always did, I was confident 
that something would change in him by the time the next special 
exam rolled around. 

I watched the two backs gradually melt into blackness, until I was 
left standing alone once more. 

"I seriously can't understand you at all," 

The voice of a girl reached my ears from behind. 

Karuizawa emerged from her hiding place around the corner and 
approached me. 

"What about me is so hard to understand?" 

"Just... everything!" 

"I see." 

Looking at the situation from her perspective, I suppose I did 
appear very enigmatic. 

Speaking of the situation, I tentatively realised that I was stood 
alone with a girl on the deck of a luxury ship under romantic 
starlight. My heart began to beat faster. 

"Are you satisfied?" I asked. 

Karuizawa placed a finger to her lips, and let out a 'Mmm' sound, 
as if thinking hard. 

"Well, I suppose I am safe and okay now. But that was really 
scary, you know! And it hurt!" 

Karuizawa jabbed her finger at me. 

"You owe me something in return." 


It looked like I was expected to repay her for the harm I'd caused, 
even though I'd helped her in the end. How troublesome. 

"What kind of thing would you even like?" 

Karuizawa abruptly became bashful, looking down as she twirled 
hair around her finger. 

"Well, you know, maybe... you could... help me again, if I ever 
need it?" 

And that is possibly the most troublesome thing she could've 
requested. 

"I told you at the beginning, didn't I? This was just a one-time 
thing. You still have Hirata by your side." 

"B-but! Hirata-kun is great, and all, but he never would've been 
able to save me like you did, you know!" 

After saying that, Karuizawa seemed to realise what'd just come 
from her mouth, and went red, looking away. 

"T-That's not what I meant! Idiot!" 

I took a few steps, closing in to within reach of Karuizawa, and 
placed my hand gently on her shoulder. 

"T'll be your friend. Is that good enough for you?" 

"Huh?" 

Karuizawa looked up, a tinge of pink still evident on her cheeks. 
She looked from me, to my hand, and then back to me in 
bafflement. 

"Mou!" 

She shook her head from side to side, as if trying to shake her 
head clear. After a moment, she took a breath, and looked at me 
with purpose. 

"Friends have each other's' backs, don't they?" 

Friends, huh? 

"Do they? I don't really know..." 

"Hah?! What do you mean, you don't really know?" 

"Well, I've never really had one," I answered. 

Of course, Sora and the others from Class D could all be 
considered my friends, however the dynamic between us was 
definitely different than normal friendships. 

The fact that we shared a class at this school meant that a lot of 
our connections were business-based. If we hadn't been assigned to 
a class together, we probably wouldn't have ever spoken to one 
another. 

On top of that, we were all labelled as elite students by the 
school. The fact that we were all evaluated as such meant that our 
friendships lacked a sense of normalcy, and doing 'normal' things 
you'd expect to do with your friends. 

Being a genius meant that you were different to the majority. And 


that meant that being friends with one wouldn't mirror what the 
majority would think of when they hear the word ‘friendship’, 
either. 

"You've never had a friend?!" 

"Not a proper one." 

"... That must've been lonely," Karuizawa said, looking down. 

"What about you?" 

"Huh? Well, the friends I did have all left me to avoid getting 
bullied too... but I have plenty of friends now, at this school, which 
I'm happy with!" 

That must be why Karuizawa was so desperate to maintain the 
position she had, and keep her secret a secret. 

She was similar to me in a sense, I guess. After being deprived of 
living a normal life with normal friends for so many years, 
Karuizawa had begun to crave those things. Now that she'd attained 
them, she valued nothing more than holding on to them. 

"I see. I'm glad for you," I said. 

"But it isn't acceptable that you've never had a friend! Come 
here!" 

Karuizawa took a step back, and outstretched her hand in front of 
her. 

"What's this?" 

"Take my hand," 

Hesitantly, I reached out my hand, and grabbed Karuizawa's in 
mine. 

Her hand was the small, delicate, feminine hand of a girl. Her 
skin was soft, and pleasant to the touch. 

Karuizawa gave me a gentle smile. "My name's Karuizawa Kei. It's 
nice to meet you. Let's be friends!" 

Huh? 

Strangely enough, I felt some kind of happy emotion run through 
my cold body, bestowing some warmth upon it. 

This must be what it's like. The thing that was robbed from me 
for fifteen years. What I've been deprived of all my life. 

A normal friend. 

"Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. Likewise," I replied, a smile ever-so faint on 
my face. 

Karuizawa nodded, satisfied. 

"I'm happy to be your friend, Ayanokoji Kiyotaka-kun." 
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Chapter 4.5-1: Summer Vacation is Nearly 
Over 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"It's good to finally be back!" Sora said, stretching his arms behind 
his back. 

The seven of us stepped off of the luxury cruise ship, conveniently 
right back to the school campus. 

This school was situated offset from the mainland Japan, on its 
own tiny landmass within the Tokyo Bay. Consequently, ships could 
come directly to and from the school without the need for buses or 
the like to transport the students to a pick-up point. 

"I'm so tired..." Lelouch complained, stumbling off the ship. 

"It's 2pm..." Sora murmured in bewilderment. 

"So?" 

"I've stayed up for seven days straight before, and you need to 
sleep at 2pm?" 

"Problem?" 

Light, Kururugi and Ryuzaki walked back onto the ground and 
stood next to us. Simultaneously, we all started walking back to the 
main school grounds. 

Countless students surrounded us, chatting happily and 
exchanging memories of the trip we'd just had. 

"What is it, Shiro?" 

Noticing that Shiro was somewhat distracted by her phone, Light 
asked her what was up. 

"These results..." she said quietly. 

The school had emailed the results of the Zodiac special exam to 
all students very recently. It seemed many were still taking it in. 

Our Class D had broken even in class points, but Shiro had gained 
500,000 private points from Light's plan involving her group. 

Class A had taken by far the biggest hit, losing 150 class points 
and gaining zero private points total. This more or less destroyed 
any hope Katsuragi had at leading Class A. 

"Look," Shiro said, pointing her screen at us. 

On it, she appeared to have added the results to each class' 
current class points, and worked out the new rankings. 

Class A: 874 


Class B: 825 
Class C: 600 
Class D: 832 
Class E: 296 

"Ah, I see... Class A, Class B, and us, are all within 50 class points 
of each other," Light observed. 

"The next special exam will be an important one, then," added 
Lelouch. 

"Out of the top three classes, whoever wins that one will probably 
be promoted to Class A," agreed Sora with a nod. 

In the upcoming battle, Class A will be a troublesome opponent, 
even for students of my calibre. 

During the Island and Zodiac exams, Class A's potential was 
severely limited by the schism in their class, created by the two 
opposing factions within it. However, after Class A's two 
consecutive defeats with Katsuragi in charge, it was clear that most, 
if not all, of his support would have now switched sides. 

Sakayanagi Arisu will be our next adversary. On top of the fact 
that Class A had overall the highest-ability students, giving her a 
wide range of units to use, something in my gut told me that 
Sakayanagi would be different from anyone Class D had faced so 
far. 

And, of course, we couldn't ignore Class C. Although they were 
trailing the competition by 200 points, Ryiien's presence would 
remain prevalent no matter what the exam is; one victory for him 
could potentially shoot Class C right up to the top. 

Additionally, as evident from the Zodiac special exam, the school 
had no qualms with enforcing special exams with rules that clearly 
favoured classes with forty students. 

Class D could be in for some rough times ahead. 

Ugh. I shook my head in an attempt to rid my head of these kinds 
of thoughts. 

Between the two special tests, us first-year students only had 
seven days of actual vacation before school started once again. 

It was important to make the most of the time we had, rather 
than stressing over class-related matters. 

"Hey, what's that over there?" a voice snapped me out of my 
thoughts. 

"Whatever it is, it looks to be a pretty big deal," Light said. 

It seemed that our little group of seven had made it about back to 
Keyaki mall. In one particular section of the shopping centre, a 
large number of what appeared to be upperclassmen were crowding 
around a specific place. 

"Is there normally a shop there?" Sora asked in confusion. 


"No," Lelouch answered curtly. 

"Huh? How would you know?" 

"Being popular comes with a whole host of troubles, you know? 
One of them being the need to manage and maintain a large 
number of relationships and connections; attending the occasional 
meetup, having obligatory conversations, etcetera, etcetera..." 

While loners such as I may envy those with great popularity, the 
reality was that it wasn't an objectively greater lifestyle — being 
popular came with a ton of troublesome obligations: the need to 
always look your best, interact with a lot of people you may not 
even like, make sure you always give off an approachable and 
friendly exterior. 

For some, having a lot of friends was just not worth having to 
deal with all the baggage that accompanies it. 

Of course, there would inevitably be students in every high 
school that are unpopular despite their desires, but in my opinion, it 
was far more likely that a majority of loners were loners simply 
because they didn't put in the strenuous effort to become popular. 

"Damn ikemen..." Sora muttered under his breath. 

"Anyway, what do you reckon it is?" Kururugi's curiosity was 
apparently piqued. 

"Who knows? Why don't we go and have a look?" Ryuzaki 
suggested. 

"Yeah, no thanks. Shiro and I don't handle crowds well," Sora 
rejected the idea. 

I found myself in the same boat as Blank, but contrary to the pair, 
I couldn't manage to put down my curiosity. 

Perhaps it would be worth it to bite the bullet to see what's going 
on, I thought. 

"Sorry, but I actually have some plans I need to attend to; I 
promised some people that I'd catch up with them on the cruise," 
Light explained with a sheepish expression. 

Similarly to Lelouch, Light also seemed to be burdened by the 
responsibilities that came with being high in the social caste. 

"Yeah, me too," Lelouch said. 

Unlike Light, Lelouch didn't come across as_ particularly 
sympathetic. I couldn't help but wonder if he actually had 
obligations to go to, or if he was just an opportunist looking to find 
a way out of accompanying us. 

"What about you, Ayanokoji?" Ryuzaki asked, his deep, 
unreadable black eyes meeting mine. 

"I don't mind coming with you. I don't have any plans for this 
summer, anyway," I answered. 

"That's... sad..." 


Unexpectedly, Shiro quietly attacked my lack of social presence. 
Somehow, it struck my heart much worse than if somebody like 
Sora or Lelouch had said the same thing. 

After the rest of the group had a snicker at my expense, Kururugi 
spoke. "Should the three of us go, then?" 

Ryuzaki and I gave him a nod. 

"Right. Well, I'll see you guys later, then. Make sure to let us 
know what all the rage is about!" Sora said, giving us a wave, 
before taking Shiro's hand. 

The rest of us exchanged goodbyes, and before I knew it, I was 
accompanying Kururugi and Ryuzaki toward the imposing crowd of 
seniors. 

Kururugi lead the way, while Ryuzaki and I trailed behind him 
side-by-side. 

Out of our small group, Ryuzaki and I were definitely the two 
biggest introverts. That meant that Kururugi, who was not as 
popular as the likes of Light but still had a broad social circle in his 
own right, would be doing the heavy lifting as far as social 
interaction goes. 

Ryuzaki turned to look sideways at me as we walked. 

Somehow, this specific boy always managed to make me feel a 
strange unease, as if he was an incomprehensible enigma far more 
dangerous and insightful than he let on. 

Of course, a high school student like that sounded like something 
out of a manga, but I just couldn't quell the eerie feeling stuck in 
my gut. 

As our trio neared the scene, it became apparent that the students 
here weren't simply grouped in one big crowd, but were separated 
into queuing lines. It had only looked like one big mass because of 
the side-angle we were looking at it from. 

As expected, there seemed to be some kind of shop or service set 
up that wasn't here when us first-years were last on campus. 

"Fortune telling?" Kururugi said quizzically, motioning towards a 
sign on the wall. 

"Guidance is for couples only. We humbly ask for your 
understanding." Ryuzaki read off another written notice. 

Looking around, the majority of students here did indeed fall into 
the category of second- or third-year boy-girl couples. 

Wanting to get divination on you and your partner's compatibility 
and future together was apparently a popular thing among high 
school students. 

"This is looking to be a waste of time already," Ryuzaki remarked. 

"Huh? Waste of time?" Kururugi echoed in puzzlement. "What do 
you mean?" 


"Well, even though I'm interested, the three of us probably 
wouldn't be able to get our fortunes foretold because of the 
restriction. Besides, I don't believe in things like seeing into the 
future." 

Ryuzaki certainly had a point. It was ridiculous to assume that 
magical powers which allowed a person to view the futures of 
others actually existed. 

However, it was also true that many people believed in fortune 
telling, and that for fortune telling to continue as a service well into 
the modern era, it had to have some degree of success among 
customers. 

For that reason, it would be foolish to immediately disregard the 
practice without trying it, also. 

"You're interested? I didn't think this would be your kind of thing, 
Ryuzaki," Kururugi said. 

"Like I said, I want nothing to do with the whole future scrying 
thing - I'm more intrigued by how these function. The fortune teller 
is somebody who has vast experience in the art of deduction. They 
read into patterns in people and behaviours, and make deductions 
based off of those and other traits of the client," Ryuzaki explained. 

My interest sparked, I decided to join the conversation, "You're 
talking about cold reading?" 

"Exactly. For example, you could garner a reputation as a highly 
accurate fortune teller who specialises in reading peoples' futures in 
regard to romance purely by observing each person. How outgoing 
a person speaks and presents themselves, how they dress 
themselves, their confidence in their own love-life. All of these, and 
more, can be used to accurately judge somebody's romantic success. 
An extroverted person who dresses and grooms themselves well, 
and who seems confident in their own love-life, is more likely to 
have had a positive romantic history and eventually find and settle 
down with a partner than someone who is socially anxious, pays no 
attention to their presentation and doesn't appear hopeful in their 
chances of finding love." 

Kururugi and I fell silent, briefly stunned by Ryuzaki's sudden 
lecture. 

It seemed like the black-haired boy had a great depth of 
knowledge in the practice of deducing and cold reading. I couldn't 
help but wonder what kind of past and what kind of person one 
must have and be to be gifted such a skillset. 

"I see... I've never thought of it that way," Kururugi said, clearly 
intrigued by Ryuzaki's words. 

"Nobody can view themselves completely objectively. 
Consequently, a fortune teller could provide an insight into you that 


you were never able to notice before. Fortune tellers can tell you 
what kind of person you are compared to everyone else; what 
category you fall into within the grand scheme of things," I added, 
agreeing with Ryuzaki's assessment. 

"Yes... | would quite like to indulge myself, but..." 

Ryuzaki nodded toward the sign that restricted the service to 
couples only. I felt that I was equally disappointed to Ryuzaki. 

"Hm? Kururugi-kun? And Ayanokoji-kun and Ryuzaki-kun too?" 

Just as I was about to turn around and leave, somebody 
unexpectedly addressed me. 

I didn't exactly have a high number of friends, so somebody 
calling out to me by name was definitely an unfamiliar experience. 

It was Hirata who'd waved to our group, who appeared to be here 
to do some couples' fortune telling of his own with his girlfriend, 
Karuizawa. 

At least, that's how it appeared on the surface. In reality, Hirata 
and Karuizawa weren't actually dating — Hirata had agreed to 
pretend to be Karuizawa's boyfriend to give her a sort of protection 
by status. 

It seemed like the two were still going to lengths to assure their 
facade remained solid. 

"Ah, Hirata. And Karuizawa, too. Hello," Kururugi replied 
amicably. 

Opting to let Kururugi handle the social interaction, Ryuzaki and 
I sat back and allowed just him to speak. 

Well, that's what I'd intended to do, anyway, but Karuizawa had 
other plans. 

"Hey, Ayanokoji-kun! What are you doing here?" 

I was dragged into the trouble of exchanging pleasantries too. 

"Ah, we just happened to walk by Keyaki mall and noticed the big 
group of students. Are you here for the fortune telling?" 

"Yep! We heard about it from some second-years a couple of days 
ago, and I just had to come, you know?" 

I wagered that it was far more probable that Hirata had heard 
about it first and then mentioned it to Karuizawa, than that they'd 
been told by some mutual friend in the upper year. 

Unlike Hirata, Karuizawa's social status was only really prevalent 
within her own class — of course, she had some friends outside of 
Class E too, but her circle just couldn't compare to that of Hirata, 
who had acquaintances across all classes and grades alike. 

"Well, I can't deny that I'm also interested, but unfortunately it 
appears to be for couples only," I stated, pointing at the ‘couples 
only' notice. 

I felt the curious gazes of Kururugi and Ryuzaki weighing on me. 


I glanced over to them with a look that said, 'What is it?’ 

"Ayanokoji, do you and Karuizawa know each other?" Ryuzaki 
inquired. 

"We became acquainted by chance back on the cruise ship," 

I decided to give him a short, but not vague answer, as I deemed 
it safest. 

While Hirata likely knew about my intervention in Karuizawa's 
troubles, Ryuzaki didn't, and there was no need for him to know. 
Even Kururugi, who had been involved on my request, wasn't told 
that he was helping Karuizawa, or what exactly he was protecting. 

I judged it best to keep it that way — the whole ordeal was quite a 
sensitive one for Karuizawa, so in an ideal world, the number of 
people who knew the details of it was as small as possible. 

"I see," Ryuzaki said, chewing on his thumb. "So, are you guys, 
like, friends, now?" 

"Of course!" Karuizawa jumped in. "Just because you're in 
different classes, it doesn't mean you can't be friends, right?" 

I felt a foreign, yet pleasant feeling, build inside me. 

"Right," Ryuzaki nodded, then turned to meet eyes with me. "I'm 
happy for you, Ayanokoji," 

The pleasant feeling I'd had just a moment ago vanished, and I 
was instead filled with suspicion. 

Why would a mere classmate say that they're happy I made 
friends with somebody? 

Is it just one loner acknowledging the fortune of another? Or is 
there more to it? 

"Thank you, I guess?" I replied, my eyes ever-so-slightly 
narrowed. 

I was certain he didn't miss the slight hint of suspicion in my 
gaze. 

"Huh? You're happy for him?" 

Karuizawa too caught on to the strange thing Ryuzaki said. 

"Yes. Is it so wrong for me to be happy that my classmate is 
getting on with others outside our small class?" 

Ryuzaki referred to me as his classmate, not his friend. Did he not 
tend to make friends? Or did he simply not acknowledge me as one 
of them? 

Whatever the case, it was ever-so-slightly saddening to hear. 

"I suppose not... it's just a weird thing to say, you know?" 

"I see. I'm sorry for the weirdness, then," Ryuzaki said. 

With his scruffy appearance, strange mannerisms such as his 
sitting position and the weird things he occasionally comes out 
with, I was sure Ryuzaki was viewed as an oddity even among 
oddities. 


I was curious as to what kind of things he did when he was alone. 

"Anyway, we should probably get going," Hirata interjected, 
noting the moving of the line they'd joined. 

"Yeah. We wouldn't want to hold you guys up, after all," Kururugi 
agreed. 

"Right, it was nice seeing you, then Kururugi-kun, Ayanokoji-kun, 
Ryuzaki-kun," 

Hirata waved to us, and then took Karuizawa by the hand, 
intending to move along with the line of people. 

"Bye guys! We should hang out sometime, okay, Ayanok6ji-kun?" 

"A-ah, right. That sounds nice," I replied, feeling a little flustered. 

With that, Karuizawa and Hirata went back to chatting with each 
other as they waited for the line to go down. 

"We might as well just go back, then?" Ryuzaki said to Kururugi 
and I. 

"Yeah, we've had a long two weeks... I just feel like relaxing for 
the rest of the day now." Kururugi, like everyone, was tired after 
enduring the two strenuous special exams. 

I, on the other hand, needed to take a detour before heading back 
to the dorms. 

"Actually, you two should walk back without me. I was running 
low on supplies before we left for the island exam, so I'm going to 
hit the convenience store to restock on necessities," I explained. 

"Oh, that makes sense. I guess we'll see you another day, then, 
Ayanokoji." 

Ryuzaki appeared to understand, and gave a nod of agreement. 

"Yeah. See you, Ryuzaki, Kururugi," I said. 

"Bye, Ayanokoji." 

Kururugi and Ryuzaki turned, and began walking back towards 
the first-year dorms side-by-side. 

The sight of their two backs leaving me behind was oddly 
disheartening, even though I knew it was just a temporary goodbye. 

Shoving such irrationality out of my mind, I turned around, and 
started heading toward the general store located within the Keyaki 
Mall. 

As I walked, I noted the different groups of students scattered 
throughout the complex. Most were seniors, but there were a 
minority of first years who'd come here with their friends straight 
after disembarking Speranza. 

Kushida seemed to be shopping with some friends, keeping up 
her cover that she so often complained about having to maintain. 

Ichinose was laughing and smiling as she toured the mall with 
her friends, shopping bags and tow. 

It was all of the outgoing and friendly people gathered at Keyaki 


Mall today, apparently. 

There was no sign of students like Horikita or Rytien to be seen. 
Well, I guess that's only to be expected. 

Before I knew it, I rounded the corner just before the convenience 
store. 

As soon as I did, however, I had to stop myself, so as to not walk 
straight into a pair of conversing people. 

I considered apologising, but realistically, they should be the ones 
more mindful of where they're standing. Being stationary, concealed 
just around a corner in a busy shopping centre, wasn't the best idea 
to say the least. 

Upon closer inspection, I recognised one of the people as 
Katsuragi, noticeable by his signature bald head. 

He appeared to be quite stressed — he had bags under his eyes, 
and a disgruntled expression on his face. 

He must've been really feeling the weight of having Class A on his 
back after his two recent defeats, huh. 

Noticing my sudden appearance, Katsuragi appeared surprised, 
and turned to acknowledge me. 

"Ayanokoji? What are you doing here?" he asked. 

"I'm... here to buy basic necessities, at that convenience store," 

Slightly confused by his question, I pointed to the shop behind 
him. 

"I see. That makes sense," he replied. 

"Are you not here for the same thing? I imagine quite a few first 
years would want to buy some fresh goods after two weeks away," 

"No, I'm actually here to buy a gift." 

A gift? At the convenience store? 

I knew it was considered rude to pry into others' business, but I 
couldn't help my curiosity, and pried anyway. 

"A gift? Who is it for?" 

"I don't believe that concerns you," Katsuragi answered sternly. 

"Right, of course..." 

Speaking of being rude, I just realised I'd intruded on his 
conversation, and completely ignored the other person he was 
speaking to. 

"Ah, I'm sorry," I said, turning to them. "I'll have to ask you to 
excuse my manners; I got caught up in the unexpected meeting," 

I bowed my head, which strangely caused the girl in front of me 
to laugh. 

"It's quite alright. I was similarly taken aback by your sudden 
intrusion too," 

Despite saying so, the petite girl didn't seem annoyed at all. If 
anything, she actually appeared to be happy. 


I opened my mouth to apologise again, but I was interrupted by 
her soft voice. 

"Not in a bad way," she added. "My name is Sakayanagi Arisu," 

My suspicion had been spot-on; the girl who Katsuragi had 
seemingly run into as he came here to look for a gift was his Class A 
rival, Sakayanagi. 

Sakayanagi introduced herself with a neat curtsy, graciously 
lifting the hem of her skirt. 

"I'm Ayanokoji," I replied, extending my hand politely for a 
handshake. 

"Yes. I know," 

Sakayanagi gave me an almost creepy grin, and looked at my 
hand with a mischievous glint in her eyes. 

She reached out and interlocked her small, white hand with mine. 
"It's so nice to finally meet you, Ayanokoji Kiyotaka-kun." 
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Chapter 4.5-2: The Fated Encounter 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"It's so nice to finally meet you, Ayanokoji Kiyotaka-kun." 

Finally? Sakayanagi made it sound as if she'd been wanting to 
meet with me for quite a long time, but even if you assume that 
she'd heard about me and decided she wanted to meet me on the 
first day of school, would that really be long enough for the word 
'finally' to be applicable? I had my doubts. 

Additionally, if Sakayanagi had wanted to contact me for a while, 
then it shouldn't have been hard for her to do so - as one of Class 
A's spearheads, she should've had plenty of tools at her disposal to 
acquire my contact information if she so desired. 

Katsuragi sent a suspicious look toward Sakayanagi. "Why do you 
make it sound like you've wanted to meet with Ayanokoji for a long 
time? Are you conspiring to betray Class A in return for Class D's 
favour?" 

Katsuragi voiced what anyone would view as a valid concern for 
a class representative, however Sakayanagi merely laughed, as if he 
was talking nonsense. 

"Fufufu, I can assure you that there is nothing for you to worry 
about, Katsuragi-kun," 

A menacing glint appeared to manifest in Sakayanagi's eye for a 
moment, as she spoke her next words. 

"Besides, even if I were to turn traitor, you aren't in a position to 
do anything about it anymore, wouldn't you agree?" 

Her intimidating remark wasn't wrong; in the event that 
Katsuragi raised concerns about Sakayanagi's allegiance to his 
classmates now, he'd almost certainly be written off as a desperate 
man trying to sabotage his rival after losing almost all of his 
support. 

Despite hearing such a thing that could be interpreted as a threat, 
Katsuragi's calm exterior did not waver. 

"Nobody can say for sure how Class A will turn, and I will not be 
deterred by anything you say," Katsuragi resolved his spirit. 

"How truly resolute of you. You have my respect," Sakayanagi 
gave a pleasant smile. 

If anything, one thing became extremely apparent to me: both 
these two were very strong personalities. 


"Anyway, Katsuragi, could you do me a favour and move along? I 
wish to speak with Ayanokoji-kun alone," 

Unexpectedly, Sakayanagi declared her desire to speak with me. 

What could Class A's likely leader want with me? If she wanted to 
speak about class matters, she'd obviously approach someone else, 
like Class D's surface representative, Lelouch. 

That being said, Sakayanagi and I had never talked before, which 
means she can't be interested in discussing a personal matter, 
either. 

Just what was she after? No matter how much I thought, I 
couldn't find an answer. 

Katsuragi raised an eyebrow, "You aren't helping to quell my 
suspicions by requesting my leave," 

"With all due respect, Katsuragi-kun, you are currently the least 
credible member of Class A. I'll give you one more chance to bow 
out graciously, rather than humiliating yourself further," 
Sakayanagi proclaimed. 

Sakayanagi's tone did not match her words. 

She spoke in a sweet, bell-like voice, but her words were ruthless, 
dripping with a vicious acid. 

Katsuragi was momentarily too stunned to speak. 

Shaking his head, he composed himself, and turned his narrow- 
eyed gaze over to me. 

"Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. Are you after something with Class A?" 

"I was just here to go to the store, like I said." 

I insisted on my innocence, but Katsuragi didn't look convinced. 

"How do I know that isn't just a cover story?" 

I let out a sigh. How had a simple detour to pick up some 
groceries turned into this? 

Whether it was a product of this school's nurture, the class I 
belonged to, or whether it was just how he is, Katsuragi seemed 
adamant about remaining suspect of me. 

"I'm just going to go into the store." 

I left a suspicious Katsuragi and an angry-looking Sakayanagi 
behind, and entered the store. 

The stock was noticeably thinned by the influx of returning 
students re-stocking. I wondered briefly just how much stuff the 
school had. 

Presumably, a small amount of goods were stored on-site, enough 
to supply around a week or two of student demand. 

If you were an observant student, you will have noticed the 
shipment trucks that arrive at the school's main road periodically. 
They didn't come onto the campus itself; it was likely that the 
shipments were unloaded outside school grounds. 


I mindlessly collected various items I remembered I needed whilst 
I enjoyed pondering over trivial things. 

The total for my purchase came to around 32,000 points, which 
was unsurprisingly larger than your average grocery expense. 

This should last me at least a month, however, and since my 
monthly income far exceeded the amount spent, I wasn't worried. 

I thanked the store clerk, and left the shop with two plastic bags 
in hand. 

Katsuragi appeared to have left now, however the little girl with 
a cane was waiting for me, a mysterious glint clear in her eyes. 

"Sakayanagi." I raised my hand in polite greeting. 

"Welcome back, Ayanok6ji-kun. I've ridden us of the nuisance 
that was bothering you." 

The way she described her own classmate was slightly unsettling, 
but I brushed it off as a quirk of the kind of personality which 
would be suitable to run Class A. 

"Uh, right. Thanks." 

The conversation quickly went dry, and I was once again 
reminded of my severe lack of practice in social interaction. 

"Is there something you wanted from me?" 

Sakayanagi smiled pleasantly, as if expecting my question. 

"I've come across rather transparent, haven't I?" 

Met with a peculiar answer, I theorised again what this girl could 
possibly want from specifically me, to no avail. 

"Would you like to go somewhere a little more private, 
Ayanokoji-kun?" 

Sakayanagi wanted us to go somewhere alone? Was this a 
confession? It would explain why she'd been so eager for Katsuragi 
to leave. 

It didn't make a lot of sense, though. Why would the leader of 
Class A confess to some random student she's never even spoken to 
before? 

Somebody of Sakayanagi's status should easily be able to get 
better than me if she so wished. 

According to Kushida, my popularity has been rather volatile 
throughout the school year so far. 

I was apparently ranked highly by the girls at the start of the 
year. However, as time went on and we learned each other's 
personalities, physical appearance became less of a primary focus. 

As Kushida had cruelly put it, my personality was simply missing 
something to make me popular. Therefore, my rank began to fall. 

However, after the recent deserted island special exam, my 
reputation has turned, and is now on the rise again, due to the stunt 
that I pulled. 


Would someone like Sakayanagi be enamoured by something as 
one-dimensional as that? My intuition told me otherwise. 

"Uh, I have no problem with it. But, are you sure? If a boy anda 
girl are seen going out of sight together, certain misunderstands can 
happen." 

Sakayanagi laughed in bemusement at my, apparently, needless 
concerns. 

"It's quite all right. Shall we?" 

I nodded, and with that, Sakayanagi and I began walking side-by- 
side. 

I slowed my pace to match hers, to which she sent a clearly 
apologetic look. 

"There's no need for you to apologise." 

"Fufu, I didn't say anything." 

"Your face made it clear what you were worrying about. Are you 
self-conscious about it often?" 

It's something that most people would never even need to think 
about, but for Sakayanagi, slowing down the pace of anyone 
walking with you was a daily occurrence. 

Although most people would understand it isn't her fault, I 
imagined it still must weigh on Sakayanagi's mind a little, at least. 

"It's okay. I've never encountered somebody who faulted me for 
my illness. I've had to live like this long enough, I don't let such 
worries bother me anymore." 

Sakayanagi explained such. 

Despite the fact that Sakayanagi apologises for slowing down the 
walking speed, it could be considered an act of courtesy, rather 
than a genuine apology. 

It's like when somebody experiences something bad, you say 'I'm 
sorry’, even though you had no involvement in the event and have 
nothing to apologise for. 

It isn't a real apology, but simply something you do because 
society considers it the right thing to do. 

Unspoken rules like this make up an important chunk of human 
communication, and for those who are oblivious to these rules, they 
will find themselves struggling socially. 

Sakayanagi and I walked a little more in silence. 

"What do you want, Sakayanagi?" 

It was pointless to beat around the bush for longer, so I decided 
to cut to the chase. 

"It's been a long time, Ayanokoji-kun. Approximately 8 years and 
201 days." 

I felt unease manifest inside of me. It was something I'd felt 
already since coming to this school, as a result of a particular 


student who I couldn't get a read on at all. 

"You speak as if we're acquainted, but I have no idea who you 
are." 

A mock pained expression formed on Sakayanagi's face. 

"You wound a maiden's heart." 

I raised an eyebrow. Maiden? 

"I expected this much, though," she spoke solemnly. "However, 
that doesn't mean I don't know who you are." 

Her knowing who I am would explain her focus on me 
specifically. However, before I came to this school, there's only one 
place anyone could possibly know me from. 

"You know me?" 

I narrowed my eyes slightly, and gazed into hers. 

"Where from?" 

Sakayanagi merely smiled at my demanding question. She didn't 
intend to give me a direct answer. 

"I only visited the facility once, when I was a child. I was 
fascinated by you, Ayanokoji-kun, the child who was clearly levels 
above all the others even at such a young age." 

I felt genuine surprise for a moment. Her words were very 
accurate to reality. 

I'm sure my composure would've been shaken if she'd outright 
dropped a similar bomb on me with no build-up. 

"I see." 

I gave a simplistic response, implying that she should continue. 

Sakayanagi smiled pleasantly, but I had a feeling her mannerisms 
wouldn't match with what she was about to say next. 

"I want to destroy you, AyanokOji-kun." 

Ah. 

"Your father's ideology... I cannot accept it. By crushing you, the 
ultimate personification if his ideals, I will prove that he is wrong; 
no amount of nurturing can ever rival the raw talent of a natural 
genius." 

So that's what this is about. I closed my eyes to consider my 
response for a moment, then opened them again. 

"There are natural geniuses in my class, Sakayanagi. However, 
unfortunately....... I still do not believe there is a student in this 
school who can compare to me." 

Taken off guard, Sakayanagi let out a genuine chuckle. 

"Fufu, forgive me, I don't mean to laugh at you. I know well that 
your confidence isn't misplaced. However, may I ask why you think 
that?" 

Although she claimed to understand me, I still detected a hint of 
skepticism in her tone. 


"I've gathered plenty of information about your classmates. 
Specifically, Shiro-san's intelligence is not something anyone could 
ever hope to match, isn't that right?" 

"I disagree." 

I shook my head in denial, surprising Sakayanagi once again. 

"You believe you surpass her frankly ridiculous calculative 
ability?" 

"No, I don't. However, you said ‘intelligence’. Intelligence is a 
wide scope of attributes that comes in many forms. Simply put, the 
single thing Shiro excels at does not compensate for what she is 
missing - she relies a lot on her brother to cover for her weaknesses. 
Emotional understanding, understanding of human nature. The 
complete array of knowledge necessary to overcome any situation 
one may encounter. If you lack those things, can you really be 
considered to be truly at the peak of intelligence? I don't think so." 

I finished my speech, and Sakayanagi appeared momentarily 
stunned. This time, she was the one to close her eyes, as she 
processed everything I'd said. 

"I understand. Shiro-san is beneath Ayanokoji-kun because her 
ability isn't whole?" 

"That's right." 

"Then, what about 'Blank', the combination of Shiro-san and Sora- 
kun? Do you think you're above them, too?" 

"Even if they are, two people against one is not a fair match up." 

"I know. Iam simply curious to hear your answer." 

"I see. In that case..." 

I paused to give it a bit of thought. 

"It's hard to say. I would have a better idea of how our mental 
abilities compare if I'd fought them before. However, if we were to 
go head-to-head, one thing is certain. Blank would fall to me due to 
the one flaw they both share: physical ability. As long as I know 
how to manipulate the scope of the battlefield, there is no denying I 
can leverage the enormous gap between myself and them." 

Sakayanagi narrowed her eyes. 

"It is not a given that such an approach would be possible. It 
entirely depends on the nature of the fight," she argued. 

"Likewise, it is not a given that such an approach would be 
impossible. When it comes to head-to-head battles, all we can do is 
speculate. However, when all of the specs are laid out, I believe that 
I remain unmatched, even within my class." 

"I see. I understand." 

Sakayanagi had an unusual smile of genuine happiness plastered 
on her face. 

"What are you so happy about?" 


I couldn't help but ask. 

"Fufu, it's nothing. Ayanokoji-kun, you really are brilliant. To be 
honest, when I first heard the name 'AyanokOji Kiyotaka' crop up at 
this school, I felt indescribable excitement. However, I was also a 
little afraid. Afraid that you wouldn't be as good as I thought, and 
that I'd be let down." 

For somebody of Sakayanagi's ability, finding a worthy opponent 
would be a difficult task. I imagine that, after surpassing others so 
many times, you would begin to feel disappointed each and every 
time. Sakayanagi feared feeling that disappointment from somebody 
she'd anticipated facing for 8 years. 

"But it's okay now. The way you spoke to me during this 
conversation reassured me more than enough. You won't let me 
down." 

"I'm glad you've evaluated me so. I look forward to entertaining 
your challenge, Sakayanagi Arisu. In honour of your ability, and in 
respect to our battle, I won't hold back when the time comes." 

Sakayanagi seemed more than happy with my words. She lightly 
grasped the hem of her skirt and lifted it, lowering into a cute 
curtsy. 

"Thank you, Ayanokoji Kiyotaka-kun. It has been a genuine 
pleasure speaking with you, if only for a short time." 

"Likewise." 

The two of us enjoyed the rest of the walk in more-or-less silence, 
and before we knew it, ended up back at the dorm buildings. 

The boys' and girls' dorms are located in separate floors, so it was 
here that I bid farewell to Sakayanagi and returned to my room. 

When I got in, I threw my shoes off, and simply let myself fall 
back onto my mattress, not bothering to sort through the groceries 
I'd purchased. 

I allowed my mind to wander, and reflected upon the whole trip 
I'd had. It was the first time I'd taken a step back and thought about 
everything. 

After realising there was no hiding as an ordinary student at this 
school, I'd decided to display my ability properly for the first time 
during the Deserted Island Special Exam. 

This choice had garnered me quite some attention, not only from 
my own classmates, but from the school at large as well. Not to 
mention, Ryiien Kakeru, the tyrannical leader of Class C, who had 
set his sights on me, the man in the spotlight during the exam, after 
Class D had dominated by a wide margin. 

There was also the mystery student from Class E, who had saved 
them from being totally crushed by working behind the scenes. 
Ability-wise, Koenji Rokusuke was the only individual in Class E 


that I deemed capable of it, but his personality made the idea that 
he was pulling the strings hard to believe. 

The other possibility is of a hidden student, a member of Class E 
who had kept their abilities a secret. Both answers were troublingly 
difficult to confirm, so despite my curiosity, it seemed like we'd 
have to put the matter aside for now. 

Then, there was the Zodiac Exam, a surprise second special exam 
aboard the cruise ship itself. Class D were quiet during this exam, 
merely breaking even in net class point gain and loss, and I was not 
really an active player, either. 

I was, however, involved in the matter between Manabe Shiho 
and Karuizawa Kei, a conflict that had sparked during the exam 
which I'd been brought into on Sora's request. 

Sora himself was broken down by Ryitien during this time, after 
an encounter with him on a secluded stairwell. While he put on a 
smile and looked like he bounced back immediately, I was almost 
positive he was only putting on a brave face to avoid worrying his 
sister, and that in actuality, it would take Sora a while longer to 
fully recover. 

Sora was somebody who prided himself in the mental ability he'd 
honed throughout his life, alongside his unbeaten record. To have 
that broken down by a little simple-minded violence must have 
been extremely damaging to his psyche. 

To fully regain his confidence, I speculated that Sora would have 
to overcome the looming threat of a physical attack and defeat in 
his own way. In the end, though, I believed it would be a good 
experience for Sora, and looked forward to the way he'd grow from 
it. 

I had ended up in an indirect battle with Rytien over this 
incident, however, I was pretty sure he knew nothing of my 
involvement, and was under the impression it was Sora whom he 
was battling, not me. 

As a result, I'd also made my first genuine friend that wasn't born 
from some kind of class-related obligation in Karuizawa Kei. 
Although it was a very recent happening, I still found the memory 
oddly warm. 

All in all, although it had only been a short two-week time span, 
a lot of things had happened, and many dynamics had changed. 

I let out a sigh, and locked eyes with the grocery bags I'd left on 
the floor next to my door. 

It was like they were calling out to me: 'Come on, unpack us. You 
know you have to sooner or later. Some of us need to be stored in a cold 
place...' 

I stared at the devious plastic bags for another few seconds 


unmoving. 

Fine. 

Just when I started to conjure the energy to peel myself off my 
bed, a ping! sound emanated from my pocket. 

Lazily, I reached for my phone, and clicked the screen on. It was 
an unread message, from Sora, that read: 

[Hey, Kiyotaka! Are you free tomorrow? ] 

Was he going to ask me to meet with him? 

[Yeah, sure. Why?] 

I replied with a short and efficient response. Equally as quickly, a 
response came back through: 

[Would you like to participate in a game?] 

Suddenly, the conversation turned troublesome. 

Although I was happy about being invited out, I also had to 
consider the nature of the games Sora had actually started. 

The chess game against Lelouch on our first day, and our mental 
monopoly game in the karaoke room came to mind. Both had 
involved private point wagers. 

Speaking of private points... 

I looked over to the groceries on the floor once again. The ones 
I'd just spent a good chunk of my monthly income on. 

I should really put them away. 

I sent one last message back to Sora, and then mustered all my 
energy to force myself to stand up and heed the call of the plastic 
bags. 

"Yeah, yeah, I'm coming," I muttered. 
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Chapter 4.5-3: Games Are Surprisingly 
Fun 


Ayanokoji's POV 

As I retraced the path I'd taken with Sakayanagi yesterday, I took 
a moment to properly consider everything. 

In the moment, I had been far too drained from the back-to-back 
special exams to think about it properly. 

It was, of course, a massive surprise to discover that Class A's 
leader, Sakayanagi Arisu, was aware of the White Room's existence. 

I was sure that, if I weren't already familiar with the uneasy 
feeling Ryuzaki gave me, I would've frozen up momentarily at the 
time. 

However, beyond that, Sakayanagi appeared to be one of the 
greatest students in the school ability-wise. 

Although brief, Sakayanagi had displayed a high level of mental 
understanding and maturity when we spoke. 

Additionally, just the fact that she was the leader of Class A alone 
was proof enough of her capability. 

Sakayanagi seems to have not been idle during the year so far - 
although Class A has been quiet, Sakayanagi was gathering 
information and sizing up her enemies. 

She was aware of Shiro's excellent specialty in calculation skills, 
for example. Even though it wasn't exactly being kept a secret, it 
was still a bit surprising to hear come so nonchalantly from a 
stranger. 

The Zodiac special exam probably accounted for a large portion 
of scouted intel held by the classes at the moment. 

Classes were forced to sit together and interact; this meant that it 
was easy to scrutinise individual students for their personality and 
behaviour. 

Sakayanagi had likely instructed her supporters to collect 
information while they were away. I would've done the same in her 
position, after all. 

I also wouldn't be surprised if Sakayanagi had a hand in 
sabotaging Class A from the shadows during the previous two 
special exams, intending to leverage control of the class from 
Katsuragi. 


I had a feeling it was something she would do. 

I arrived at Keyaki Mall, and made my way to the karaoke 
parlour. 

The rental karaoke rooms at this school were extremely useful for 
a wide variety of things. 

Firstly, they were private, which meant you could conduct 
business away from prying eyes. There were also no cameras in the 
rooms themselves, which made it an ideal meeting spot it you, for 
some reason, needed to hide from the school. 

The reason I was heading there today, though, was a lot simpler. 
The karaoke rooms were great for letting loose and having fun 
without having to worry about disturbing others. 

Or, in Sora's case, it was the perfect place to play a game without 
the other classes spying on you. 

I arrived at the parlour, and approached the room Sora had 
specified in his messages. 

I knocked on the door and, after a brief wait, it opened from 
inside, revealing a skinny, maroon-haired boy with unkempt clothes 
on and a girl's hand clasped in his. 

"Kiyotaka! Long-time no see!" 

Sora seemed to view the time between yesterday afternoon and 
now as a long time. 

Perhaps, for shut-ins who had long-since lost their track of time, 
and who were literally never out of each other's sight, being apart 
for a day did seem long. 

"Hey." I greeted the pair of siblings before me. 

"Come in! Lelouch is already here." 

Other than me, Lelouch had also been invited to partake in 
whatever devious game Sora had organised. 

I stepped into the room and closed the door behind me. My eyes 
took a moment to adjust to the light level, but once they had, I 
made out the figure of a boy sat alone at a circular table. 

Atop the table was something covered by some form of blanket. I 
assumed that that was the game we were going to play. 

Noticing me, Lelouch lifted his hand in greeting. "Yo, AyanokOji." 

I waved back, and walked over to the table with Sora and Shiro. 

"Everybody sit at a different side of the table." Sora ordered. 

Following the instructions, I took the seat closest to the door, to 
the right of Lelouch. Shiro sat to my right, and Sora was left with 
the seat opposite mine. 

"So, what are we going to play?" 

Lelouch asked the question I'm sure we were all wondering. 

"Yeah, Nii, I want to know too." 

That was surprising. It looked like Sora had kept the game a 


secret even from his sister. 

"Now, now, children. All will become clear when we remove the 
cover," Sora said, motioned towards the blanket. 

He'd probably intended to do it dramatically, but the bored- 
looking Lelouch had other ideas, and whipped it off in the blink of 
an eye instead. 

"What the...?" 

The game that lay on the table before us was unexpected. 

There was an 8 by 8 grid of checkered squares. 

Then, on each side, there was an 8 by 2 rectangular grid of 
squares coming off the board, creating what was basically a 12 by 
12 grid missing the corners. 

In each 8 by 2 rectangle was a uniquely coloured arrangement of 
chess pieces, each set up how they would be in a normal game of 
chess. 

The pieces on my side were blue. Lelouch's were yellow, Sora's 
were green, and Shiro ended up with the red pieces. 

"What is this? Four-way chess?" Shiro murmured. 

"Ding ding ding! That's exactly right, dear sister of mine!" 

Immediately, one thing was apparent to me - this game would be 
exponentially more difficult than even regular chess. The 
introduction of two extra players increased the number of possible 
variations in any given position drastically. 

"How does it work?" I asked. 

Obviously, with four players as opposed to two, the rules of the 
game must change at least a little. 

"It's simple. Order of play will go around the table in the 
clockwise direction, starting from you, Kiyotaka. The way to win is 
simple. Capturing a piece will give you points equal to that piece's 
standard value, with the exception of the King, which is worth 
twenty points. If you are the last player standing, you win, the 
player who was eliminated first loses, the player who was 
eliminated second gets third place, etcetera. If we reach a position 
where we agree it's unfeasible for any more progress to happen, but 
multiple players are still alive, the game will end there, and the 
rankings will be determined by points. Players are eliminated when 
their king is captured, since check and checkmate don't exist in this 
game, and when a player is eliminated, their pieces remain on the 
board, valueless. Pawns promote on the 8th rank from their starting 
position, as in normal chess, but the promoted piece's value remains 
as 1. All pieces function as they normally do." 

The rest of us listened intently to the rules while Sora spoke. 

The game took the format of a free-for-all. This meant there was 
an extra layer of 'diplomatic' strategy that involved making sure you 


stay on the good side of opposing players. 

In this game, even if two people teamed up on you, it would be 
disastrous. You only get to move once every four moves in total, 
and only get to move one piece. 

Fighting multiple opponents means facing multiple moving pieces 
per turn, and a board state that can change dramatically even 
between two of your turns. 

Another element I'm sure everybody else has also considered is 
the power of each piece in this variation of the game. 

Normally, in chess, knights can be extremely strong pieces 
because they can pressure eight squares, a total of 12.5 percent of 
the board. A Knight in the centre of a typical chess board also only 
needs to move once to attack on any side of it. 

However, in this version, there are 128 squares; double that of 
the regular game, meaning knights can only cover 6.25 percent of 
the board at most. Also, the board is much bigger, and since the 
knight can only move up to two spaces in any given direction, it 
would take a long time for it to traverse the board. 

In other words, rooks and bishops, which can go from one end of 
the board to the other instantaneously, are much more effective 
than knights, whose range on this bigger board is insufficient. 

Although the point gain would be equal for both sides, trading 
your Knight for an opponent's Bishop would be beneficial, as the 
bishop is clearly the more powerful piece. 

"Does everybody understand the rules?" 

Lelouch, Shiro and I all nodded in response. 

"Okay, then just one more thing — I propose we all wager 10,000 
private points on the outcome of this game. First place will receive 
25,000 from the pot, second place 10,000, and third place the 
remaining 5,000. How does that sound?" 

That would be a total prize of 40,000 dished out. 

If I were to win, I would earn 15,000 points, which would pay 
back half of what I'd spent on groceries yesterday. 

Conversely, if I were to come in last place, I would lose my entire 
10,000 wager, and would have to live conservatively for the rest of 
the month. 

Logically, with only one of us four actually earning a profit from 
this game, it didn't make sense to participate in the wager. 
However... 

"I'm in! Anything to get back at you for taking my points in chess 
right at the start of school. This game will be my revenge." Lelouch 
declared. 

"I will also participate." Shiro said. "Whether with two or four 
sides, chess remains as simple as tic-tac-toe. 15,000 free points is 


appealing." 

Clearly, my classmates didn't prioritise "logic' when deciding 
whether or not to participate in a wager. Entertainment was 
paramount. 

"Kiyotaka?" 

Not wanting to be a downer, I decided I would bite the bullet and 
agree, too. 

"Yes, I'm in." 

"We may as well begin, then! Whenever you're ready, Kiyotaka." 

And like that, the game began. 

I decided that playing aggressively off the bat would be a foolish 
choice, so instead thought about how to set up a decent defense of 
my own king. 

Having your king in the corner would move it closer to one 
player, but farther from the other two. Additionally, pieces cannot 
cross the corners of the board as there are no spaces there. This 
meant that castling still seemed like the best defense for your king. 

With a vague strategy in mind, I reached out to the board, and 
moved the pawn in front of my queen one space forward. 

"Quite the conservative move, eh, Kiyotaka?" 

Sora raised his eyebrow at my choice of move. 

"The most common starting moves in chess are moving a pawn by 
two spaces," Shiro added. 

"Well, this game is a little different." I answered. 

Lelouch gave me an approving glance, and moved a pawn one 
space forward as well. 

The players beside me had the opposite king and queen sides to 
me; whereas my king was on the right, Lelouch and Shiro's were on 
the left. Therefore, even though Lelouch also moved his queen's 
pawn, it was on the opposite side to where I had moved. 

Lelouch and I were both making space on the side closest to each 
other. 

Sora, with a sly grin on his face, grabbed the pawn in front of his 
king and moved it two spaces forward. 

"Nii is too confident," Shiro remarked as she moved the pawn in 
front of her King forward by one space. 

"T-Too confident?! Whatever are you saying, my cute little 
sister?" 

Sora's face wore some kind of panicked confusion. Shiro was the 
only one whose comments could actually affect his self-confidence. 

"You are trying to play a mind-game, but this is chess. At the 
highest level of play, mind-games aren't a factor." Lelouch told him. 

That was true. No competent player would act on feeling alone - 
they would calculate extensively to decide whether their move was 


good or not. 

Setting a "bait" in chess was usually pointless, especially since it 
costs the solidity of your own position to do most the time. 

It was only viable in extremely deep traps, but since this was the 
first move, such an excuse could not be used. 

"Ah, but in this game, it is exceedingly difficult to scry every 
possibility with pure logic and calculation." Sora countered. "Some 
intuition is necessary." 

While pondering the back-and-forth between Sora and Lelouch, I 
calmly moved my king-side bishop out to my third rank, where it 
could capture Shiro's rook if the blocking pawn ever moved. 

It was certainly true that the typical conventions of regular chess 
wouldn't automatically apply here. The fact that it was impossible 
to see every possible continuation of a given position ensured that 
you would need to follow your gut when making some moves. 

Unless... 

I glanced over at the girl to my right. On top of her confident 
words a moment ago, her demeanour appeared relaxed. She didn't 
seem worried at all. 

Would Shiro seriously be able to do it? 

If so, it would make competing against her nigh-impossible for 
the rest of us. At least by ourselves. 

But I wasn't sure if I could believe it. Being able to calculate every 
eventuality in this game would be a feat that even surpassed the 
abilities Shiro had demonstrated thus far. 

Somehow, a part of me felt like it didn't want such a monstrosity 
to exist. 

"Well, I guess only time will tell." Lelouch said, moving his open 
bishop to the third rank, just as I did. 

"Indeed." Sora smirked, and moved his pawn yet another space 
forward. 

Was he planning to go for a promotion straight away? 

To achieve that, Sora would need to be allowed to move his pawn 
three more times, unimpeded. Surely, he realised that this isn't 
feasible. 

What was he up to? I looked at his smirking face, but couldn't 
read anything beyond his grin. 

"Are you trying to monopolise the centre?" Lelouch asked. 

"Perhaps I am." 

"That may not be such a good idea," I remarked. "While owning 
the centre of the board would make your moves more flexible, it 
also puts you directly in the firing-line of every other player 
simultaneously." 

It doesn't take a genius to deduce that such a position would be 


impossible to survive in the long run. 

Sora would not make such an idiotic mistake. No, Sora is the type 
of person to make us think that he was doing one thing when in 
reality he was setting up a different scheme behind it. 

"Nii is impossible to read." 

Shiro complimented her brother, before picking up her open 
bishop. She then proceeded to do some unimaginable. 

"Huh...? What the hell are you doing?" Lelouch asked, astounded. 

Shiro had moved her bishop to my third rank, such that it was 
directly in front of my king's pawn. Since it was my move next, 
there was nothing stopping me from capturing it with my f pawn. 

"I have played against Nii countless times, and I have experienced 
with Lelouch's chess ability too, however... We are yet to see 
anything from Ayanokoji." 

I made eye contact with the white-haired girl who'd just made a 
seemingly outrageous move. 

"A test, then." 

Shiro merely nodded, waiting to see how I would respond. 

I gave myself a brief pause to think about it. 

In regular chess, it was important to trade pieces. Trading a 
weaker piece for a stronger one was obviously beneficial, but also, 
trading an inactive piece with an opponent's in a better or more 
troublesome position was also beneficial. 

However, in this variant of the game, trading pieces seemed to 
almost always be bad. Even giving up your Knight or Bishop for an 
enemy queen seemed like a blunder. 

This was because, a trade between two players weakens both 
sides, but the other two sides would remain as they are. A trade 
between two players benefits the other players who weren't 
involved most. 

If I were to capture Shiro's bishop here, I would definitely weaken 
her power considerably. However, I'd also be doubling my pawns in 
the centre, and there's no doubt that the stray pawn would be lost 
in due time. 

In other words, I'd be weakening my pawn structure a lot, and 
also exposing my king to a diagonal attack. 

Judging Lelouch to be less of a threat than Shiro, I'd chosen to 
castle on my queen side, the side closer to Lelouch, which meant 
that the damage to my pawn structure wouldn't be as bad as it 
could be. 

However, as the game progresses, it could turn out that a queen- 
side castle would be suboptimal for me. This capture would force 
me to castle on that side regardless of the board state. 

It was always better to remain flexible, and it was far too early to 


say whether it was safe to commit to castling a specific side. 

Taking all of this into account, I decided to simply ignore Shiro's 
provoking move, and moved my queen-side knight instead. 

"I see..." Shiro murmured. 

She seemed to be evaluating me on-the-fly. 

"That's smart from both of you." Lelouch commended. 

He opted to mimic Shiro's move, and swept his bishop all the way 
up to Sora's third-rank, sandwiching it between his advanced pawn 
and his king. 

"If you're going to line up your bishop to threaten my pieces from 
in front of AyanokOji's, then I'll do the same." Lelouch said, looking 
intently into Shiro's eyes. 

Sora laughed, and then unhesitatingly captured Lelouch's stray 
bishop with the pawn in front of his queen. 

"W-What are you doing?!" Lelouch exclaimed in horror. 

"What? I'm simply taking a free piece." Sora retorted, a 
condescending smirk on his face. 

"You've just doubled your pawns! Don't you understand that all 
you've done is hurt the both of us?!" 

It seemed that Lelouch had a similar thought process to Shiro and 
I when rationalising such a move. However, Sora was a complete 
wildcard. He didn't conform to our logic. 

"Did I? The way I see it, the only one who took damage just now 
was you." Sora said confidently. 

Lelouch gave him an astonished look. I had to admit that even I 
was puzzled, unable to comprehend his rationale. 

"One of those doubled pawns is going to be recaptured at some 
point, you know? It doesn't matter that I lost more than you, Shiro 
and Ayanokoji are laughing right now because you just weakened 
us both!" 

"Yeah, yeah, who cares. Sacrificing one pawn like this is worth 
it." 

"Worth screwing yourself over just to take my bishop?! What kind 
of logic is tha—" 

"That's not it." Sora cut him off. 

Apparently, Sora was thinking along different lines to the rest of 
us. 

"By doing what I just did, I've made you an example, and set a 
precedent: you cannot take advantage of self-preservation with me. 
From now on, none of you will try something like that again with 
my pieces, because it would be the same as willingly destroying 
yourself. This means that I now have an advantage over all of you; 
presence. While you all focus on setting up an ironclad defense and 
trying to let everyone else attack each other, I'm going to assert 


dominance over the board and destroy each of your undeveloped 
fortresses one-by-one." 

I'll gain ground not by a positional advantage, but by a mental 
attack. If you want to fight, you'll have to do it on my terms. This 
was Sora's mentality that justified his opening moves, and decision 
to capture Lelouch's bishop. 

Lelouch, who looked as if he was about to snap back at Sora, 
surprisingly closed his eyes and laughed. 

"I see... you want that kind of battle, huh? Then you've got one!" 

"Hah! Good! I wouldn't settle for anything less!" Sora said. 

He raised his fist and slammed it down toward the table in 
excitement. His face changed to panic just as he did so, and he 
stopped his hand just inches from the table. 

"You're a little too excited." I said. 

"Shush." 

It seemed like we were in for a long and arduous battle here. 
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Light's POV 

I yawned as I woke up, stretched my arms, and pulled the covers 
off of me. 

A lot of people have difficulty getting out of bed in the morning, 
however, I faced no such problem. 

Every day, I went to bed strictly at 10pm and woke up at 7am. 
This resulted in exactly 9 hours of sleep every night, which was not 
only optimal for a growing high-school student, but also equalled 
precisely six sleep-cycles. 

It was important to get sufficient sleep every night if one wanted 
to be the best possible; insufficient sleep dulled brain function and 
limited your thinking ability, along with a plethora of other 
undesirable side-effects like moodiness. 

Before doing anything else, I went for a shower, got dressed, and 
prepared some miso soup for breakfast. 

After I'd finished it, I cleaned up right away. Leaving stuff like 
that for later was not something I liked to do, since not only was it 
a great inconvenience, but it also created the possibility of excess 
labour piling up. 

Then, after all of that was done, it came the part of my morning 
routine I dedicated to reading through and replying to all the 
unread messages I'd received, and arranging plans with various 
people for the day. 

Usually these would be for after school, but since it was summer 
vacation, there were invitations for the whole day instead. 


It seemed like I'd received messages from nine people since I went 
to sleep last night. I scrolled through them all, looking for which 
invitation I should accept for the day. 

It was important for me to not only consider personal likening 
when choosing, but also to consider which relations were important 
to maintain. 

Even if I didn't particularly like the people's company, in this 
school's environment where it was vital to have connections with 
the other classes, I would sometimes have to just grit my teeth and 
spend some time with them. 

"Huh..." 

As I was looking through all my unread messages, I noticed one 
I'd received some from somebody who I'd never really hung out 
with before. 

Hirata Yosuke, from Class E. It was strange that I'd never really 
made proper connections with him when you consider that Hirata is 
one of the cornerstones of the first-year boys. 

It was likely that the group going out would be the collective of 
all the respected, or "popular" boys, across our year group. 

In my experience, the popular students gravitated towards the 
other popular students, not out of ego or anything like that, but 
actually because of the "unpopular" students. 

Somebody like Hirata would happily befriend just about anyone 
in our year, so the fact that he hadn't speaks for itself in where the 
issue lies; it was the boys who were considered "unpopular" that 
wouldn't accept Hirata as their friend. 

In Class E's case, this would be the group of Ike, Sudo and 
Yamauchi. It was obvious that these three were not friends with 
Hirata, and to anybody with a bit of insight, the reason was also 
obvious. 

Ike and the others were simply bitter about Hirata's popularity, 
and hated him because of it. For this reason, they would reject his 
friendship. 

This trend is one that I'd observed during middle school, too. 
People would complain about the popular people flaunting their 
status, all the while rejecting the idea of being friends with them 
out of jealousy. 

School is like a microcosm of the greater society in this regard; 
within humanity, there will always be those that have something, 
and those that want it. It is a breeding ground for envy and hatred. 

"Guess I'll go with Hirata's group for today." 

I made my decision, and sent him a reply. Interestingly, while 
most the messages I'd received were from yesterday, after I'd gone 
to sleep, Hirata's was today. That meant that he likely followed a 


similar routine to me. 

I sent a generic, polite reply to everybody else, explaining that 
my schedule already had arrangements for today, but I'd be happy 
to make plans with them for some other day. 

My meeting with Hirata wasn't until the afternoon, so until then, 
I decided to kill time by just going out and seeing who I bumped 
into. 

I preferred to do this than try to squeeze another planned outing 
into my day, because it was too strict. By doing this instead, I could 
still fulfil my social quota while also being free to respectfully say 
my goodbyes and leave any time I wanted. 

I looked in the mirror one last time to make sure I was looking as 
presentable as possible, and headed for the door. 

A/N: 4124 words, I really didn't intend to write this much 
about a filler game Imao. 

I hit 500 followers today! Just wanted to say thank you, and 
that I love you guys! <3 

Also, April fools is coming up soon. Do you guys think I 
should make an April Fools special chapter? cough Reaction/ 
Lemons chapter cough 

Thanks for reading. 


Chapter 4.5-4: Limits of the Ordinary 


Suzaku's POV 


The wind blew gently today, occasionally sweeping through my 
hair. 


I was heading to my usual spot, the school's gym, equipped with a 
plethora of state-of-the-art equipment. 


As far as I know, it's common for universities to have their own 
gyms, and high schools too, except high school gyms were always 
low-budget and, well, mediocre at best. 


Thanks to this school's government funding, though, the gym here 
far outclassed even big gyms in Tokyo. It was perfect for keeping up 
with the honing of my body. 


I arrived with only a water bottle in hand, and entered the 
expansive gym room. 


I expected it to be empty since it was early morning on the first day 
of our proper summer vacation, but there was one person already 
here. 


A shirtless boy with a large, chiselled muscles covering his upper 
body, mid-length blond hair, and an arrogant smirk on his face. 


It was Koenji Rokusuke, from Class E. 

My classmates have said many times that this boy was a massive 
enigma, appearing to possess incredible mental and physical 
abilities, but no will to actually put them to use. 


I felt panic rise in me as I realised what he was doing. 
He was doing a bench-press routine. This was extremely dangerous 


to do on your own, especially since it looked like he was lifting a 
massive amount of weight. 


"K-Koenji?! What are you doing?!" 
I shouted at him automatically. 


In response, he merely looked over, as if he was only just noticing 
my presence. 


"Kururugi-boy. I don't blame you for exclaiming impulsively at the 
sight of such a perfect existence, but is there something you 
specifically want?" 

He spoke calmly while casually continuing his reps. 


"Why don't you have a spotter?! You could get seriously hurt." I 
responded, rushing over to position myself behind him. 


"You can be at ease, Spotter-boy. Somebody as great as I would 
never be harmed by such a trivial exercise." 


"You can stroke your ego all you want, I still won't let you endanger 
yourself." 


Koenji let out a haughty laugh. "I suppose if it would please you 
that much, I'll do some charity work and allow you to help." 


I'd never properly spoken to Koenji before, but even after this super 
short interaction, I already knew what everyone meant now. This 
boy was extra. 


He did around ten more lifts, before appearing to finish and offering 
the sweat-covered bar to me. 


I grabbed it, but it immediately fell as I did so, and would've fallen 
directly onto K6enji's chest if he didn't catch it himself. 


It was so heavy, I wasn't expecting it, and wasn't in the proper form 
to lift. 

"Now you see, no?" Koenji asked as he placed the weight back 
himself and stood up. "I work at a higher level than anybody else, 
so nobody can assist me." 


"You were in bench press while I was standing normally. Obviously, 
it's easier for you to lift." I argued. 


The sweat covered Koenji motioned toward the bench. "In that case, 


be my guest." 
"Without warming up?" 
"Naturally. There's barely anything on there." 


"Do you do that without a warmup?" 
"You're misunderstanding, Kururugi-boy. That was my warmup." 


Warmup exercises consisted of motions that simply worked to get 
your muscles in gear, not super heavy lifting like this! 


I couldn't tell if he was being serious, or just messing around with 
me. I chose to believe the latter. 


Nevertheless, I decided to take K6enji up on his challenge, and 
started my warmup exercises. 


Once I was finished, I laid down on the bench, and gripped the 
weighted bar in my hands. Koenji moved to position himself behind 
me. 


"I wouldn't have thought you the type." I remarked. 
"I simply don't want to be held accountable, since you'll probably 
fail." 


KOenji was pretty sure of my failure. Little did he know, however, 
that I wouldn't have any troubles completing his challenge. 


I lifted the bar off of its resting place, and began pumping the bar. 
Up and down. Up and down. One, two, three, four, five. Ten, 
Twenty, Thirty. 


At thirty, I started to feel it in my arms, and my sweaty palms had 
difficulty maintaining a firm grip on the metal, so I calmly returned 
the bar to its hold. 


As I got up, I looked over to Koenji, who wore an expression of 
genuine surprise. 


"I must say, Spotter-boy, that was impressive, even by my own 
perfect standards." 


Then, it was my turn to be surprised. I definitely wasn't expecting 


an actual compliment from K6enji. 
"Thanks, I guess..?" 
Uncertainty laced the tone of my reply. 


"Say, Kururugi-boy, how about you come with me?" 

"Huh? I've only just got here!" 

"However, this is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to share in the 
life of a perfect being!" 


I stopped my reflexive answer and paused to think for a moment. 


As much as I'd like to turn down Koenji's invitation, get on with my 
routine and save myself the mental damage of spending time with 
this man, I couldn't deny that I was interested in seeing just what it 
is that Koenji does. 


Additionally, although very unlikely, it could also be possible to 
obtain some information on Class E by going along with him. 


And, I mean, spending just a little bit of time with Koenji couldn't 
be so bad, right? 


Right? 
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"So, where exactly are you taking me?" I inquired, an eyebrow 
raised. 

"All will become clear in due time, Spotter-boy." 

As expected, I didn't get much of an answer from the blond 
walking slightly in front of me. 

Despite asking me to accompany him, Koenji didn't walk as if he 
was with anybody. Rather, he strode mindlessly at his own pace 
and just expected me to match it. 


He led me into the Keyaki Mall, the social hub of the school's 
grounds. It reminded me of a miniature city with all the different 
kinds of services and shops that you'd expect to find in one. 
Whether you wanted to visit a restaurant, cinema, salon, 
swimming pool, or anything in between, it felt like we have no 


worse access to them than we would in the heart of Tokyo itself. 


It was summer vacation right now, which naturally meant that 
throngs of students littered every corner of this hotspot. It was 
almost like Koenji wasn't aware of this, however, as he confidently 
navigated his way through the ceaseless crowds. It was really 
something to behold; everybody seemed to part for him, and he 
demonstrated no signs of common courtesy. 


Eventually, the two of us arrived at a quaint building: the ever- 
popular Palate Café. 


As we stepped inside, I noticed that around eighty percent of the 
students in here were female, and those that weren't were all 
accompanied by at least one girl. 

"Say, Koenji, aren't we the only group of sole males in here?" 

"Hm? You are mistaken, Spotter-boy. We will not be sitting alone." 


".,, Please don't call me that." 


To my amazement, Koenji brazenly lead the way to the back of the 
café, bringing us to a half-full table three senpais were sitting at. 


"Hello, ladies," he greeted, nonchalantly pulling up a chair and 
plopping himself down beside them. "Have you missed my perfect 
self?" 

In shock, I simply stood there, mouth agape. 


"Ah, Rokusuke-kun? Hello, hello!" 


One of the girls' faces lit up, and she enthusiastically replied to 
Koenji's greeting with one of her own. 


She had neat blonde hair down to a little past her shoulders, and 
piercing green eyes, which was unusual for a Japanese person. 


"Uh... who's this?" 
The eyes of all three cautiously wandered over to me, who 


remained frozen in place. I felt my cheeks heat up in 
embarrassment. 


I looked to Koenji for help, but he ruthlessly ignored my plea. 
"Uh, erm, my name is Kururugi Suzaku, from Class 1-D..." 
They stared blankly at me for a few seconds. 


"Ah, isn't he from that first-year special class?" The girl who'd 
spoken before asked such to her two friends. 


"Yes, you're right. I heard a rumour that they're going to be 
promoted from Class D to Class B next month." 


"Special class...? I mean, he does look pretty 'special' I suppose..." 
The two other girls responded with varying degrees of enthusiasm. 


"Kururugi-boy here impressed me in the gym, so I thought I'd bring 
him with me today," Koenji flashed his white teeth in a grin. 


"If Koenji-kun says so, I guess," 


Momentary silence befell us. Looking around, the energetic girl 
seemed to also realise this on a delay, and broke the awkwardness. 


"Hey kohai~, pull up a chair, pull up a chair!" 
I've been dragged in too deep to really refuse now, haven't I? 
Surrendering myself to the situation, I followed my instructions and 
pulled myself a chair to join the table on. 

Once I had, the same girl continued addressing me. 
"I'm Morata Tsumani, Class 3-A. Most people call me Mora-chan, 
but since we have the same colour eyes, I'll let you call me 


Tsumani-senpai~" 


She gave a cute wink at the end of her introduction. I had to briefly 
fight to make sure that nothing was stirred inside me. 


"You guys say hello too!" 


Tsumani-senpai urged her friends to introduce themselves, too. 


I had to say, I was relieved that at least one of the group was 
welcoming, else this would've been much worse. 


"Okay... my name is Tanaka Kameyo, also from Class 3-A. I'm not 
big into meeting new people like Mora-chan, but if you don't give 
me any reasons to hate you, we might be able to get along." 

The girl named Tanaka-senpai, who gave me slightly reluctant 
greeting, had black hair tied into a ponytail and dark eyes to match 
it. She gave off a mature vibe. 

And finally... 

"Amano Megumi." 

The girl who'd insulted me earlier barely gave an introduction. She 
had deep blue hair that stretched all the way down her back. It 


reminded me of Ibuki's, but way longer. 


Koenji grinned. "Don't mind that one, Kururugi-boy. She doesn't 
know how to behave in the presence of beauty." 


"You're not beautiful!" Amano-senpai snapped. 

"Hm?" 

"You're just a pathetic kohai! When did first-years' egos get so big 
anyway? Just leave my friends alone already," she growled, 


shooting Koenji a hostile glare. 


"Calm down, Amano-chan. You'll cause a commotion," Tanaka- 
senpai scolded. 


"Hmph!" 

Amano-senpai looked away with a huff. 

"Ne, Kururugi-kun, what did you do to impress Rokusuke-kun? 
Surely it must've been something amazing, right?" It looked as if 
Tsumani-senpai's eyes were sparkling. 


"Yes, I'd like to know that too," Tanaka-senpai added. 


"Uh, no, not really... I just lifted some weights," I responded. 


"I wouldn't have thought that'd be enough to impress Koenji-kun," 
said Tanaka-senpai as Amano-senpai rolled her eyes. 


"Kururugi-kun must be super strong, just like Rokusuke-kun." 
Tsumani-senpai theorised. 


"Let it be said that nobody can match up to a perfect existence such 
as myself." 


Koenji cut that thought down swiftly. 


"Anyway, how about you girls come and accompany me? Spotter- 
boy here and I are in need of company." 


Apparently, we weren't going to stay here for very long. 
"Why do you need us to come with you, Koenji-kun?" 


"Is there something wrong with me wanting to spend some time 
with three gorgeous ladies?" 


The cheeks of Tsumani-senpai and Tanaka-senpai visibly reddened 
slightly. Amano-senpai, on the other hand, looked disgusted. 


"Gorgeous?! Kyaaaaaa!" 

"Why, thank you for the compliment, Koenji-kun." 

"Die." 

The three senpais each gave Koenji their respective responses. It 
seemed like Koenji had no qualms with saying such bold things, 


even to girls two grades older than himself. 


Was this really what he did in his day-to-day life? I found that hard 
to believe. 


"Hmmmm...." 


Tsumani-senpai put a finger to her mouth, as if thinking hard. "I 
suppose we can go with Rokusuke-kun for a bit. Right, girls?!" 


" " 
eee 


Silence. 
"That pleases me. Let us go, then." Koenji declared. 


It seemed like he took the other two girls' silence as 'not refusing’, 
rather than 'not agreeing’. I suppose that's Koenji's personality in a 
nutshell, though. 


AVAVWAWA 


Ayanokoji's POV 

What had started as a simple, fun game had quickly turned into 
an all-out war. 

Everybody started to pull out every trick they knew, drawing on 
every ounce of brain power they have, in an attempt to come out on 
top. The culprit of this wasn't even the 40,000 cumulative private 
points at stake. 

We all just wanted to win. 

However, despite that, a certain individual rose to dominance. 
Shiro had already captured Sora and Lelouch's kings, and shortly 
after, I found myself staring down the barrel of a shotgun. 

The crucial mistake was assuming all were equal, and battling as 
if all four players posed an equal threat. In reality, things are never 
that simple. Shiro had held back, matching everyone else as the 
fight raged on, until finally a window opened. 

Sora's arrogant strategy was one of boldness, one about 
establishing dominance on the board. While seemingly brilliant, 
such recklessness brought about his inevitable downfall, and Shiro 
mercilessly crushed him in one fell swoop. 

Afterwards, Lelouch and I simultaneously came to the same 
realization; it was impossible to stop Shiro now. 

Forming a united front to combat her wouldn't work. In this 
variant, points gained by capturing pieces were of utmost 
importance. If I teamed up with Lelouch, I would be looking for any 
opportunity to betray him and gain the 20-point benefit of 
capturing an enemy king for myself while securing at least second 
place. 


And I knew that he would be, too. 

As such, our hands were forced, and we continued in disarray. 
Shiro didn't hesitate to take advantage of this fact, and swept up 
Lelouch's king shortly thereafter. 

"Why don't you just give up, AyanokOji? It's clear you can't come 
back." 

Sora had voiced several, similar complaints already. I chose not 
to reply, and focused simply on the board, and the board alone. 

Why won't I simply resign a lost game? Did I really want to win 
that much? Such questions flowed through my mind, even though 
deep down in my heart, I already knew the answer. 

It has been made more than obvious now that, in terms of pure 
mental ability, Shiro far surpassed anybody else I've ever known. 

As a child, I often knew how it felt to be completely powerless 
before one ultimately stronger than myself. The instructors would 
look down at me as if I were no more than an insect. 

However, as time went on, the tide began to shift. The children 
were no longer completely helpless before the teachers. 

They'd look down at us, and we'd look right back at them. 

Then, eventually, it was us who looked down on them; they were 
nothing more than mere cogs within the system. 

I've long since forgotten what it's like to do everything you can, 
and still be destroyed by a superior enemy. 

You might think that this is something to celebrate. For one to be 
in this position, it must mean they possess superior abilities. 

But is it really such a good thing? 

The human survival instincts are activated when we perceive 
something as a threat to ourselves. Emotional, psychological, and 
even physical changes are triggered. 

It is this desperation, the need for strength, which opens the door 
to growth. 

Most people go through their lives never reaching their ability 
potential, because they are not fighting constant threat; they can 
improve at whatever pace they desire. 

For children of the white room, though, it is not the same story. 
They are forced to adapt and improve every day, because 
'tomorrow' is not something that can be taken for granted. 

Therefore, I felt like I couldn't run away from this fight. Perhaps, 
if I was beaten down enough times, I could land a punch of my 
own. 

I closed my eyes, took in a breath, then picked up a piece. 
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"T lost." 

Despite fighting tooth and nail, the inevitable axe came down. 
The adversary before me was, in no uncertain terms, invincible. 

"I can't lie, 50-kun, that was impressive. At one point, it even 
looked like you might make a comeback." Lelouch praised me. 

"Thank you." 

"It was a well-fought game," Shiro said. 

Despite the result, nobody seemed to have hard feelings about the 
way things panned out. In fact, everyone looked like they enjoyed 
the experience. 

Well, Sora... he appeared deep in thought. He hadn't said a word 
since the game ended, and was sat with his eyes narrowed and his 
chin resting on his hands. 

"Sora? Something up?" I asked. 

"It's just..." his eyes flickered between Shiro and I. "At first, I 
thought that you two were one in the same. But now, I've realized. I 
was wrong." 

I raised an eyebrow, confused as to what he meant. 

"Super-genius intelligence, superhuman reflexes, supercomputer- 
like data processing, perfect memory. They are all skills bestowed to 
nobody but the chosen; those fated to walk a path above the rest." 

Sora described the arsenal of weapons possessed by his little 
sister, not unlike a monster in a frail girl's body. 

"I thought that you, Ayanokoji, were the same. One of the few in 
history gifted like this. Like Shiro." 

Sora's expression was a little saddened as he looked over to Shiro. 
I wasn't sure why, but what was obvious was that he seemed a little 
disappointed. 

"But I was mistaken. You aren't like Shiro; you're like me." 

I was like him? What did that mean, I wondered. Well, I supposed 
that I was about to find out. 

"I wasn't born a miracle talent like my sister was. But, ever since I 
met her, I've worked as hard as a human can possibly work to 
become somebody worthy of standing beside her. In your past 
you've done the same, haven't you, Ayanokoji?" 

Silence. 

The last thing I wanted was for anybody to peer into my personal 
life, yet this person spoke as if he knew everything already. It was 
unsettling, at the very least. Perhaps one could even describe the 
feeling as chilling. 

I locked eyes with Sora, staring at him with a blank expression. 
Taking the hint, he realised I wasn't giving an answer, and 
continued his monologue. 

"From this game, seeing how long and hard you matched Shiro 


for, it's clear that you're close to her level. Maybe even closer than I 
am. But that's it. You're no prodigy; no matter how hard you try, 
you'll never step into the higher domain. You're only as good as an 
ordinary man can be." 

Youre only as good as an ordinary man can be. 

Those words struck a chord within my mind. 

The ideology of that man, to put it in simplistic terms, was 
‘nurture over nature'. Regardless of genetics, anybody could ascend 
to the level of even the most naturally gifted, provided they grow 
up in the optimal environment. 

However, in front of my eyes, Shiro's existence served as a direct 
contradiction. Sora proclaimed that her level was simply 
unreachable to the average person. If he is right, Shiro alone would 
be proof that the White Room is flawed. 

I was no stranger to the fact that I carried this contradiction with 
me, too. I wanted to win, to prioritize nothing higher than my own 
victory and safety. But I also wanted that man to be crushed, for his 
ideals to be thoroughly beaten down such that they could never 
stand back up. This, of course, would require my own defeat. 

Could Shiro, this harmless-looking girl, be the answer that I was 
looking for? I honestly had no idea. 

When was the last time I found myself at such a loss? 
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know, I can hear everyone saying already, "Don't do that. Don't 
give me hope.") 

So, after my exams finished and I became officially free from 
school, I went on vacation for a bit. And as I was writing this 
chapter, I ended up getting writers block on a scene about 
halfway through and not writing anything for like a week or 
two, before finally deciding to just scrap the scene and finish 
the chapter by continuing on the game POV. 

I may have lost my touch, I'm not sure yet... hopefully not... 

Oh and I also decided to start making some school report 
cards for all the other characters in this fic, considering the LN 
has them for all the main characters. 

Other than all that, thanks to everyone for still supporting 
me through the various hiatuses The True Elites has gone 
through! Love you guys xx 


Chapter 4.5-5: A Future Challenge 


Ayanokoji's POV 

It was the evening, a couple of hours after I'd finished playing 
with Sora, Lelouch and Shiro. 

Lelouch had gone to do whatever Lelouch does in his spare time, 
while Sora had left to spend some time with Hirata, a new friend 
he'd managed to make. 

It was quite the milestone. It was the first time in his life that 
Sora had ventured to make a connection without Shiro. 

Unfortunately for Shiro, that had left her alone with me. 

Sora had initially wanted to decline Hirata's invitation, both 
because he was anxious and because he'd be leaving Shiro alone. 
However, it turned out that Light was also with him today, and 
Shiro insisted he go despite herself. 

Obviously, the girl had been in a depressive mood ever since. 

For her sake, we'd ended up going nearby to where Sora, Light 
and Hirata were. If she could see him, at least, Shiro wouldn't be in 
the worst possible state. She'd done a good job of keeping herself 
together. 

We were seated on a bench, watching the three have a friendly 
soccer game with some other classmates. 

"Do you want to talk about it, Shiro?" 

I knew that the chances were slim, but I asked anyway. I couldn't 
deny that the silence had felt very awkward. I was almost acting as 
a babysitter. 

"I-I... how can I... Ayanokoji?" 

Whatever Shiro had suffered, it had clearly resulted in severe 
issues with her state of mind. She had extreme difficulty in social 
situations, even more than me, and found it impossible to trust 
anybody other than her brother. 

It was only natural she'd be wary of me, despite saying before 
that she'd like to trust me. 

"You don't have to. But, if it were Sora here, you'd have no 
problem, right? If it makes it easier, you could just close your eyes 
and imagine it's him." 

She looked down. "Actually... I haven't told Nii... anything." 

Apparently, whatever was weighing on Shiro's mind wasn't 
something she could share easily, even to Sora. In all likelihood, it 


was something wanted to avoid burdening him with. 

"Isn't that all the more reason to tell somebody else? You don't 
want to tell your brother because it would be detrimental if he 
knew, isn't it?" 

Shiro initially didn't respond, but after some time, gave me a 
small nod of affirmation. 

"I see." 

I felt like I had an idea of what was going on now, as I glanced 
over to Sora, who was having fun trying his very best to be useful at 
a sport. 

Usually, if Shiro were merely parted from her sibling, she'd 
recede into a dismantled mess. However, this matter seemed to be 
more than that. She wasn't just panicked and afraid; she was in 
melancholy. 

Even though I thought I knew what was wrong, I still wanted 
Shiro to tell me herself, rather than just answering to my leading of 
the conversation as she has been. 

"Can you tell me what it is?" I asked, making my voice softer than 
usual. 

Shiro looked up at me, not saying anything. Her face looked like 
she was desperate to get this off her chest, but she couldn't bring 
herself to speak. 

"Shiro, your brother trusted me when it really mattered, back on 
the ship. All I'm asking is that you try to do the same." I reassured 
her. 

She lent back and closed her eyes. 

Just as I started to think my words didn't move her, Shiro finally 
spoke: 

"If it were Nii... we wouldn't be sitting... so far apart..." 

We made eye contact, and it was clear to me what Shiro needed 
to feel comfortable. With my gaze, I gave her permission. 

She inched across bench, cautiously dipping her toe in the water 
as she got closer to my side. Then, as she neared close enough that 
we could touch, Shiro leaned into me. 

I move my arm to let her be more comfortable, wrapping it 
around her back and resting my hand on her opposite arm. 

It stayed like this for a little bit. Shiro's face didn't appear to be at 
peace, but it didn't look distressed, either. 

Eventually, words came out. "Nii is... making new friends..." 

With her eyes closed, Shiro started to describe her problems. 
While I'm sure that my body felt completely different to Sora's, I 
tried my best to let her feel like she was in a familiar situation. 

"Indeed. Is that something bad?" I asked, in the closest tone to 
Sora's that I could create. 


"No, no! Of course not... but... well... maybe..." 

"I see. Then, allow me to rephrase my question. Is that something 
bad for you?" 

This was something that Shiro could never admit to the real Sora. 
You're neglecting your sister and causing her distress. If such a 
thing were heard just as he was beginning to come out of his shell, 
Sora would retreat back into it and never again emerge. 

"I think... I'm afraid... Nii won't need me anymore..." 

Their whole lives, Sora had been nigh-unable to function without 
his sister by his side. Now that he was starting to overcome this 
weakness, it wasn't surprising that his other half would feel like her 
purpose is lost. 

A tear escaped Shiro's closed eyelids, and slowly rolled down her 
soft cheek. 

"I don't... want to be... left behind...!" 

A small hand grabbed onto my shirt tightly, squeezing it tightly 
to avoid crying more. 

Shiro's body trembled in my embrace, and despite sensing that 
she felt better getting it all out, I felt that actually saying it had also 
caused the emotions to run higher. 

With my thumb, I gently wiped away the tear from her wet face. 

"Shiro. I can't say much about you and Sora, or how he'll handle 
this new experience. But the one thing that everybody is absolutely 
certain of, is that Sora will never not need you by his side." 

"How can you be sure... How can you know that...?" 

It was strange. Despite Sora's constant praise and compliments, 
and him saying that he's always done everything he can to be 
worthy of being Shiro's brother, Shiro seemed to have the idea that 
it was her that didn't deserve him. 

It wasn't that Shiro didn't believe in Sora, but that she didn't 
believe in herself. She saw herself as not good enough for him. 

Until she overcame this warped view of her own worth, it would 
be impossible for Shiro to accept that Sora needs her. 

No matter how many times she was told, it couldn't be true. 
Nobody could ever need somebody like me. Such thoughts would 
always be at the back of Shiro's mind. 

"I know because Blank is, and always has been a duo. Just like 
how when you feel out of your depth, Sora is there for you, you do 
the same for him, too. I know how much you idolize your brother, 
but the truth is that there are things that he can't do. For those 
things, he'll always need your help." 

"Nii couldn't... do this... before..." 

Shiro's fear of abandonment seemed to run even deeper than I 


thought. She was afraid that if Sora could overcome this weakness, 
then he will eventually overcome the weaknesses that he needs her 
for, too. 

"This kind of weakness is different." I told her. 

"Different...? How...?" 

"To put it bluntly, it's not something that anyone should have. It 
shouldn't be that you need each other. It should be that you simply 
want to be by one another's side. The terror of being apart from 
each other than grips you is holding you both back." 

"I see... I feel a little... better now..." 

Consciously or unknowingly, Shiro leaned further into me. 
"Thank you... Ayanokoji..." 

Hopefully, I'd shown Shiro that I was somebody who could be 
trusted. 

Back during the Zodiac special exam, I'd focused some efforts on 
helping Sora grow out of the setback which binds him, and helped 
him get back on his feet after Rytien knocked him down. 

However, I'd just started to realise that the real issue was rooted 
not in him, but in Shiro. While the pair shared this same issue, it 
was much, much worse in Shiro's case. 

Somewhere deep in my heart, I wished to see Shiro grow into a 
girl who can be as much independent as a part of the Blank pairing. 
Unfortunately, though, there wasn't much more I could do to help 
that process at the moment. 

I'd listened to Shiro, and reassured her to the best of my abilities. 
Now, all there was to do was to wait and see what she makes of it. 

After I'd comforted Shiro, a new, dominating presence attracted 
my attention. 

A tall, well-built, blonde man. He carried himself confidently, a 
sharp and purposeful glint ever-present in his eye. This was 
Nagumo Miyabi, leader of the second year Class A, and the heir to 
the Student Council President's seat. 

Apparently, Nagumo was also the captain of the soccer club. 
Thinking back to what the elder Horikita had said during the club 
fair way back at the start of the year, the student council insisted 
that new members have no existing club affiliations. 

This must mean that Horikita had made an exception for 
Nagumo. For somebody as esteemed as Horikita Manabu to break 
such tradition, it must mean that Nagumo was evaluated as nothing 
short of an exceptional student. 

Nagumo was followed by an entourage of both boys and girls, 
whom I assumed were his friends. Noticing the game of soccer 
being played, Nagumo decided to interrupt. 

After some discussion, it seemed like a match was arranged. Some 


second-year boys assembled on one side of the pitch, and the first 
years who had been playing before took up positions on the other 
side. 

Sora, who suddenly looked very out of place, sent a gaze over to 
where Shiro and I were sitting. After a moment of consideration, he 
decided to dash over to us. 

"Kiyotaka!" He panted once he reached the bench. "Can you play 
soccer?" 

"I suppose I'm decent at it." I admitted. "Why, are you guys short 
on players?" 

"Uh, no, that's not it..." 

Sora scratched his cheek sheepishly. "Actually, not only does 
Nagumo have it in for me over a stunt I pulled earlier in the year, 
but his arrival has also turned a fun game into a serious competition 
with many eyes on it..." 

Sora was probably scared that he'd be embarrassed. After all, it 
was clear to everyone that sports weren't his forte. 

"So, you want me to play for the first years in your place?" 

"If that's okay with you." Sora pleaded. 

"I don't mind stretching my legs a little." I replied, and got up 
from the bench. 

"Thank you." Sora grasped my hand with a relieved expression, 
earning him a pout from his sister. 

"Ah, Shiro, I'm sorry I was gone for so long!" 

Immediately, Sora pounced on her, pulled her into a close 
snuggle. 

Any passive observer would get the idea that the two hadn't 
spoken for years. The pair completely ignored me, as they were too 
engrossed in their dramatic reunion. 

Starting to feel a bit awkward, I quietly excused myself, and 
approached the soccer pitch. 

Noticing my replacement of Sora, Nagumo frowned. 

"Man, don't tell me that guy's scared to play against me?" 

"Well, a serious competition like this is different to a fun match 
between friends, isn't that right?" I answered amicably. 

"I didn't consider my invitation to a game to be a 'serious 
competition’, as you say." Nagumo responded. 

"Introducing a division of grades between the teams naturally 
incites some level of competitiveness, as I'm sure you know, 
Nagumo-senpai." 

Nagumo narrowed his eyes, backing down with a kind of 
wordless reply. 

"And what is your name?" 

"Ayanokoji Kiyotaka, Class 1-D." 


I suspected that this man already knew exactly who I was. 
Despite this, he acted like he didn't, as if to make the statement that 
he's above concerning himself with the likes of me. 

"Class D, huh?" Nagumo said to himself. "To be honest, Kohai, I 
don't think I buy into the all the talk about the first-year super-class. 
Between you and the other member on the pitch, I don't see 
anything special." 

The Student Council Vice-President had no qualms voicing such 
ideas. He truly believed that nobody could ever match him, which 
is why he was able to act bullishly like this. 

Nagumo seemingly had a grudge against Sora for what he'd done 
to him, but still didn't acknowledge him or anybody else in Class D 
as a threat. To him, Sora was just an insect that left bite marks 
when you were unaware. 

Such insects were not threats to us humans - they're mere 
nuisances. 

"Anyway, let's get going, shall we?" Nagumo said. "I'll play with 
you for a little while." 


AVAVWAVWA 


As soon as the match begun, the direction of momentum was 
clear to see. 

The second-year team contained numerous members of the 
school's soccer club, while our side wasn't filled with such athletic 
students. Most had initially just come with Hirata to have some fun. 

After around fifteen minutes of play, the score was 5-0 to the 
second years. 

I wasn't sure how long the match was intended to last for, but I 
doubted it would go far beyond half an hour or so. 

I was providing defensive cover at the border of our side's third of 
the pitch, and was confronted by our opponent's star player, 
Nagumo himself. 

He moved naturally with the ball at his feet. Multiple of his 
teammates had freed themselves from their rather unambitious 
markers, and clear passes were open for him. 

However, it appeared that Nagumo was set on taking me on 
directly. Throughout the match, I'd been playing like most of the 
other average students on our team, making simple passes and 
blocking the opponents. It was only natural that Nagumo would 
want to test me himself. 

Currently, the only players on our team capable of contending 
with Nagumo's team were Light and Hirata, and Nagumo seemed to 
suspect that I was holding back. 


"When I said I'll play with you, I didn't expect you to just watch 
from the side-lines." Nagumo told me, stopping with the ball in 
front of me. 

"It's troublesome to spend unnecessary energy, isn't it?" 

Nagumo didn't accept that answer. Rather, he believed that it was 
never a waste to demonstrate one's superior abilities. 

Beginning to dribble, Nagumo feinted to the right and then cut in 
towards the left instead. 

I moved to block him, but it turned out that that was exactly 
what Nagumo wanted, and he knocked the ball cleanly through my 
legs. Despite being quite far from the goal, he didn't hesitate to 
shoot, and our goalkeeper couldn't do anything to stop the ball from 
rocketing into the back of the net. 

Although we were only first years in high school, this school's 
extravagant facilities meant that we were playing on a full-sized 
pitch with full-sized goals. 

In soccer, height is an important factor for goalkeepers. The taller 
you are, the more of the goal you can cover. For us high-school 
students, however, the goal was far too big to effectively guard. 

The result of this was that the successful shot percentage of this 
game was much higher than what you'd normally expect. 
Consequently, whoever took the most shots controlled the flow of 
the game. 

"That makes it 6-0, doesn't it?" Nagumo sighed, turning back to 
me. "I'm disappointed, AyanokOji. It's too easy." 

"Is that so? I'm sorry that you feel that way, senpai. Our team is 
simply inferior to the seniors." 

I spoke the honest truth. Even if our key players pulled out all the 
stops, we'd still only have a quarter of a functional team. Before 
Nagumo's team, who were not only more athletic and skilled, but 
who had also practiced together, it was unlikely that we could even 
score one goal. 

After playing resumed, our partnership of Light and Hirata kicked 
off, sharing the ball between each other to get around the 
opponents. 

Finding himself with a bit of space, Hirata opted to take a swing, 
and the ball looked like it was going to go in. However, that hope 
was crushed by the second-year goalkeeper. 

"Tch." Light clicked his tongue in annoyance as he ran back. "He's 
not bad." 

Indeed, the opposition goalie also happens to be the soccer club's 
primary goalkeeper. 

He was taller than even most third years, but that didn't stop him 
from being agile and fast. Basically, he had everything you wanted 


for a player of his position. 

After the game went on for a little while longer, it came to the 
final play of the match. Although the score was 11-0, our team still 
looked hungry for at least one goal before the end. 

The ball was given to me in the attacking half, and I found myself 
face to face once again with the Student Council Vice-President. 

"Why don't you show me something?" 

"I have no intention of going all out just to put on a display here." 
I told him. 

"Is that an excuse?" 

"If we had dominated this match, it would certainly deal a blow 
to the perception of Nagumo-senpai, as well as the rest of the 
second-year soccer club members, isn't that right?" 

Nagumo narrowed his eyes, dissatisfied by my words. 

"You talk like you could crush us if you wanted, but I haven't seen 
any inkling of such ability. On top of that, your reasoning smells a 
lot like bullshit! Why the hell would you care about the second 
years’ reputations?" 

"It would be inconvenient to anger the next Student Council 
President." 

"Well, I've already proved my dominance over you Kohais, so it 
wouldn't be a big deal if you could score one right at the end. How 
about you stop hiding behind a veil of deception and show me 
something entertaining, eh, Ayanokoji?" 

I sensed that this man would end up angrier if we refused to show 
him anything than if I scored past him. 

From his confident aura of arrogance to the ability he displayed 
on a daily basis, it was no secret that Nagumo Miyabi was a great 
student. 

However, I suspected that it didn't end there. No, it was likely 
that Nagumo had never truly experienced a thorough defeat. Even if 
I scored a goal here, Nagumo wouldn't interpret it as being beaten. 
It would take something bigger to do that. 

"Fine. I'll compete with you for this one last play before the match 
ends." 

I was acutely aware of the other students on the pitch who had 
all stopped to stare over at us in confusion. Nobody made a 
movement to continue the game, though, likely because they were 
scared to interrupt Nagumo. 

"Good, good, that's what I like to hear," Nagumo said, lowering 
himself into a defensive stance. 

Everybody else, recognising that the game was back on, began to 
move. 

I moved the ball around between my feet, getting used to its size 


and weight. It'd been a while since I'd handled one of these, after 
all. 

Once I was comfortable, I started my movements. Pretending to 
go right, towards the inside of the pitch's width, I baited Nagumo 
into shifting his centre of gravity in that direction, and instead 
dashed wide down the wing instead. 

The Student Council Vice-President, of course not one to give up 
easily, gave chase. 

I ran at a pace that allowed Nagumo to catch up, and mixed some 
variety into my speed and some fainted stop and starts to distract 
his movements. 

An opportunity presented itself, and I tapped the ball between the 
legs of my adversary, just as he had done to me earlier. At the edge 
of the box, I hit the ball such that it had a lot of inward spin. 

The opposing goalkeeper looked shocked by the path of the ball, 
which curved in at an almost abnormal angle, and wound up unable 
to stop it from bouncing off of the post and into the goal. 

A chorus of gasps and squeals rang out from the audience, 
populated mainly by first and second year girls. I was sure that I 
heard comments like, "So cool!" and, "Amazing!" being exchanged. 

"Are those for...-" I began to mutter. 

"For you?" Light laughed, slapping my back. "Indeed, they are." 

"I see." 

I wasn't sure if it was a blessing or a curse, but I seemed to have 
earned the attention of Nagumo and the spectating girls. 

"That was a good goal. Do you play?" Light asked. 

"Back in middle school, it was one of the most popular activities 
to do during our lunch breaks. I suppose I picked up some skills 
from that." 

It technically wasn't a lie. I really did play soccer during my 
breaks. Despite the intensity of my prior education, it was also 
important to give the mind and body some time to recover for 
maximum training efficiency. Therefore, an hour or two was 
allocated for free time every day. 

A laugh echoed out from behind me. Vice-President Nagumo 
wore an amused expression. 

"That's what I'm talking about, man! It looks like it wasn't a waste 
to play with you after all." He said. 

"I'm glad you think so." I responded. 

"But, I can't help but feel a little disappointed. It was still all too 
easy to win." Nagumo paused. "Ayanokoji, don't you feel that it's 
unfair that someone with abilities like you can be dragged down by 
inferior partners?" 

Nagumo indicated to the group of unathletic first-years who had 


contributed little to nothing to our team's efforts. 

In truth, I felt that no matter what the competition and the 
difference in the team's ability, as long as I was there, it didn't 
matter. Those with superior talent rise to the top regardless. 

Of course, I'm sure that Nagumo himself is also aware of this. 
This school is structured such that reaching Class A is a full-class 
effort, yet this man had still conquered the grade by his second 
year. 

However, I decided to humour him nonetheless. "I guess it could 
be viewed that way." 

"Well, I'm glad you agree, because I've thought so. And I've 
decided, I don't care about being the best class in the school. No, I 
am the best student in the school. And after the addition of your 
class of so-called ‘elite students’, I've decided I'll prove it." 

The fact that students from my class had taken attention away 
from Nagumo obviously irritated him, so much that he'd made it his 
mission to reclaim the lone spotlight. 

"And how exactly do you plan to prove that?" For the first time, 
Light interjected into the conversation with Nagumo, who smirked 
as if he'd anticipated the question. 

"You Kohais may not know this yet, but the Student Council 
President actually holds influence over the school's special 
examinations." 

I began to see what it was that Nagumo was getting at. 

"Recently, the school has actually been offered usage of a very... 
special site. However, they haven't come up with a use for it yet." 

"And, you have an idea?" I confirmed. 

"Yeah, a great idea in fact," Nagumo told us. "When I become the 
Student Council President, the first thing I'll do is arrange for the 
next special exam for all grades to take place at this unused site." 

Since the addition of Class 1-E to the school, Nagumo had 
probably been looking for an opportunity to challenge it directly. 
Now, it seemed like he'd found one. 

"And what about the nature of your proposed exam?" Light asked, 
the unmistakable shine of a slight fire in his eyes. 

Nagumo didn't seem to be the only one who was excited. 

"Of course. The exam will be the ultimate test of meritocracy, 
involving every student in the school! Every student will compete 
for a lone spot at the top, beyond both grade and class!" 

Nagumo intended to set up a situation where he could finish at 
the very top, once and for all cementing himself as the most 
superior student. 

It would be a battle completely independent of the class-rankings, 
no doubt, so that there would be no reason for any students to 


collude or hold back their strength. 

It definitely sounded crazy to us, but it was not a stretch to say 
that Nagumo would go this far all to entertain himself. An 
opportunity to battle every powerful student in the school, and 
emerge as the winner. 

"Are you sure such a thing would be allowed by the school? I 
can't imagine them passing an exam where class points aren't at 
stake." I said. 

"Rest assured, there are plenty of... other rewards, that can be 
given out. The school is searching for an opportunity to use the 
offered site, which is scheduled for demolition in the near future. 
I'm certain there'll be no issues there." 

Nagumo seemed completely confident in his words. For a man 
who had only ever gotten exactly what he wants, it was no surprise. 

"So? What do you say, Class D? Will you fight me then?" 

The brown-haired boy beside me let out a genuine laugh. "You're 
damn right I will." 

"That's what I like to hear," Nagumo turned his gaze expectantly 
to me. 

It would be troubling if I rejected him here. Nagumo had his 
heart set on dominating this kind of battle, and if one were to deny 
him, it could result in quite a lot of anger directed at them. 

The Student Council President inevitably wields a lot of power. 
To stand in the cross hairs of the man who is soon to take that seat, 
well, it could only be called a death sentence. 

"I won't disappoint you, Nagumo-senpai." 

In truth, I welcomed something like this. Besides Nagumo, this 
special exam meant that I would get to experience the full strength 
of my classmates first-hand, as well as that of the current Student 
Council President, Horikita Manabu. 

It seemed like there were some interesting things to come in my 
free school life. 

A/N: 4364 words :) 

I vowed to keep my promise of this fanfic's return, and, well, 
here I am. 

Thank you all for reading and staying patient with me <3 


Chapter 4.5-6: Operation Delta 


Ayanokoji's POV 

During the hours of the day's fall, when the sun painted my dorm 
with a golden hue, a barrage of thunderous bangs assaulted my 
hapless door. 

It had been an exhausting day; from the battle with Sora, Shiro 
and Lelouch to the soccer match with Nagumo, both my mind and 
body were completely exhausted. 

Feeling a bit like a deflated balloon, I peeled my body away from 
the warm embrace of my bed, and dragged it to the door. 

I opened the lock, and pulled the door slightly ajar. "I'm he-" 

I was cut off, as the door swung at me with enough power to kill 
a man. My life flashed before my eyes, and I narrowly dodged what 
would have been the most pathetic death of the century. 

"Move." 

My visitor barged past me, slamming the door shut behind and 
leaving me to lock it again. 

"Make yourself at home," I remarked sarcastically. 

"Shut the fuck up," Kushida lashed out at me. 

I raised an eyebrow at the abuse. 

"Were you not afraid of being seen here? You were making quite 
the disturbance in the middle of the boys' dorms. What would you 
have done if somebody came out and saw you beating up my door?" 

"I really couldn't care less right now, Ayanok6ji." 

Kushida dropped onto my bed as if she weighed triple what she 
actually did, and buried her head in her hands, letting out deep sigh 
of pure frustration. 

Even somebody like me could easily tell that something was 
wrong. 

"Would you like some tea?" I asked her. 

"What?! I mean... yeah... sure. Black is fine." 

"Most people drink green tea." 

"I'm not most people!" She snapped. 

Understanding that now was not the time to make such remarks, I 
retreated into the kitchen and brewed Kushida a tea. 

When I emerged, she was sitting with her head back and her eyes 
closed. 

"Here," I said, offering her the mug. 


"Put it on the table. I can't really drink it right now," she told me, 
holding up a trembling hand. 

I could only assume that it was trembling from anger, not fear. 

I sat down on the other side of my bed, facing this distraught girl. 

"I assume you've come here to vent something to me?" 

"No." 

Apparently, Kushida had come here for a different reason than 
usual. Well, I guess it isn't too surprising. Her method of entry was 
also very different to usual. 

Normally, Kushida was very careful coming to my room. Not only 
was our relationship supposed to be a secret, but it would also 
cause problematic rumours to arise for Kushida were she to be 
spotted coming to a boy's room at night. 

"I want you to handle something for me. As per our agreement." 

Indeed, I had promised Kushida that I'd protect her, and take care 
of any grievances that may disturb her life, in exchange for her 
working for me. 

It seemed like now was the time for her to start cashing in on that 
arrangement. 

"What is it?" I asked. 

Kushida let out another sigh, but this time as if to try to calm 
herself. 

"It's... kinda a long story." 

"Start from the beginning," I told her. 

"Right." 

Kushida sucked in a mouthful of air before starting her story. 

"So, earlier today I was invited out by some friends. You know 
that huge pool that's normally reserved for use by the swim club 
only, right? Yeah, well apparently, that reservation was lifted for 
today and the next two days, the final three days of our vacation." 

The pool in question was even bigger than the one we used 
during swim class. As a special event, it had been opened for 
communal use. I imagined that it would be extraordinarily busy. 

"SO, we arranged to go to the pool for the morning. Since there's a 
rule that each student can only go to the pool once over the whole 
three days, we all decided to go at the same time. Ichinose-san and 
her friends were there, as well as Hirata-kun, some Class B boys and 
some of my friends. Oh, that Yagami guy from your class was there, 
too." 

Light and Hirata had played soccer with Nagumo in the later 
hours of the afternoon today. That must have meant they'd spent 
some time over the morning and lunchtime hours at the pool, and 
then split away to spend some time on other relationships. 

Being popular sure did sound like a hassle. 


"But what surprised me the most was Horikita-san's presence." 

"Horikita attended?" 

"Mhmm," Kushida nodded, and took a sip of her tea. "Horikita-san 
seems like she's started to change a little recently." 

Indeed, Horikita upon first enrolling to this school would never 
consider attending an outing such as this. However, after being 
beaten down again and again, it looked like Horikita had finally 
started to grow. 

Particularly, Horikita had faced strong embarrassment in the 
Zodiac special exam, when she'd made a deal with Light behind her 
classmates' backs and it had ended up backfiring on her. That event 
was likely to be the trigger which caused Horikita to begin 
emerging from her shell. 

"Anyway, the three creepy weirdos from our class also turned up: 
Ike, Yamauchi, and Sudo. I'm pretty sure nobody invited them, but 
they were constantly whispering to themselves and glancing at me 
as we walked to the pool." 

It wasn't difficult to understand why such behaviour would cause 
you to be hated by the girls. They were the polar opposite of Hirata, 
who nobody could possibly imagine would do anything distasteful. 

"So we went into the changing rooms, and changed into our 
swimsuits. A bit later, the degenerates emerged, once again 
whispering, and staring at us girls. I was sure I saw one of the 
fuckers salivating." 

Kushida wrinkled her nose, a repulsed expression distorting her 
features. 

"Then they left us alone, and for a couple of hours I just forgot 
about it. But then, they went back in the boys' changing room and 
came out in their normal clothes, like they were trying to sneak off. 
I drifted away from the main group to eavesdrop on them. All they 
were talking about was which girl had the best body! It was disgusting." 

As a boy, it was difficult to relate to such a feeling. Were 
somebody to examine my body, I wouldn't feel anything really at 
all. However, for girls, it was a completely different story. 

"So, they ended up noticing me and I had to act like it was just a 
coincidence I ran into them. And..." 

Kushida tightened her hands into fists, presumably in an attempt 
to stop her hands from shaking. 

"The fact that Yamauchi kept looking at my tits wasn't even the 
worst part! It was like their eyes were looking through my swimsuit. 
It made my skin. Crawl." 

So, it was such an issue that had put Kushida in this state. While I 
couldn't exactly relate, I tried my best to empathize nonetheless. 

"You think they were up to something?" 


"I know they were up to something, and I'm sure you know what 
I'm talking about without me having to say it! I want you to make it 
go away," Kushida told me. 

Kushida, while perhaps not the very best of the best, was very 
perceptive and smart in her own right, and specialized in human 
behaviour. If she said that something was wrong, it was certainly 
not something that could be ignored. 

The assumption was that Ike, Yamauchi and Sudo had found 
some way to peek on the girls when they were changing. It was 
definitely implied through Kushida's story, so it wasn't something I 
needed to explicitly confirm; wording it bluntly could only cause 
more distress. 

"T'll try my best to fix it for you, then." I spoke. 

"I don't need you to 'try', I need you to do." 

This was an issue that Kushida was desperate to resolve. 
However, it was likely impossible to ever resolve it fully, and 
Kushida was probably aware of this as well. 

If the three actually had secretly looked into the girls' changing 
rooms, like Kushida thought, then some amount of damage was 
already done. There was nothing that could be done to erase the 
sight from memory now. 

No, in the case of Ike, Yamauchi and Sudo, such a sight would be 
eternally burned into the brain itself. 

That being said, though, it was a concern about whether or not 
the situation ended there. Peeking into the girls' changing room is 
one thing, but if a camera was used, the problem would be even 
greater than initially assumed. 

And, recording it was precisely the kind of short-sighted plan, 
driven by lust, that the likes of Ike and Yamauchi would concoct. 

If you're going to commit a crime, you should at least try not to 
leave any evidence behind. By capturing a video, you would bring 
into existence an unnecessary piece of incriminating proof. 

In either case, what may have transpired is certainly a felony, and 
one that had a large number of the school's female student 
population wrapped up in it at that. 

It was a matter that must be taken seriously, and so I decided to 
enlist the help of somebody who knew what they were doing, much 
more than I did. 

I sent a text on my phone, and turned once again to the girl on 
my bed. 

"I'm going to go now, then." I told her. 

"Eh? You'll fix it right now?" 

"It'd be no good to let Kushida worry for too long, right?" 

"I see... thank you." 


I gave Kushida a nod, and went to leave my room. The girl 
followed behind me, and as I left the dorm, I gave a signal to 
indicate that the coast was clear. 


AVAVAWA 


"Ayanokoji." 

At the specified meeting place, the person I'd called was already 
waiting for me. 

"I'm sorry for calling you out here so late," I apologized. 

"It's quite alright." Ryuzaki responded calmly. 

My first thought was to call Light, not Ryuzaki, because I was 
much closer to him. In fact, of all the Class D students, Ryuzaki was 
the one I was most distant from. 

However, this was a delicate matter that must be handled without 
the interference of emotions. For better or for worse, Light was 
someone whose sense of justice had the potential to completely take 
over. 

The ever calm and unfazed Ryuzaki, however, seemed far more 
reliable for this task. As somebody who'd claimed to be a detective, 
he was the natural choice. 

"So, what did you tell me to meet you for?" 

"Well, actually, I need your help." 

Leaving out the details regarding Kushida's involvement, I 
explained the current situation to Ryuzaki, who listened attentively 
but didn't react. 

"I see..." Ryuzaki murmured. "If you have reason to believe this is 
true, then I don't doubt you, but you'll need more than concrete 
evidence in order to progress." 

Indeed, if there was no proof, the boys could simply deny all 
wrongdoing, and we would be at an impasse. It was necessary to 
confront the involved parties, but evidence must be collected 
beforehand. 

"Do you have any ideas?" 

Ryuzaki got up from his ever-odd sitting position, and faced me. 
"You already know, don't you? That's why you told me to meet you 
here." 

I had called Ryuzaki to meet me at the school campus, near to 
where the swim club pool is. 

"You're right, I thought that the best move would be to go to the 


scene of the incident first and foremost." 

Ryuzaki and I silently agreed to start walking, side by side. 

"If that's the case, then why do you need me? It seems like you 
already have your investigation planned out." 

Go to the pool, examine the scene to find some clue, and confront 
the perpetrators. It is clearly true that Ryuzaki's presence is not 
necessary to complete these steps, but I had asked for it anyway. 

"In truth, I simply wanted to work with Ryuzaki. Such a 
mysterious existence would pique anybody's curiosity." 

Perhaps, by observing what ideas Ryuzaki would come up with, I 
would learn more about him. 

At the beginning of my tenure at this school, Ryuzaki could be 
described only as an unobtrusive classmate. However, as the 
months went by, my interactions with him started to become more 
and more strange. 

If I had to pinpoint anything, the source of my unease in the 
present time would have to be this boy, who walked to my side 
with his hands in his pockets. 

Ryuzaki gave no indication as to whether or not he acknowledged 
my answer, and no more words were spoken until we got to the 
place in question. 

And here, we bump into our first hurdle. 

"It makes perfect sense, but is inconvenient nevertheless..." 

After hours, the pool, as well as the associated changing rooms, 
had been locked. Such a thing shouldn't come as a surprise, but it 
wasn't an issue I'd considered until now. 

"If we can't go inside the changing room, it will be impossible to 
form a starting point." Ryuzaki stated rather obviously. 

Neither of us were a member of the swim team, and I didn't 
imagine that Ryuzaki was the type to go for a day out swimming. 
Consequently, neither of us had ever set foot in this room before, 
and therefore did not possess the required knowledge to start the 
case. 

Primarily, the method by which the "Idiot Trio" could have used 
to enact their spying was a necessary piece of the puzzle that could 
only be found by going into the boys' changing room. 

"I don't suppose you have a key?" 

Despite knowing the answer, I asked such a question, maybe just 
because no other ideas came to mind. However, the reply by 
Ryuzaki wasn't the one that I had expected: 

"Anything can be a key if you have the necessary skillset." 

Saying this, Ryuzaki reached inside his blazer, and produced a 
lone paper clip. 

"Don't tell me, you carry that around with you everywhere you 


go, just in case something like this comes up?" 

"You never know when you might need to pick a lock." Ryuzaki 
replied. 

One could take a paper clip with them wherever they go, and 
since it's so small, nobody, including the person themselves, would 
know it was there. 

Ryuzaki proceeded to bend and disfigure the paper clip, shaping 
it into a long, thin instrument which could be used to manipulate a 
lock mechanism. 

"This method doesn't seem typical of a member of law 
enforcement." I remarked. 

"Sometimes, to enforce the law, you must operate outside of it." 

Ryuzaki, who had an answer for everything, said as much. This 
was something that Light would never do. Despite also pursuing 
justice and solving criminal cases in the past, he was completely 
different to the man in front of me. 

Light wasn't someone who would abuse the law to solve a case; 
he would only move within the circle of what the rules allow. Well, 
at the moment, anyway. 

Light's personality, despite appearing humble and reserved most 
of the time, occasionally showed glimpses of the ego underneath. 
The kind of hubris born of a lifetime of success and praise. 
Combined with such an intense sense of justice, it produced a recipe 
for disaster. 

There was no telling what could cause this upstanding, 
honourable man to change into quite the opposite. Out of everyone 
I'd met so far at this school, Light stood out as the only one whose 
potential for change was vastly skewed in a negative direction. 

Ryuzaki inserted the paper clip into the lock, and after tinkering 
with it for a minute or two, a click could be heard. 

Placing a hand against the door, Ryuzaki pushed it open. 

"Let's shut it behind us. If somebody else comes by and finds it 
open, we could be in trouble." He spoke. 

Following this advice, we crept into the room, which took on an 
eerie feeling this late into the evening, and closed the door quietly 
behind us. 

After hours, there was no need for the lights to be on, and so we 
found ourselves drowned in complete darkness. 

"Mm, I see now why you invited me along," said a voice in the 
abyss. 

"I'm not scared. I didn't even know this would happen." I 
answered it. 

Humans possessed an innate fear of the unknown, which was 
very difficult to suppress. And, despite it being in the middle of a 


school, this room at this time could manifest an irrational feeling of 
the unknown. 

When you are used to seeing a place strictly in the daytime, being 
there at night could cause you to feel on edge, even if the place 
itself is exactly the same. Such would often be the case with 
schools. 

I clicked on my mobile phone, casting out a dim light from the 
screen. This was not the best a phone could do, however, and after 
activating the flashlight feature, a sudden brightness illuminated 
the room. 

My eyes involuntarily blinked, trying to adjust to the new light 
level. 

"The girls' changing room is right beside the boys', so we know its 
exact location." Ryuzaki indicated to one of the four walls. 

The one which acted as a barrier between the two rooms. The 
wall was much closer than you'd expect on viewing the structure of 
the two rooms from outside. The reason for this was probably that 
the central wall was thicker than your average wall. 

The wall in question was a pretty plain wall, lined with a bench 
and some hooks to hang your belongings on. Other than that, the 
wall itself was simply a plain wall. 

Well, plain other than one thing. Glancing over at Ryuzaki, I 
noticed that his eyes too were drawn to the vent cover at the 
bottom of the wall. 

"That might be our lead," he said. 

Ryuzaki approached the vent cover, laying down in front of it, 
and peered into the void. 

"Come and shine your flashlight down here." 

The light from my phone lit up the ventilation shaft. It was long, 
confirming my suspicions about the wall thickness, and if you 
looked closely, you could see a twin vent cover on the other side of 
the tunnel. 

"Would you be able to see from here? The tunnel is so long that 
you're stuck looking through some tiny window, unable to change 
your angle of perception." I observed out loud. 

"Hmm... you'd have to use some device to help. Maybe a mirror 
or... a camera." 

The possibility that a camera was used started to look more and 
more like reality, a fact that was both a good and bad thing. 

"Why would they even construct it like this?" Ryuzaki pondered. 

I tilted my phone's camera lens to angle more upward, and sure 
enough, a single gap in the middle of the tunnel's ceiling was 
revealed. 

"They must've saved on building costs by ventilating both rooms 


with just one vent system," I said. 

"Yeah, overlooking this particularly egregious design flaw in the 
process." Ryuzaki critiqued. 

"Just one vent slat would've solved the problem." 

If there were a slat in the ventilation shaft, it would no longer be 
possible to insert objects, camera or otherwise, into the tunnel. It 
would also bring other benefits, like allowing the airflow to be 
controlled. The reason why no measures to prevent this kind of 
thing were implemented was a true mystery. 

"If only the construction were being funded by an entity with 
near limitless finances, they might've had the budget," Ryuzaki 
commented dryly, sarcasm dripping from his lips. 

Realising that we were two boys, lying on the floor of a locker 
room alone, I stood up and dusted off my school blazer. Ryuzaki, 
looking up at me, did the same thing, realising too the awkwardness 
of the situation. 

Silence befell the two of us, as we both thought of the same 
question: what now? 

It's not like we could just barge into each of the three's rooms, 
looking for what they could've used. We still have no idea what 
we're actually looking for, so I wasn't sure I'd be able to spot 
anything less obvious than a camera on a pole leaning against their 
wall. 

"You said Ike, Yamauchi, and Sudo, right?" Ryuzaki's question 
broke the silence. 

"Right." I affirmed. 

Ryuzaki's expression was one of deep contemplation, as if 
something didn't sit right with the information I'd told him. 

"What is it?" I asked. 

"I can't help but feel like you're missing someone," he said. "Sure, 
Ike and Yamauchi are the kind of lust-driven knuckleheads that'd 
actually go through with this kind of plan. But could they be the 
ones to think it up? You'd have to first know the structure of the 
whole swim club facility, down to the vent systems, then come up 
with a way to use this seemingly unusable vent tunnel to get a good 
view of the other side." 

In other words, none of the three I'd mentioned were smart 
enough to come up with something like this. The source of 
Ryuzaki's discomfort was the instinct that there was another man 
involved in the scheme. 

Kushida had recounted that it was a trio who'd been acting 
suspiciously, not a quadruple. The fourth man must not have been 
on-site; the mastermind behind the plan, working in the shadows. 

"Well, I'm sure I can get that information from the boys in 


question," I said. "More importantly, do you have any idea what we 
should do from here?" 

To be frank, I myself could think of nothing. Without knowing 
anything more than about the existence of this vent, we had 
nothing; no idea what to look for, and the boys could simply deny 
anything I accused them of. 

Ryuzaki put a hand to his chin, as if he was mulling over 
something important. 

"Normally, I wouldn't show anybody this," he said. "But, if it's 
you, Ayanokoji, I suppose there's no harm in it." 

Leaving me in a state of confusion, Ryuzaki took out his own cell 
phone, holding it oddly with just an index finger and thumb, and 
started punching in a number from memory. 

I raised an eyebrow. Who could he possibly be calling that would 
help our present situation? 

"Hello?" Ryuzaki spoke into the phone after the number had 
dialled. 

I couldn't make out the words, nor voice, of the person on the 
other end, but could make out the sound of muffled speech 
whenever they said something. 

"Ike Kanji, Yamauchi Haruki, and Sudo Ken. Can you give me a 
list of all the things these three students have spent private points 
on in the past month?" 

Excuse me, what? Who the hell is he talking to...? 

"Alright... thank you." 

Ryuzaki promptly ended the call, and shortly afterwards, a buzz 
signified an incoming message. 

Peering over his shoulder, I watched Ryuzaki open one of three 
files received from an unknown number. It was a complete record 
of everything Yamauchi had purchased since the month begun, 
formatted as a table with fields for the name of the item, its cost, 
date of purchase, where it was bought from, and an expandable 
column for extra details about the item. 

"...You just have free access to this information? Whenever you 
want? About any student?" 

Ryuzaki all of a sudden became a much more terrifying existence 
in my perception. 

"It's amazing what one can do just by pulling a couple of strings 
behind the scenes, isn't it?" Such an ominous reply was all I was 
given. 

He would normally never show this to anybody, but if it's me, it's 
alright, huh? It was almost like he'd wanted me to see this little 
power showcase of his. With this one act, he was telling me that he 
somehow possessed influence that succeeded a_ prestigious 


government entity, even if it was just a school. 

Time and time again, the Advanced Nurturing High School had 
demonstrated the absoluteness of its system. The same rules were 
enforced, even during the first month when students aren't aware of 
all of them. The private point costs of special cases, such as 
transferring to another class, are predetermined amounts. Every 
special exam is designed with immense consideration, even down to 
the details hidden from the students; the selection process of the 
VIPs during the Zodiac exam was a prime example of this. 

However, Ryuzaki's actions broke the established laws of this 
microcosm. He requested information that no student should be 
authorized to know. The sense of unease emanating from him only 
increased, though it was certainly true that without his presence, I 
wouldn't have been able to solve the issue at hand. 

"Here," Ryuzaki, who had been scouring through the records 
while I was deep in thought, seemingly found what we were 
looking for. 

In Ike Kanji's purchase history, on the 26th of August, 5000 
private points were spent on a remote-controlled car. In the extra 
details, it was clearly stated that not only did the car come with a 
camera fitted on top which relayed its video feed to a screen on the 
controller, but that it also had an in-built SD card that you could 
save the footage to. 

It was a device so perfect for this plan that you almost started to 
wonder if it was designed with this intent purpose in mind. 

"You're right. This would definitely be my choice of device, too, 
were I a hormonal teenager planning to commit heinous acts," I 
agreed. 

Ryuzaki turned to me, with a completely blank expression. "You 
mean you aren't a hormonal teenager planning to commit heinous 
acts?" 

I didn't really know how to respond to that. 

"Shall we get going, then? You have some idiots to confront." 
Ryuzaki said nonchalantly, as if he hadn't just grouped me up with 
the likes of Ike and Yamauchi. 

"You aren't coming?" 

"No." 

With that, I turned off my phone's flashlight, and exited the room 
with Ryuzaki behind me. We shut the door, and simply hoped that 
when it's found, it'll be assumed that somebody forgot to lock it. 

Although it was very minor, it could now be said that we'd 
committed breaking and entering. It was technically the first crime 
I'd ever committed, but for Ryuzaki, it seemed like routine. 


A heavy, awkward silence weighed on my shoulders as the two of 
us walked back to the dorms. 

If there's one thing Ryuzaki and I had in common, it would be our 
complete lack of social skills. As a result, without a task at hand to 
discuss, both of us fell silent, unable to spark up any conversation. 

It was like this all the way back. When we finally got there, after 
what felt like an eternity, I turned to Ryuzaki. 

"Thank you for indulging me, Ryuzaki." 

It was no secret that I couldn't have gotten to this point without 
his help. 

"Like I said, it's quite alright." Ryuzaki answered. 

The two of us got into the elevator, and pressed the buttons for 
the floors we needed to go to. 

Thankfully, the dorm numbers for all the students in the school 
was public information, and was listed as a detail under one's 
contact. 

Since Ike was the one who spent private points on the toy car, I 
figured he must've spearheaded the plan. Following that logic, if the 
boys were enjoying their spoils anywhere, it'd be his room. 

A ding! rang out, and the elevator doors slid open. Ryuzaki 
stepped out, and turned back to me. 

"What are you doing?" I asked. 

"I'm trying to time it right," he said. 

After a few more seconds, another ding! resounded, letting us 
know that the doors were going to close. 

As they began to slide shut once more, Ryuzaki finally said his 
one line: 

"Let me know how it goes." 

He waited just to say that? I was expecting some kind of witty 
one-liner; my disappointment is immeasurable. 

After the elevator reached my floor, I stepped out and walked 
over to Ike's dorm room, and inconspicuous door at the end. 

Knock knock knock! 

I rapped my knuckles against the door, and after a minute or so, 
it opened, revealing an apocalyptic wasteland. 

Even just at the entrance, you could see dirty clothes, empty 
drink bottles and cans, used plates and bowls, and anything else 
you could imagine strewn across the floor. 

"Ayanokoji? What the hell are you doing here?" Ike asked me. 

"I just thought I'd pay a visit. Can I come in?" 

"Well, uh, actually, we're a bit busy right now..." 

"Thank you," I said, walking nonchalantly into the room. 

"H-Hey! I didn't say you could!" 


I ignored Ike's protests, and instead absorbed what I could see in 
the room. 

Most prominently, Yamauchi, Sudo, and another boy I didn't 
recognise were sat on a fluffy rug. 

Ike owned several expensive-looking amenities, like a computer, 
and multiple gaming consoles. There was a beanbag in the corner of 
the room, and a corner-shaped desk next to it. 

The computer monitor was on one side of this desk, and on the 
other, a curious map was laid out. It had the locations of all 
surveillance cameras and ventilation routes mapped out in marker 
pen. 

"Ayanokoji-dono?! What brings you to this corner of the realm?" 

The guy I didn't recognise, speaking with extremely odd 
mannerisms, asked me such a question. "Who the hell are you?" is 
what I wanted to reply with, but I managed to hold my tongue. 

"Yeah, man, you can't just come barging into people's rooms!" 
Sudo said. 

Ignoring the uncomfortable presence of Ike standing behind me, I 
turned my eyes toward the shelf beside the room's entrance, and 
they fell on a small, remote-controlled toy car. 

It seemed like Ryuzaki's intel was spot-on. Everything described 
about the item that I'd read was accurate to the model in front of 
me. 

"Cool car," I said, reaching my hand out and picking it up. 

"Oi oi, what are you doing?" Yamauchi asked, prompting the 
three to stand up. 

I turned the car upside down, looking for the SD card that should 
be present in a slot somewhere. I opened a rectangular 
compartment, but it turned out empty. 

"Huh? Where's the memory card?" I asked. 

"Why do you care?!" Ike cried, grabbing me by the shoulder and 
placing himself between me and the computer. 

"We don't have anything to hide, so just leave us alone, okay?" 

That was probably the least convincing thing you possibly 
could've said. 

"Listen, let's cut to the chase. I know what you did. If you hand 
over the SD card right now, I might consider not telling the school 
about it." 

Everybody involved stiffened up a little at my words. They would 
probably try to play it off as nothing, but such a thing wouldn't get 
past my eyes. I shot them a knowing glance. 

"Ayanokoji, I didn't want to do this..." Yamauchi began, drawing 
confused looks from his friends. "But Operation Delta is a top-secret 
mission. If you don't get out of here and keep your mouth shut, 


you'll be in for a world of pain!" 

Yamauchi cracked his knuckles threateningly. Scary. 

"I see... Sorry, I'll leave, then." I conceded. 

"R-Really?" Yamauchi's eyes lit up. 

"No, just kidding." 

I suddenly felt as if I was picking up character traits from my 
other classmates. I wasn't exactly sure if that was a good thing or 
not. 

Yamauchi's eyebrow twitched, but before he could vocalize his 
rage, an outburst came out of Sudo instead. 

"Don't fuck around, this is serious! This twig Haruki might not be 
threatening, but I am, and I gotta protect us, do you understand? 
Just leave, Ayanok6ji." 

I'm sure that Sudo's attempt would probably convince most 
people. The image of being put in a headlock wasn't exactly a nice 
one. 

"You've committed a felony, you know that, don't you?" I accused 
him, unfazed by the threat. "You're asking me to simply ignore 
that." 

"You're damn right I am!" 

"Do you not think that what you've done is wrong?" 

"W-Well, that's..." Sudo looked uncertain. "It doesn't matter, does 
it? What's done is done, so the only important thing is not getting 
caught now, isn't it?" 

I suppose he wasn't exactly wrong. Even if Sudo did acknowledge 
that his actions were wrong, getting caught for them certainly 
wouldn't do him any favours. 

"I'm just going to get the SD card," I said, moving toward where it 
obviously was; in the computer. 

However, a large, meaty hand grabbed hold of my wrist, stopping 
me from advancing. Sudo sent me a glare. 

"Even if you beat me up, it wouldn't stop me from telling the 
school about what you did. Do you understand?" 

"If I beat you up, they'll just see it as you creating rumours about 
us as revenge." 

Sudo wasn't aware of how much I knew, but he seemed pretty 
confident that without the SD card, I wouldn't be able to prove that 
they really committed what I'd be accusing them of. 

"Perhaps, but what about the students? I'm sure I don't have to 
say that my standing is much higher than yours. Who do you think 
will be believed?" 

Going to the school wasn't the only way to destroy Sudo and the 
others. In fact, social condemnation could even be a more severe 
punishment. 


"Nobody will listen to such a big accusation of a student from 
another class without proof! You have nothing!" Ike chimed in, his 
confidence level rising. 

Of course, with Sudo by your side, it was hard to feel threatened, 
no matter what the situation was. Especially when an enemy had 
walked into your own territory, surrounded by your friends and 
Sudo as a guard, it would be near impossible not to be filled with 
confidence. 

I used my free hand to grasp the wrist of Sudo, who was 
restraining me, and I sent him a glare of my own. 

In that moment, Sudo seemed to realize the gap between our 
strengths, and loosened his hold on my wrist. 

"It wouldn't be so bad if we just give up the memory card, right, 
guys? I mean, it's way better than getting expelled," he said, 
changing his tune completely. 

"W-What?! What are you talking about, Ken?! He's at our mercy, 
not the other way around, you know that?" 

Ike was outraged at Sudod's attempts to reason with him, still 
believing in his prior logic. 

Of course, his logic was correct; if you were strong enough to 
simply throw me out of this room now, you're in no danger at all. 
However, unfortunately, it is not applicable here. 

"I just don't think getting aggressive would be a good idea," Sudo 
defended himself. 

"What, are you scared?" Yamauchi chided. "If you're too scared to 
get in a fight, I can take him for you." 

Yamauchi lifted his arms into an extremely amateur guard, as if 
he really intended to fight me over this. 

"I agree with Sud6-dono! We are a civilized guild, there's no need 
to resort to primal methods." 

His wording was weird, but the boy's heart seemed to be in the 
right place. Like Sudo, it seemed like he also felt conflicted over 
what they'd done. 

It was only Ike and Yamauchi who were adamant in their 
innocence, and consequently, right to keep possession of the illegal 
recording. 

Now free of Sudo's hold, I approached the computer, and pressed 
the button to eject the memory card slot. However, I should've 
known it wouldn't be that easy. 

"Ayanokoji bastard!" 

An enraged Yamauchi lunged at me, his anger over potentially 
losing the precious video refusing to subside. 

"This guy..." I muttered. 

I stepped to the side, letting Yamauchi clumsily charge into the 


space I'd occupied just moments prior. Then, I grabbed a fistful of 
his pants' beltline, and yanked it upwards with as much strength as 
I could possibly muster. 

"Ough-Aah-AAAAAAAAAGH!!!" 

An ear-splitting scream assailed my ears, as Yamauchi's pants 
were now so far up his body that you could mistake them for a 
dress. 

He dropped to the floor like a sack of bricks, writhing in agony. 

"That's just embarrassing, dude..." Sudo murmured. 

I turned my attention to the head of the operation. "Can I take the 
card now?" 

"Y-Yeah, do what you want! We never intended to stop you in the 
first place, right guys?! It's all yours!" 

With a look in his eyes that said, "I don't want to be next," Ike 
proclaimed as much. 

"Yeah, take it for yourself, you horny bastard...!" 

The sobbing Yamauchi seemed to mistakenly believe I had come 
to take his prize for my own personal benefit. 

Well, I felt no need to correct the notion of somebody like him, 
and instead took the memory card out of Ike's computer, and 
pocketed it. 

"Sudo," I turned to the red-haired boy, speaking in a low voice so 
only he could hear. "Doing things like this with people like this will 
only drag you down. Do you think that you can become a basketball 
player like you want, by doing stuff like this?" 

"I dunno, Ayanokdji. It's like I belong here, you know? I'm not 
like Hirata, I look intimidating and have a short fuse. Kanji and 
Haruki are the only ones that accept me as their friend." 

Sudo told me a slightly depressed tale. Indeed, he did give off the 
initial impression of a delinquent, and it made sense that only the 
likes of Ike and Yamauchi would welcome him with open arms. 
However, Sudo had a vast potential to grow, and it would be a 
shame if that was prevented by things like what had happened 
today. 

"I'm sure if you went to Hirata earnestly, and apologized for the 
trouble your temper has caused, that he and his group would give 
you a chance." 

Leaving him with that to think on, I nodded to the rest of the 
group, and leisurely exited the room. 

[It's done.] I messaged Kushida, letting her know that her mind 
could be at ease, and made my way back to my own room. 

What a troublesome day it had been. 

A/N: 6426 words, a chapter on the longer side as far as 
recent TE chapters go. 


The sports festival will probably start in the next few 
chapters or so, but before then, are there any characters in 
particular you guys want to see a chapter about during the rest 
of v4.5? I feel like it's mainly been Kiyotaka's POV so far, lol. 

Also, I've been thinking, although it's quite a while off, if/ 
when this fanfic does ever get to the second year, should I add 
extra crossover characters as new first year students? Let me 
know what you think 

Other than that, thank you for reading <3 


Chapter 5-1: Chabashira Sae's Ambition 


Lelouch's POV 

Before the students knew it, August 31 rolled around, the final 
day of summer vacation. Tomorrow, classes would start again, and 
we would all fall back into the school routine. I'd decided to spend 
the day with my childhood friend, Suzaku Kururugi, because it felt 
like despite all the opportunities, we haven't hung out nearly 
enough since enrolling at this school. We were sat at the table 
furthest back in the crowded café 'Palette’. 

Currently, I was being told about the day Suzaku had 
experienced, after being dragged around by Koenji Rokusuke. 

"I don't know... Just this one girl, Amano-senpai, seemed really 
upset the whole time. I'm pretty sure it was all because of Koenji." 

Such a thing is what was reiterated by the soft-hearted boy next 
to me. 

"Okay. So?" I asked. 

"I thought perhaps I could do something to help, but Koenji didn't 
seem to care. Really, what kind of person can be like that?" 

A typical Suzaku line. 

"It simply sounds like an immature girl who's upset that her 
friends are starting to move on and take interest in romance, while 
she isn't. You can't fault the man they decide to go for," I said. 

"Both at the same time?" He asked in bewilderment. 

"Some people are into that, who knows?" 

To be honest, I didn't care in the slightest about the story I'd 
heard. However, I still had to listen, otherwise Suzaku may catch on 
to that very fact. 

"By the way, did we ever end up figuring out the pattern for the 
last exam?" 

Ah, the Zodiac special examination. Aboard the ship, Rytien 
Kakeru had deduced the VIP selection method by joining hands 
with Class B and Class E. 

It was a shrewd strategy, but what surprised me the most was 
that the lovey-dovey Class B had trusted Ryten at all. I couldn't 
picture Ichinose Honami as the type to do such a thing. 

As it turned out, the pattern was to do with the students’ names. 
In the first zodiac group, the student who is first when the names 
are organised alphabetically is assigned the VIP. A simple pattern, 


but not one that can be easily spotted when you don't know what it 
is. When I explained it, Suzaku seemed to understand. 

"Ah... despite all the weirdness of this school, it's pleasant, isn't 
it?" Suzaku commented idly. 

"I agree," I replied, taking a sip of my warm drink. 

Ordinary life had been extremely dull, to say the least. I had 
enrolled here expecting to attend your average, boring school, so 
the surprise had certainly been a welcome one. 

"So," Suzaku began in a wary voice. "What happened, Lelouch? I 
didn't think I'd see you again after you and Nunnally fled." 

I raised my eyebrow. Suzaku was clearly apprehensive about 
bringing up the past. I didn't find it particularly traumatic, per se, 
but the memory of walking through that field of rotting bodies was 
carved into my soul itself. 

"I sought the help of the Ashford family. They were allies of my 
mother's, before..." I trailed off. 

Suzaku nodded sympathetically, as if recalling the story himself. 

"I was going to stay in the Ashford Academy, but Nunnally 
convinced me to enrol here instead. That girl..." 

"I'm sure the Ashfords are taking great care of her." Suzaku 
smiled. 

"Yeah," I let out a bemused laugh. "Perhaps next year, when she 
has to choose a high school to attend, she'll follow me here." 

Suzaku's eyes visibly lit up a little. "That would be great! I haven't 
seen Nunnally in years! It'd be lovely for the three of us to all 
reunite, wouldn't it?" 

"That it would." 

The Ashford family is one of only two Britannian families which 
still exist as prominent figures today. 

Their abandoning of Britannia had earned them some serious 
animosity from that scumbag, my father. However, once they had 
established themselves in Japan, that so-called dad of mine was 
unable to do anything to enact the comeuppance he lusted for so 
badly. 

Despite all the power he and Britannia wielded, it was not 
enough to surmount the strength of Japan and all its allies. 

I mean, really, what kind of idiot would launch an invasion in 
this day and age? Declaring a hostile takeover of another country 
nowadays would be considered national suicide by just about 
anyone; civilization is past that now, alliances and international 
organisations have been formed. 

Of course, Britannia was never a part of any of these during its 
existence, likely due to pride. However, to think that he could take 
on the world by himself, that man must've been seriously deluded. 


Of course, like his other children, I knew that he was still out 
there somewhere. He had lost his throne in Britannia, but thrones 
can be replaced. Whether he was manipulating world figures from 
the shadows, or something even more insane like plotting to bring 
his dead country back, I had no idea. I merely hoped to never see 
the bastard's face again. 

I finished my coffee, and my mind drifted back into reality after 
reminiscing about the past. 

"Feel like going for a walk?" I asked Suzaku. 

"Sure. Where do you want to go?" 

"Hmm. I haven't visited the pool yet. It's the last day. We could 
check it out?" 

Suzaku gave a happy nod, and so the two of us got up. "Do you 
have a swimming outfit with you?" he asked. 

I paused. "Yes, of course, I actually carry three of them with me 
everywhere I go, just in case." 

"Really?" 

His expectant look drilled a pair of holes into me - the response 
almost making me feel bad. 

"L-Let's just go buy some. You still need one, after all." 

Before long, Suzaku and I had purchased a pair of swimming 
trunks each. The regular ones that Suzaku bought were priced at 
1500 points, but I had spent 2500 on my pair. 

Not only did they have a cool blue and white gradient pattern on 
them, but they also had pockets, a feature the regular ones sorely 
lacked. All good clothing needs pockets, I say, especially for us 
boys. 

Suzaku's suspicion of me had seemed to have grown, though. 
After all, why would I spend so much money on swimming trunks 
when I already had multiple pairs? He must think I'm some kind of 
weird swimming trunks enthusiast. Or that I'd deluded myself into 
thinking I'm one of those rich guys that only wear an item of 
clothing once before throwing it away. 

Anyway, I digress. The two of us waltzed into the empty boys 
changing room. There was nobody here, the multitude of closed 
lockers indicated that a lot of people had been. Apparently, we were 
simply late. 

Unsurprising, given I'd decided to venture here midday on a 
whim. 

"I wonder if this is a low or high traffic day," Suzaku thought 
aloud as he stripped his top off unabashed. 

Sigh, is this what the military does to a man? At least show some 
dignity, you started removing clothing a bit too quickly there... 


In an attempt to ignore the boy who was setting the world record 
for naked any% right in my peripheral vision, I focused on the only 
other thing present in the situation: Suzaku's idle pondering. 

"There's a rule that each student can only visit the pool on one of 
the three days its open, so it's natural to think that all the people 
who actively wanted to come would've done so already, leaving 
today as the quietest day. But..." 

"There will also be a sizeable chunk who'll realise the same thing, 
and intentionally go on the quieter day, huh?" Suzaku continued, in 
more ways than one, as he whipped off his trousers and stood 
proudly dressed in nothing but his underwear. 

I gulped, and forced my eyes to avert themselves once more; it 
wasn't an easy task, as what remained of Suzaku's nearly non- 
existent garments seemed to possess an almost gravitational 
presence. 

I mean, I'm sure every man can relate to fighting the urge to 
glance, right. Right?! 

I coughed intentionally to distract my thoughts. "Uh, yes, indeed. 
That might actually cause today to rise in activity, perhaps even 
beyond the others." 

There are also those who don't have a tangible interest in coming, 
but who will think along the lines of, 'It's the last day, we might as 
well check it out,'. While not a massive group by any means, it 
certainly adds to the pool's body count of today. 

"If you're looking for the quietest day to have the pool to yourself, 
perhaps yesterday, the second day, would've been the best. All the 
excited students rushed in on day one, and today all the planners 
and last-minute-whims are attending. I think Day Two is our 
winner." Suzaku deduced, an impressive line of thinking indeed. 

"I agree. Actually, I think Light came with Hirata's group 
yesterday. Maybe he'd thought about it and-WHAT THE HELL?" 

In the time it took for me to recall a memory, the last valiant 
survivor of Suzaku's attire had done a vanishing act! The man, now 
fully nude, was talking to the fully-clothed me as if such 
circumstances were completely normal for casual conversation! 

I stared intensely into the pair of jewels he called, 'eyes,' not 
letting my gaze wander anywhere else. However, it was futile. 

In the corner of my eye, I could still see it. Although, thank God, 
it was not currently ‘standing tall’, it certainly stood proud, simply 
oozing confidence as it got a fresh breath of dirty, sweaty, changing 
room air. 

It reminded me of a great sword, standing out prominently even 
among a collection of other swords. Smaller, less impressive, 
swords. 


No wonder he can just-! 

"Is something wrong?" Suzaku's questioning tone nearly broke my 
concentration. "Also, why aren't you getting changed? Are you 
planning to swim in normal clothes?" 

"... No, you're right. Why don't I just get changed? Silly me..." 

Muttering those words, I reluctantly tugged at the collar of my 
shirt, and began to undress. I tried my best to deflect the weird look 
sent at me from Suzaku, who shrugged his shoulders and tossed his 
clothes into an unused locker, substituting them for his newly 
purchased swimming gear. 

I watched as he shut his locker, and twisted the small key that 
hung from the lock, sealing it. Attached to the key was a red band 
made of rubber. It was waterproof, and designed to stretch to fit 
comfortably around one's wrist - that way, they could forget about 
they key while enjoying their swim, and it couldn't get misplaced. 
For added comfort, the bands had an additional small loop 
incorporated into their design, which you could tuck the blade of 
the key under. This would prevent the key from hanging loosely 
from your wrist and causing an annoyance during activity. 

I suddenly came to the realisation that I'd been staring at the 
stupid key for way longer than one could consider normal. Probably 
to distract myself from the prospect of removing any more clothes 
while this guy was still around. 

"Suggesting this was a mistake," I murmured. 

"What?" 

"Nothing." 

I took a deep breath. Right, Lelouch, just imagine you're dressing 
after getting out of the shower. On your own. With no childhood 
friends watching. Easy, right? 

Apparently not. 


AVAVAVWA 


Finally, after a long and drawn-out internal battle, I emerged 
from the boys' changing rooms with a special key-holding wristband 
of my own. Suzaku, looking a little bit like a lost puppy, followed 
diligently behind, completely oblivious to the suffering he'd caused. 

"Whoa!" 

As soon as I stepped out onto the busy poolside deck, I 
immediately had to dodge backwards to avoid colliding with 
someone. 

"Oi, watch where you're go-huh? Lelouch?" 

That person was none other than Class C's very own Ibuki Mio. 

"Lelouch and..." 


Her voice trailed off as she glared over my shoulder. I turned to 
see what she was staring at; turned out her gaze had met Suzaku's. 
She did not look happy to see him. 

"Oh, uh, Ibuki... Hey," Suzaku gave possibly the most awkward 
greeting in recorded history. 

"Bastard," Ibuki muttered, averting her eyes. 

Am I missing something here? Why does Ibuki seem to hate 
Suzaku? Did something happen? 

"Is something wrong, Ibuki?" I asked. 

"Why are you hanging out with that guy?" 

I was not exempt from Ibuki's prickly exterior. Seeing Suzaku had 
clearly soured her mood for whatever reason, and she had no 
qualms with directing that energy towards anyone and everyone. 

"He's, uh. He's my childhood friend." I told her. 

"Wha-Seriously?" Ibuki couldn't hide her astonishment. "You're 
like, complete opposites!" 

Ibuki violently waved her hand, vaguely indicating in Suzaku's 
direction. 

"He's like, a dumb softie, while you're some Ryiien-esque 
calculating strategist! Right?! Not to mention you're all weak and 
skinny, while he's..." 

'Weak and skinny'. Ouch. Accurate, but still. Ouch. 

"I'm what?" Suzaku asked in confusion. 

"You know what!" 

Suzaku did, in fact, not know what. 

"Actually, while you're here..." A competitive glint appeared in 
Ibuki's sharp glare. "I demand a rematch, Kururugi! Right now!" 

A rematch? 

"Suzaku... what is she talking about?" 

The emerald-eyed boy let out an exasperated sigh, the kind that 
wordlessly speaks 'This is troublesome'. 

"It was an incident that took place back during the shipboard 
special exam. Ayanok6ji asked me to act as a bouncer, pretty much, 
to stop interference with business he had to attend to. I ended up 
having a little skirmish with Ryiien's gang, including Ibuki, I guess," 
Suzaku let out a small laugh and scratched the back of his head. 

"Ayanokoji did, did he...?" I murmured under my breath. 

Now he's using Suzaku as well, is he? That- 

"Yeah, and I'm not satisfied with it! At all!" Ibuki poked her finger 
into Suzaku's sculpted chest. "It was obvious you were still holding 
back. I want to spar you seriously." 

Ibuki was surprisingly blunt. Apparently, she took pride in her 
fighting skills; and her competitive side couldn't stand Suzaku 
beating her so easily. 


"Wait, you said Ryiien's gang?" I spoke. "You mean like, all of 
them?" 

"Yeah, Rytien, Ibuki, Albert and Ishizaki. What of it?" Suzaku 
replied. 

"Huh? Albert?! You beat them all? You can do that?!" 

"I-I guess I can..." 

I knew Suzaku had been enlisted into the Britannian military as 
an honorary citizen after we were forced to leave our home, and I 
knew he was trained to the elite level both in fitness and combat. 
However, I had no idea to what extent that actually was. 

Four people, at the same time? Even including that monstrosity of 
a high-schooler, Albert? Ibuki even mentioned he'd 'obviously' been 
holding back! 

I suppose that answered the long-standing mystery of why exactly 
Suzaku Kururugi was deemed worthy of Class E assignment, but 
that answer only brought more questions. 

Like... how exactly was the school aware of this skillset of his to 
make the judgement in the first place? 

Actually, how the hell did they know mine? 

I've been told numerous times before that if I applied myself, I 
could do amazingly in school, but I've never once in my life been 
interested in studying, or doing well in exams, or anything like that. 
As a result, my scores on the entrance exam weren't anything 
extraordinary; good, sure, but nothing close to being worthy of a 
'genius' title. 

My interview was pretty generic as far as interviews go, as well. 
And as for the physical evaluation, well... we don't mention that. 

Basically, long story short, looking at how I appeared during the 
admittance process, the school really shouldn't have seen me as 
anything more than a decently smart, lazy student. But despite that, 
they'd evaluated me as being a genius too strong to be allotted 
fairly to any of the standard class brackets. 

"Anyway, I demand a fight! Right now!" Ibuki's excessively loud 
challenge pierced my eardrums like a knife. 

A number of students looked over to us in bewilderment, trying 
to figure out what exactly was going on, and Ibuki withdrew 
sheepishly. Her disdain for public attention was clear in her body 
language. 

"M-Maybe not right now..." she said in a quiet voice. 

I couldn't help but chuckle a little bit. Ibuki and social situations 
mixed about as well as water and oil; it was amusing, but also in a 
weird way, a little endearing. 

"Anyway, can you swim very well?" 

Would it be weird if I came to a pool without actually having 


much swimming ability at all? 

Well, not everybody goes to pools with the objective of 
swimming. Many people came simply to play in the water. 

"I'm actually pretty bad, but Suzaku is amazing! I had no idea he 
could swim until we had our first swimming class, where... he lost... 
to Ayanokdji..." 

Unconsciously, my fist tightened. For some unknown reason, his 
name had been getting on my nerves recently. I couldn't explain it, 
but I found myself observing every different kind of contest we 
participated in just hoping that he'd be bad at it. He never was. 

"What's up, Lelouch? You look a little annoyed," If not for 
Suzaku's hesitant voice, I might've stood there scowling all day. 

"Are you pissed off that you got embarrassed in swimming class, 
or something?" [buki asked. 

"You've seen right through me," I scratched the back of my head 
and mustered up a half-hearted smile. 

"I'm pretty sure everyone has memories they cringe when they 
think about," Ibuki told me. I'm pretty sure this was some type of 
attempted comforting. "Right?" Ibuki sought Suzaku's confirmation. 

"Sure," he answered. 

"Don't joke around! This guy has no shame!" 

Neither of them seemed to know what the hell I was referring to. 
Actually, it was probably better kept that way. 

After that, our group of three hung around for the rest of the day. 

Sometimes, tensions were high between Suzaku and Ibuki, and I 
felt like glue, the only thing holding everything together. 

However, overall, the experience was enjoyable, and Ibuki's 
presence added a unique dynamic to the conversation. She 
reminded me of a cactus. Prickly on the outside, for sure, but if you 
were to ignore that and look deeper, you would find something 
much more appealing. Truly a one-of-a-kind existence. 


AVAVAVWA 


Horikita's POV 

Late in the evening, the eternal protector of day that shone 
brilliantly in the sky had begun to fall, allowing the cold embrace of 
night to start slowly seeping into the landscape like a blanket. 

Clad in my school uniform, I stepped foot out of the dorm 
building. To enter the school premises, one must be wearing the 
appropriate attire, even during non-school days like this. 

Wearing your school uniform when it wasn't necessary would 
definitely draw me a couple of looks, but just like always, I simply 
didn't care what anyone thought. 


It was chilly - not uncomfortably so, but the cold air was hard to 
not notice. In preparation for the coming fall, the weather had 
begun to shift. 

I got to the school building and switched to the indoor shoes that 
every student kept in their on-grounds lockers. After that, I walked 
up several flights of stairs, before finally finding myself stood in 
front of a closed door. 

I took a deep breath, and rapped my fist against it. 

"Come in," said the voice on the other side. 

After being welcomed, I pushed open the door and stepped 
inside. It was lit only by a couple of lamps in the corners of the 
room, creating a dim, almost romantic ambient hue. A vending 
machine was situated right by the door, and there was a dedicated 
kitchen equipped with a microwave and coffee machine. 

On one of the two long sofas that faced each other on opposite 
sides of a mature-looking mahogany table sat Chabashira-sensei, 
who wore her signature professional attire. 

To think that the teacher's lounge was this luxurious. Well, it 
wasn't hard to imagine that working at this school came with its 
own perks that regular teachers could only dream of. 

"Horikita. Have a seat," Chabashira-sensei indicated to the sofa 
opposite her own. 

"Thank you for taking the time out of your evening to see me on 
such an inconvenient day, sensei," I bowed my head a little, to show 
respect. 

Indeed, it was myself that requested this appointment, not the 
other way around. 

She gave me a curt nod of acknowledgement. Chabashira-sensei 
and I were similar people, not the type to talk about an excess of 
unnecessary things beyond basic formalities. 

"I have an idea of what you wish to talk about, but still, tell me. 
Why did you ask me to see you?" 

"I've... come to realise that my previous mindset was flawed. 
Numerous defeats have made that clear to me," I said. 

Those words were difficult to get out. 

"A change is needed, that much is certain. However, in order to 
make that change in preparation for the future of Class E, I need to 
know about the things that have occurred behind the scenes." 

From Koenji-kun's involvement in the island exam and success in 
the zodiac exam, to even the miraculous strategy of scoring all 
zeroes on our midterm exams that Hirata-kun conjured from 
nothing, there were many things that had happened around me that 
I simply haven't known about. 

I was naive to think that I knew it all, that I stood above the 


actions of everybody else. 

"I see how it is," Chabashira-sensei took a sip of the drink she had 
on the table in front of her. "To tell you about that, I first need to 
tell you about my story." 

I was surprised at how easily Chabashira-sensei agreed to tell me 
everything, and even more so at her eagerness to share a ‘story’. 

"You have started to grow, Horikita. I believe that in the future, 
you may become an important part of the class. That's why I'm 
telling you everything now." 

Like a psychic, she answered the question lingering at the back of 
my mind. 

"Compared to the other homeroom teachers, what is your 
perception of me?" 

An unexpected question arose. I wonder how this is relevant. 

"Chabashira-sensei is uncaring, and cold towards the students. 
That's why you even went as far as making us study the wrong 
midterm topics, no?" 

This was an undeniable fact. In this school, built on the premises 
of fairness and equal footing, Chabashira-sensei personally 
intervened in order to disadvantage her own class. 

"That's a reasonable assessment," she said. "But the truth is that it 
was not always like that." 

"One time, I was a student of Class D at this school, just like 
yourself." 

Huh? Chabashira-sensei also attended this school? And was 
allocated to Class D, too. Could it be that, to this day, she was bitter 
about her assignment? 

"Come the end of our three years, the race for Class A was as 
close as it can possibly be. The gap between Class A and Class D 
was less than 100 points." 

Such a story was difficult to believe. I mean, if you look at the 
Class A and Class D of this year, the difference is like night and day; 
one which barely lost any class points in the first month, and the 
other which managed to lose all 1000 of them. To think that a Class 
D which can keep up with Class A existed is an alien concept to 
current students like me. 

I sat quietly, and waited for Chabashira-sensei to continue her 
story. 

"In the end, our class, Class C, plummeted to rock bottom because 
of my mistake. The dream of graduating as Class A was crushed." 

I felt like I now understood the meaning of this story. My 
intuition told me that said 'dream' had never truly died. 

"You shouldn't blame yourself eternally for making one mistake," 

To my response, Chabashira-sensei simply shook her head. 


"You don't understand... when you destroy all hopes of achieving 
your own ambition with one silly decision, it's impossible not to be 
plagued by thoughts such as, 'What if I had done something 
different?" 

Regret was clear in her tone. For Chabashira-sensei, this incident 
was something that she couldn't move on from. 

"Horikita, Class E contains a wealth of talent. If I had to say, aside 
from the unique case of Class D, it has the most of any class." 

This kind of bold claim temporarily shocked me. No, it was more 
like, this kind of sentiment coming from Chabashira-sensei felt too 
uncharacteristic. 

"However, it is the original Class D. As I'm sure you're aware of 
by now, the students of this class come with a certain amount of 
baggage and eccentric personalities." 

Even though I myself was one of these students, the statement 
itself was hard to deny. Compared to the level-headed nature of 
Class A, Class E could be described as complete and utter chaos. 

"There needs to be a counter-balance in order for the class to 
function as a unit." 

"You think I can play that role?" 

"I certainly don't think it's unfeasible." 

Chabashira-sensei placed a considerable amount of responsibility 
on my shoulders. Class E was far too unpredictable for one person 
to simply control. 

"Now, about what has happened behind the scenes..." My ears 
perked up. This was the real interest I'd been waiting for. 

"As you've probably guessed, my ambition of reaching Class A 
never truly left. Every time I was assigned a new Class D, and I saw 
how pitifully helpless they all were, I could only bite my lip and 
don a mask of cold-heartedness." 

But this year was different. There was dormant potential lying 
within a sizeable number of the students. 

"This year, there is a particular student who possesses an 
incredible number of accolades in both academics and athletics 
from middle-school. You should know who I'm referring to; pretty 
much the only person you've talked to during your time here." 

I had guessed that mention of this mysterious existence would 
come up during this conversation. 

Of course, I knew who she was talking about. My neighbour, who 
sat at the very back of the classroom next to the window. Despite 
his face, which was always stoic and emotionless, I had picked up 
the sense that he always knew a lot more than he let on. 

"Well, do you remember when you came to see me right after the 
S-System was fully explained? I had originally planned to have him 


eavesdrop on us, and use his entrance exam scores among other 
things to expose his plan to seemingly remain in the background. 
However, he managed to convince me to take a different approach." 

Chabashira-sensei did not seem like someone who is easily 
convinced. Something substantial must have made her change her 
mind. 

"Apparently, he has a connection to K6enji." 

"Eh? To Koenji-kun?" 

"Yes. He seems to know him from before they enrolled at this 
school." 

Why did I find it impossible to imagine anybody actually knowing 
K6oenji? Especially from the past. It just... defied all logic. 

"Anyway, he told me about Koenji: what he wanted and how I 
could coerce him into working for the class. When it came time for 
the island exam, I put his advice to the test, and it worked perfectly, 
as you well know." 

Koenji-kun had told me that Chabashira-sensei had threatened 
him with expulsion, and that's why he had cooperated. However, 
now that I look back on it, it's strange. 

Surely somebody with Koenji-kun's reputation could simply put 
on the airs and act like they don't care about the prospect of 
dropping out? Following that logic, it only makes sense that 
Chabashira-sensei must have possessed more knowledge about what 
makes K6enji-kun tick in order to gain his cooperation. 

But wait, one thing didn't make sense... 

"You only started to use Koenji-kun right before the island exam? 
But I was under the impression that he was the one that 
orchestrated Class E's tactic to score all zeroes to guarantee 
everybody passes their midterms." 

A grin crept its way onto Chabashira-sensei's elegant features. 
"Well, I'm sure now you know who it was that was actually pulling 
the strings behind that one." 

I let out a sigh, and rubbed my temples. It seemed like moves had 
been made behind my back even within my own class. And I had 
been ignorant to it all. 

"I see... That's everything I wanted to know, thank you, Sensei. I 
need to go and think everything over before I decide on how to 
move forward," I told her. 

"Haha, right. I look forward to seeing how you, and everybody 
else, develops. Perhaps, against all odds, this class does have the 
capability to graduate as Class A." 

Taking Chabashira-sensei's parting words as a rare compliment, I 
got up from my seat, and went to exit the room. 

As I did, and I stepped out into the dark and gloomy corridor, I 


almost recoiled with surprise. There stood a lone, shadowy figure. 

Despite the fact that I couldn't make out their features, I just 
knew. It was him, the very person I'd just been talking about. 

"W-What are you doing here?!" 

My voice went surprisingly high, and I couldn't help but feel a 
little embarrassed. 

"Is it so surprising?" A monotone answer, as always. 

"Who comes to the school grounds after dark during vacation?!" 

A light chuckle. "You do, as it seems." 

"Were you following me?" 

"It was just a coincidence." 

Sceptical would be an understatement. There is absolutely no 
reason for a student to be here right now. 

The boy stepped forward, enough such that light from the rising 
moon illuminated his features. 

His oddly-coloured eyes studied me, like how a chess player 
would study the pieces on the board. 

"I take it you know what I was here for," I muttered to myself. 

Despite the status I liked to give myself, I found myself averting 
my eyes away from his gaze. He was somebody I truly could not 
understand, and it caused an indescribable unrest. 

"I have a general idea." 

I looked back toward him and narrowed my eyes. "What are you 
up to? Chabashira-sensei sung praises about your alleged abilities, 
so why go as far as getting her to use Koenji-kun instead of simply 
acting yourself?" 

It couldn't be that he didn't care about the class at all, like Koenji- 
kun, else he wouldn't have gone out of his way to help with the 
midterms. However, he was also reluctant to step up and try to lead 
the class himself. What were his motives in all of this? 

"It was something I came up with on the fly once I realised that 
we would have enemies." 

"Enemies?" 

"If you paid attention, even back during our first month, you 
could observe how the upperclassmen treated students of the other 
classes with hostility. Between the 'free necessities’ that some of 
them actually took, and the ‘us versus them' mentality that 
everybody seemed to carry, it was not hard to sense something was 
amiss. I thought it would be advantageous to lay low and wait for 
more information; who in our year was there to worry about? And 
how does the school function as a whole?" 

It took me a moment to digest this explanation. To be honest, I 
was a little confused why he was telling me this at all - he was 
never usually so open. 


"I guess it's a good thing you did, given the existence of the extra 
class that nobody knew about," I murmured. "Why are you being so 
honest all of a sudden?" 

"Rokusuke did well for Class E, but it now seems that he has freed 
himself from our sensei's shackles. But it doesn't matter; he has 
already given me everything that I needed." 

"And what might that be?" I asked him, trying to get as much out 
of this unique conversation as possible. 

"The ability to bide my time, and the opportunity to observe how 
the other classes operate. I have been able to analyse our enemies, 
while they know nothing about my existence." 

He had intentionally resigned himself to the background in order 
to give himself the advantage in terms of knowledge. From the 
start, he had planned for something like this. However... 

"You make it sound like the phase of "biding your time" is in the 
past." 

A smirk found its way onto his otherwise emotionless visage. 
"Indeed, maybe now it is time for me to come out of hiding. 
Without Rokusuke leading the class from behind the scenes, Class E 
won't be able to stand a fighting chance unless I intervene." 

Saying that, he unexpectedly started walking again. He went 
shoulder to shoulder with me, and then continued walking past. 

It was a wordless gesture to indicate that he'd let me know 
everything that he'd wanted me to know. 

However, amongst the swarm of questions I had rebounding 
around my brain, one thing stood out as something urgent that I 
had to ask, having been beaten down repeatedly while trying to 
fight myself. 

"Do you really think you can win? Against Class D, particularly. 
They're... incredibly strong." 

The lone sound of footsteps stopped momentarily, almost as if 
he'd expected me to ask that very thing. 

"I do not know the thing you call 'defeat'. Indeed, Class D is 
certainly strong. But it doesn't matter. In the end, they will fall 
alongside everyone else." 

A/N: 5620 words, way more than I intended to write tbh 
Imao. Did you guys miss me? 

I always seem to struggle with motivation when it comes to 
periods of less eventful chapters. However, without trying to 
falsely get anyones hopes up, with the sports festival about to 
kick off I should hopefully be able to start updating this fic 
regularly again. 

Also, after ages of contemplation, I finally decided on what 
to do with the 40th student of the original Class D now that 


Kiyotaka isn't there, and started to introduce them in this 
chapter. 

I'm happy to answer any questions if people have any. 

Other than that, thanks for reading <3 


Chapter 5-2: The Sports Festival 


Ayanokoji's POV 

The first of the month rolled around before the students knew it, 
and it was that time again already. 

After having gone near-enough a full month without any school 
classes, many found it jarring to attend them now that school 
restarted. Once a routine is broken, it can be difficult to simply fall 
back into it again. 

The turnover of a new month also meant other things that were 
unique to this school. My student account was topped up with 
83,200 fresh private points, bringing my balance up to a respectable 
total of 205,000 . 

Additionally, as certain people, such as myself, wearily shuffled 
up to their classrooms after what was certainly a late night caused 
by the lack of mandatory waking times, they were bound to notice 
something that had changed since the last time they were here. 

Indeed, the nameplate on the door to my classroom no longer 
labelled it as 'Class D'. Rather, it read 'Class B'. 

After the island special exam, our class soared up in points, 
effortlessly passing both the previous Class C and Class B. However, 
allotment of private points and changes in the class hierarchy are 
only calculated on the first day of each new month. 

As a result, despite the fact that we had been on more class points 
than Ichinose's class for a considerable length of time now, we had 
only just been officially promoted to Class B. 

I stepped inside, and it seemed like today, I was the last to arrive. 
I walked over to my desk and sat down next to Lelouch, who 
seemed to have about as much energy as a zombie on sleeping pills. 

"Stayed up late?" I asked. 

His amethyst eyes lazily drifted over to meet mine. 

"You don't even want to know the terrors I experienced 
yesterday," he answered, sending a traumatised glance to Kururugi. 

Before long, our beloved homeroom teacher, Ishihara-sensei, 
walked into the room looking sullen and deflated. 

"O-Oi what's the matter, sensei?!" Sora exclaimed. 

"I-I...". Ishihara-sensei stuttered, trying to repress tears from 
pouring out of her eyes. "I missed you guys so much!" 

".. eh?" 


"I was all by myself with no one to talk to for sooooooo long!" 

"What about the other teachers?" Light's puzzlement carried over 
in the tone of his question. 

Ishihara pouted. "They've all been working here together for ages! 
This is my first year ever! I feel like a fifth wheel!" 

"C-Calm down Sensei, everybody is back now." 

Lelouch's sleep-deprived words of comfort seemed to brighten 
Ishihara up a little. 

"You're right, everything is fine no~w." 

Like that, a flip was switched, and her mood did a complete 180. 

I had to ask myself whether this grown woman who acted like a 
child was putting on an act, or whether this was genuinely how she 
was. 

Back on the cruise ship, she had shown me a glimpse of her more 
serious side, which was often masked behind a carefree attitude. 

Certainly, there exists people who are usually laid-back and 
flippant, but who can also act seriously when the situation calls for 
it. 

However, this sensei's personality was exaggerated far beyond 
what could be described as merely ‘laid-back’. 

As I was pondering her very existence, she pulled out a rolled up 
piece of paper. By now, we all recognised what this was before it 
was even laid out and stuck to the blackboard. 

"Congratulations everyone! Our class has been moved up to Class 
B!" 

Additionally, the gap to Class A was extremely small, just a 
measly 42 points. It might be possible to close it in the near future. 

"It won't be long now until we're Class A," Sora sighed in 
disappointment. "I thought it'd be harder." 

"Nii is complacent." 

"T-I'm not! I'm just saying!" 

I could definitely see where Sora was coming from. With just a 
single special exam, we had closed the gap by around 400 class 
points. Then, despite the fact that there was no change to our class 
points after the zodiac exam, the gap was still closed more due to 
Class A's loss of 150 additional points. 

"Don't get ahead of yourself. The school was generous to begin 
with by giving us a special exam where numbers of people or other 
resources was not an important factor. However, the zodiac exam 
has shown us that the school is willing to burden us with a heavy 
disadvantage right from the start," said Ryuzaki. 

Indeed, the Zodiac special exam was more or less impossible for 
Class B to win. To begin with, we only actually had students in 
seven of the twelve assigned groups, so there was less potential for 


net gain immediately. Then, there was only one VIP allocated from 
Class B, which greatly diminished our ability to discover a pattern 
within the VIP assignments even though we'd deduced that there 
was one. 

Theoretically, it still would've been possible to acquire enough to 
figure it out. However, in practice, the other classes who kept their 
guards up after we demolished them during the island exam would 
never consider negotiating with us. 

Even if you came to the table with good intentions, if you had 
just previously been an enemy, you are likely to be viewed with 
suspicion and scepticism. 

For example, if you were bullied by someone, and that person 
asked you to meet them for a one-to-one talk, you would be 
reluctant to even hear them out at all, due to their status as an 
adversary. 

"Yeah, for all we know, the next special exam could require a 
significant number of private points as a class collective to gain an 
advantage. If that were to be the case, we would once again be 
fighting an uphill battle," I added. 

If you were trying to push up a slope, while somebody else was 
pushing downwards, opposite to you, it wouldn't be a surprise if 
you were overpowered. Strength is only the most important factor 
when it's a level playing-field. 

With our conversation dying down, Ishihara-sensei began to 
speak again. "From now until the end of September, in preparation 
for the upcoming Sports Festival, there will be an increase in the 
number of P.E. classes." 

As soon as Sensei uttered the words 'sports festival’, various 
reactions were noticeable among my classmates. 

Some of the more athletic students, such as Kururugi and Light, 
looked delighted at news of a contest that played to their strengths. 
Meanwhile, the less athletic students like Sora and Lelouch let out 
groans. 

"Is this a special exam, sensei?" I asked. 

It was difficult to imagine this school hosting something like this 
simply for fun. I'm sure that most students knew better than to 
assume that by now as well. 

"You can interpret it that way if you wish, the school will not 
affirm or deny the notion. However, what I can say is there'll 
certainly be a massive impact on each and every class." 

Further screams arose from the less proficient students. 

"Additionally, throughout the time leading up to, and during, the 
Sports Festival event, Class B will be temporarily disbanded." 


" " 


eecccccee 


Many of us struggled to understand whether we'd heard her right 
or not. 

"... huh? What do you mean, we'll be disbanded?" Sora asked 
what was on everyone's mind. 

"It's exactly like I said. During the time leading up to, and during, 
the sports festival, Class B will not have any classes of its own. 
Instead, the students of Class B will be distributed evenly amongst 
the other four classes." 

Chaos erupted. 

Us in Class B had speculated and prepared for various different 
curve balls the school could throw at us in the form of a special 
exam, but this was something that even I'd never expected. 

"The school board has deemed that the nature of the sports 
festival would be dysfunctional should a class of this size be 
included. Therefore, this unique measure is being put in place. Each 
one of you, for the next month, is going to be a temporary member 
of one of the other first-year classes. You will attend classes with 
them, and compete as part of their class during the event itself." 

"Does this mean that instead of working together, all of us will be 
instead fighting against each other?" Kururugi asked a question that 
implied such. 

"Again, you could interpret it that way," an ambiguous answer. 

We were each then handed out material that detailed the rules of 
the sports festival. Everybody turned the page, and seemed to 
become surprised in unison. 

"As you've probably just read, the sports festival has adopted a 
method of diving all school years into two separate groups and 
having them compete against each other. In every grade, apart from 
yours, Classes B and C will comprise the White Team, whilst classes 
A and D will make up the Red Team." 

The Sports Festival is not a battle between classes, but a battle 
between the Red Team and the White Team. 

This meant that depending on which class we were moved to, we 
would be fighting on the opposite team to some of our classmates. 

Also, in our grade, there are five classes, not four. As a result, I 
expected the classification of the teams for us to be specified 
slightly differently. 

"This is shaking up pretty much everything," Light murmured. 

He was correct. Up until now, regardless of whether it was a 
written exam or a special exam, the premise has always been that it 
was a fight between different classes. The sports festival turned that 
notion on its head. 

Additionally, it's a simultaneous battle involving all three grades. 
Up until now, all exams have been local to each year. 


"Take a look at all the different outcomes possible from the sports 
festival." Ishihara-sensei tapped her knuckle against the material in 
front of her. 

I dropped my gaze down to the printout I was given. 

There, the following was written: 

Guidelines of the Sports Festival 

The sports festival's competitive system consists of dividing all 
school years between the Red Team and the White Team. 

The classification will be Class A and Class D in the Red Team. 
The White Team will be made up of Class B and Class C. 

In the case of the first-year students, The Red Team will consist of 
Class A and Class E, and the White Team will have Class C and 
Class D. Students of Class B will instead be distributed evenly 
amongst the other four classes for the purposes of the sports 
festival. 

Allocation of points for all participants (Universal 
Competitions) 

- Ist Place: 15 points 
- 2nd Place: 12 points 
- 3rd Place: 10 points 
- 4th Place: 8 points 
- 1 point will be deducted for placing 5th or lower. 

- In the case of team competitions, the winning team will be 
awarded 500 points. 

Allocation of points for all participants (Recommended Only 
Competitions) 

- Ist Place: 50 points 
- 2nd Place: 30 points 
- 3rd Place: 15 points 
- 4th Place: 10 points 
- 2 points will be deducted for placing 5th or lower. 

- The relay which will be the final competition will award triple the 
points. 

Allocation of points for the outcome of Red Team vs. White 
Team 

For the totality of all school years, the losing team will have 100 
points equally subtracted from their class points over all school 
years. 

Allocation of points within separate school years 

Each class will also be ranked by their total performance across 
the sports festival. 

The class that takes first place will be awarded 50 class points. 

The class that takes second place will have no change to their 


class point total. 

The class that takes third place will have 50 class points 
subtracted. 

The class that takes fourth place will have 100 class points 
subtracted. 

"S-Seriously? The winning team doesn't even get a reward?" Sora 
said. 

"Technically, avoiding the loss of any class points is a reward," 
Lelouch retorted. 

He wasn't wrong. Even though your own class points won't 
directly be changed, you will still benefit in the sense that your 
enemies will drop down. 

"Additionally, the prizes among each class are negatively 
skewed," I said. 

"Huh? What do you mean?" Asked Kururugi. 

"You must finished first to gain anything, finishing second only 
means your points won't change. However, you take a loss by 
finishing third or fourth." 

In other words, there will be a net decrease in the class points of 
every grade. Kururugi seemed to understand when I explained it. 

"If your team loses and you come fourth out of all your year's 
classes, it means a total penalty of 200 class points. That would be a 
devastating blow to anyone," Ryuzaki said. 

Indeed, if we were to end up in that situation, it would erase 
almost all the progress we made to reach Class B. 

However, it is impossible for us to be cursed with that outcome. 
That is because our class will not exist for the purposes of the sports 
festival. 

Speaking of... 

"Sensei, how will the class point scoring for us work?" I asked. 

"That's next up in the guidelines~" 

Unique rules for the allocation of class points to Class 1-B 

All students of Class 1-B will inherit a percentage of the class 
points their temporary class gains or loses depending on their 
individual contributions to that class. 

The students' individual scores at the end of the sports festival are 
ranked for each class, and the Class 1-B students receive a 
percentage of the total gained class points of that class equal to the 
percentile in which the average of their individual ranks lies at. 

In the event that their class endures a loss of class points instead, 
Class 1-B students will also endure a percentage of that loss equal to 
the inverse of the percentile in which the average of their individual 


ranks lies at. 

For example, if I alone moved to a class that earned 100 class 
points, and I was the highest performing individual in the class, I 
would also gain 100 class points for Class B's total. If I were the 
lowest performing individual however, I would gain 0 class points. 

If instead the class lost 100 class points, and I was the highest 
performing individual, I would be safe and lose 0. However, if I 
were the lowest performing individual, Class B would also lose 100 
of those class points. 

For the rest of the possible rankings, the percentage of the class 
points that you receive must be figured out using math. 

You can find what rank you must be placed at in order to be part 
of a certain percentile by multiplying that percentile by the total 
size of the population. 

From this, you can also derive an equation to figure out what 
percentile any given sample fits into: one's percentile is equal to 
their rank divided by the total size of the population. 

This can be illustrated by using an example applicable to the 
sports festival. If I were to assume once again that the class gains 
100 points overall, but this time that I am only the 12th highest 
performer, how many of those 100 class points would I gain? 

With my added presence, the total population size is now 41, and 
the highest performing student is rank 41 for the sake of the 
equation. Thus, the 12th highest performer is rank 30. 

Using the previously derived equation, we can calculate that the 
12th highest performing student in a class of 41 students is in the 
73rd percentile. 

Therefore, if I were the 12th highest scoring student in the class 
that gains 100 points, I would receive a total of 73 points for Class 
B. 

If it was the case that the class lost 100 points, then I would take 
a hit equal to the inverse of the percentile instead, or 27 class 
points. 

For cases where 2 of us are in the same class, it is a little more 
complex. Instead of your individual rank, the average of your two 
ranks is used for the calculation. If one of you was the highest and 
one was the lowest performer, your average would be dead in the 
middle; the 50th percentile. 

If you're in the upper end of performances in your assigned class, 
you maximise potential gain and minimise potential loss, and it is 
the other way around if you're at the lower end. 

For students like Kururugi, who is likely to be one of the best 
students in whichever class he goes to, it means that he can gain 


almost the full amount of class points while being more or less 
immune to losing any. 

However, it was a different story for somebody like Shiro, who is 
likely to be among the worst performers in her class. 

Even if her class does well and receives a lot of class points, she 
still won't gain a very large percentage of those winnings. However, 
in the unfortunate event that Shiro's class loses points, she is subject 
to carrying nearly all of that loss as well. 

"W-What the hell is this?!" Sora cried out in horror. 

"Relax, for us, it's basically a matter of whether our class averages 
in the higher or lower end of athletics," Light told him. 

"Yeah, and some of us are going to be bringing that average 
down!" 

"It's okay. You can't be good at absolutely everything," Ryuzaki 
said. 

"B-But..." Sora clenched his fist in frustration. "I don't want to be a 
burden." 

I could understand how Sora felt. Being powerless is a terrible 
feeling that I was all too familiar with. 

"Basically, you athletic guys will have to compensate for the rest 
of us," Lelouch said grimly. 

Kururugi, Light, Ryuzaki and I need to gain a higher share of 
class points than the others lose. 

Individual Competition Rewards 

Students who place 1st in the individual competitions may choose 
one of the following rewards: 

- 5000 private points 
- 3 marks in a written exam (applicable in the next midterm exam) 
- 1 chip in the next special examination 

Students who place 2nd in the individual competitions may 

choose one of the following rewards: 
- 3000 private points 
- 2 marks in a written exam (applicable in the next midterm exam) 

Students who place 3rd in the individual competitions may 

choose one of the following rewards: 
- 1000 private points 
- 1 mark in a written exam (applicable in the next midterm exam) 

Students who place last in the individual competitions will have 
1000 private points subtracted from their balance. (In the case that 
the points in the student's possession are lower than 1000, they will 
incur a loss of 1 mark in a written exam instead). 

Regarding Foul Play 

Remember to comply with the rules of each competition. 


Students who violate the rules of a competition will be 
disqualified. 

If a student is found to be acting with malicious intent, they may 
be withdrawn from the sports festival entirely. The points earned by 
those individuals will be considered void. 

Best Performing Student Reward 

The student who scored the most points across all competitions 
will be awarded 100,000 private points. 

Best Performing Student Reward for Individual Grades 

The 3 students of each school year who scored the most points 
across all competitions will each be awarded 10,000 private points. 

Although the potential losses of the sports festival are definitely 
more threatening than previous special exams, a broad range of 
privileges have also been prepared for the top performers. In 
particular, though, everybody paid immediate attention to the 
selection of rewards possible from your placement in an individual 
competition. 

"You can win marks for the next midterms?" Kururugi said, 
bewildered. 

"Forget that! What the hell's a 'chip'?!" Sora shouted. 

Everybody looked towards Ishihara-sensei, expecting some sort of 
answer. 

"I can't tell, so~rry," she said with a wink. 

"How am I going to know what reward to pick if I don't even 
know what the reward is?!" 

"It's not like you'll be picking any rewards anyway," Lelouch 
laughed at him. 

"Oi! Neither will you!" 

Chuckles at the good-natured banter echoed around the room. 

"Actually, I might have some idea what a chip is," Light said, 
drawing in everyone's attention. "Right before the end of summer 
vacation, Nagumo mentioned the next special exam to AyanokOji 
and I." 

I recalled that moment, after the second years had just destroyed 
us first-years with ease in a soccer match. Nagumo was 
disappointed at the level of our teammates, and so told us about 
what the real battle will be. 

"He said it will be a meritocratic exam where all students in the 
school will fight not as classes, but as individuals, for a lone spot as 
the best." 

"Eh? So we'd all be directly fighting each other?" Kururugi 
scratched his head. 

"It seems that way, yes," I murmured. 


I wondered what the prize of such an exam could possibly be. 
You couldn't award the winner with class-based merits, as that 
would allow for the possibility of collusion between classmates, 
which would defeat the premise. 

"I see. If there can only be one winner, it makes sense that they'd 
have some sort of score for each student. The winner is whoever has 
the most 'chips' at the end." Sora speculated. 

"The term 'chip' sounds like it implies something different to just 
simply ‘point’, doesn't it?" Lelouch asked. "As if they are more than 
just a tally that goes up." 

Chips are most commonly used in betting games between friends, 
when you don't want to put real money at stake. Ordinarily, I 
wouldn't think much of it, but this school has a history of using very 
deliberate wording to give us hints. As such, I wouldn't be surprised 
if the next special exam involved some kind of system where 
students have to take chips from each other. 

"No matter what they are, having more of them has to be a good 
thing, right?" Shiro's quiet voice said. 

"Yeah. If having more means I have a better chance of beating all 
of you guys, I'll definitely take as many as I can," a fire lit in Light's 
eyes as he spoke. 

Everybody in this class is extremely competitive. If you had lived 
a life of being the best, it was only natural to seek out somebody 
who could rival yourself. A good challenge. We welcomed the 
opportunity to compete with open arms. 

After completion of all competitions, within a school year a total 
count of all points will be conducted, and the bottom 10 individuals 
will be penalized: 

- 10 marks deduction for the next written exam 
- 1 less chip in the next special exam 

Another mention of chips in regard to the next special exam. It 
seems they will play a pivotal role in it. 

Lelouch sagged. "Another penalty..." 

"There's 160 people in our year, I'm sure you can beat at least ten 
of them," Kururugi reassured him. 

Surely, there must be students worse than Lelouch. Primarily, 
there was Sakayanagi, whose disability won't be spared by this 
ruthless school and who is guaranteed to be one of these students. 
Additionally to her, there are a number of students I could think of 
immediately with physical abilities comparable to Lelouch; Ike and 
Yamauchi sprung to mind. 

"Luckily for us, nobody in this class has concerning exam scores, 


so this penalty is largely irrelevant," Light said. 

"Yeah, the rewards and penalties that involve exam marks seem 
more geared towards the students who are strong in athletics but 
weak in academics. For those students, the sports festival is a great 
opportunity," I added. 

If you imagine a student like Sudo, who struggles in written 
exams but possess tremendous physical ability, this could be seen as 
the perfect chance to not only contribute to his class, but also to 
ensure safety when it's time for the midterms as well. 

After reviewing and understanding the rules, it was time to go 
over the events that we would be participating in during the sports 
festival. 

It seemed like they were divided into two categories: 'Universal 
Participation’ events and 'Recommended Only Participation’ events. 

Universal Participation is, literally, an event where all the 
students of a class participate. The individual 100-meter sprint is 
like that, and some group competitions such as tug of war also fall 
under this category. 

On the other hand, Recommended Only Participation means a 
competition where only select students nominated from their 
respective classes compete. The contents of this are the scavenger 
hunt, the mixed gender three-legged race and the 1200-meter relay. 

It can be expected that, in each class, the most talented 
individuals will be selected to participate in the Recommended 
Only Participation events. 

On the surface, the sports festival appears simple; the rise and fall 
of class points is determined solely by the results of the 
competitions, which everyone can openly view. However, just like 
with the uninhabited island and shipboard exams, it is not actually 
that simple. 

The change of class points is tied to two separate results: the 
individual rankings of each class within a school year, and the 
outcome of the battle between The Red Team and The White Team. 

This creates an unusually troublesome subtlety to the dynamic of 
the event. It's important to be concerned about the classes 
belonging to the other team, as you would expect, but it is also 
important to keep tabs on the ally, too. 

Theoretically, we'll be helping another class out for the purpose 
of achieving victory for our team. However, in order to come out on 
top in the total count of each school year's points, it is also 
necessary to ensure that one's own class occupies the top spots in as 
many competitions as possible. 

"Every event held during the sports festival is listed on the 
printouts." 


As Ishihara-sensei said, there was indeed a list of every event, 
categorised by the set of participation rules to which they belonged. 

Universal Participation Events 

- 100-meter dash 
- Hurdle race 
- Capture the flag (Boys Only) 

- Ball-toss game (Girls Only) 

- Tug of war divided by gender 
- Obstacle course race 

- Three-legged race 

- Cavalry Battle 

- 200-meter dash 

Recommended Only Participation Events 

- Scavenger Hunt 
- Omnidirectional tug of war 
- Mixed gender three-legged race 
- 3 school years mixed 1200-meter relay 

A grand line up of 13 competitions. 

"O-Oi! What the hell! It should only be 3 or 4 events a single 
person does, right?!" 

Apparently, Sora's dissatisfaction stemmed from the large number 
of Universal Participation events being held. 

"You don't get coddled here like in middle-school, I'm afraid," 
Ishihara-sensei shook her head. 

"Sensei, what happens if one of the participants is ill or absent?" 
Ryuzaki asked. 

"Good question, Ryuzaki-kun~" Ishihara hummed in a cheerful 
voice. "Absent participants are absent. In the case of individual 
events, you will be disqualified, and in the case of group events, 
like the cavalry battle, it simply means you'll be missing a horse." 

It simply means you'll be missing a horse' was not a sentence I'd 
expected to hear from our teacher today. 

"We are using a participation table system, you see. If you were 
able to freely swap participants between events and such, it would 
make it redundant." 

"Participation table...?" Shiro repeated. 

"Mhmm! Your participation table determines in what order you 
will take part in the events. Every student is required to participate 
in the 100-meter dash, for example, but obviously they will not all 
do so at the same time. Therefore, we have the participation table; 
students will compete with those chosen from other classes who 
share the same place in their participation table as your own. Got 


it?" 

We nodded our heads in understanding. It would be imperative to 
review the ‘participation table' closely, as it is a unique method that 
none of us will have seen before. 

Also... 

"Doesn't that give Class B an advantage?" Sora scrutinised the 
rules. 

"It does?" Kururugi looked confused. 

"Normally, the participation table would be private. Ideally, you 
don't want your star players facing off against the star players from 
the other classes, because then there's a much higher chance them 
being defeated," Sora explained. 

"That's right. However, us in Class B will have members in every 
class. Therefore, we'll have knowledge of all the other classes’ 
participation tables. We have the potential to manipulate the 
matchups of the events to a degree," Lelouch finished. 

From the perspective of the other classes, this is most likely the 
most troublesome part of the event. The sharing out of Class B 
students. It would be difficult to come up with a good way to keep 
the guests, who are neither fully ally nor enemy, in check. 

"With Recommended Only Participation events, however, it is 
possible to make a substitution for the low, low price of 100,000 
private points!" 

"That's not low!" everyone exclaimed simultaneously. 

Substitutions were completely optional. It was likely that, in the 
event that one of the participants' health deteriorates, it would be 
left up to the students themselves on whether to make a 
substitution or not. Seeking medical care was not mandatory unless 
it was a severe injury. 

"One last thing, Sensei," I voiced my question. "By what method 
are we assigned to our classes?" 

I'm sure that everybody had been wondering such a thing 
throughout the entire explanation. However, before you could 
properly discuss the best course of action in relation to this, it was 
important to fully understand the rest of the rules first. 

"I was wondering when you might ask," Ishihara grinned. "At 6pm 
in two days' time, a selection event will be held amongst 
representatives of each of the first-year classes, including Class B. 
These representatives must be elected amongst the class 
beforehand, and submitted to me before 5pm on the day. If there is 
no submission, then the representative will be chosen randomly by 
the school." 

It is interesting to see that every class is involved in the selection. 
Ordinarily, you'd expect that either we get 100% of the choice, or 


that the other classes make the choices between themselves. 

"There will be two ballots held. Firstly, four random Class B 
students are proposed. Then, each representative must secretly 
write down on their voting cards a first choice, second choice, third 
choice and fourth choice from the options. The Class B 
representative must instead write down which class they wish each 
student would go to; this will be used as a tiebreaker in the event 
that multiple classes vote for the same student, or to assign a 
student in the event that nobody votes for them." 

If you were the representative of another class, you had to be 
careful, because we in Class B held a certain amount of sway over 
the results of the ballot. 

If the options chosen were Kururugi, Light, Ryuzaki and Shiro, for 
example, it wouldn't be as simple as simply voting for Kururugi as 
your first choice. If another class also did the same, you ran the risk 
of losing the tiebreaker and instead getting the obvious fourth 
choice, Shiro. 

You might instead assume that the best course of action was to 
list the second-best student as your first choice, but there is still the 
risk that somebody else thought along the same lines as you. 

As a representative of another class, it was paramount that you 
consider both how the other representatives will think, and in 
which way our Class B representative will try to distribute their 
students, when evaluating risk and ordering your selections. 

Of course, it isn't the end of the world if Shiro, Sora or Lelouch 
get placed in your class. However, there's no denying that Kururugi, 
who will most likely dominate every event he participates in, is an 
invaluable asset to a class. 

There's also the aspect of each person's personality since the Class 
B students will be moving classes for a full month. It's clear that 
Lelouch and Sora will not be of great help during the sports festival 
itself, but as leaders and strategists, they could still be very useful to 
a class if used correctly. 

That's why it'll still be important to consider the options carefully 
when making your decision. For example, Class E, and Horikita in 
particular, has held animosity for Sora ever since he humiliated 
them at the start of the school year. Should he be assigned to their 
class, they will likely not gel together very well at all, and his 
presence could have a negative impact on the atmosphere in the 
classroom, which are both elements that could worsen the overall 
performance in indirect ways. 

The quality of training, the cohesion of the students, the 
strategies employed and most importantly, the personality of the 
Class B members that could either motivate the class as a leader or 


demotivate them as an antagonist. 

Ichinose should consider that her ideals directly clash with 
Lelouch's, for example, and try to avoid taking him above 
everything else. Her ideal choices would be Kururugi and Light, the 
two students that align best with the mindset of Class B. However, 
Kururugi in particular will be a uniquely contested pick, due to his 
extraordinary physical abilities. 

"The second ballot will be exactly the same, but instead consisting 
of the other three students that weren't selected for the first. In the 
second ballot, 'None' is also a choice that must be submitted." 

One of the classes will take just a single Class B student, whereas 
the rest will each be assigned two. I wondered briefly whether it 
would be advantageous to vote for 'None' as your first choice if you 
were the representative of another class. Two personalities being 
added to your class would certainly disrupt the harmony more than 
just one, but there is also more potential for points to be gained if 
you have two extra students than just one extra. 

"That's all for now! Today and tomorrow will be you guys’ only 
classes together for a while, and once the assignments of Class B 
students are complete, they are irreversible. You should make sure 
that you consider very carefully what strategy you will employ." 

Ishihara-sensei gave us some words of advice, before skipping 
happily out of the classroom. 

"We should meet up after-school to discuss all of this. There'll be 
no time during classes today," Light said, garnering everyone's 
agreement. 

For the rest of the school day, the seven of us simply focused on 
our usual classes, with thoughts about the sports festival sitting 
patiently in the back of our minds. 

A/N: 5776 word chapter, only 36 hours or so after I finished 
the last one too Imao. Look at me being all motivated. 

We finally made it to the sports festival, and I have a much 
easier time writing when there's something actively going on 
in the story, which probably explains it. 

Also, just out of interest, does anybody know how many 
other fully-fledged fanfics have gotten this far? I read Self-Test 
up to v3 back at the time, but then stopped reading fanfics for 
a while so idk if that has continued up to v5 or not. Most fics I 
see are either reactions or one shot books, so I'm not really 
sure how many full-story type ones like Self-Test and my book 
there even are, let alone how many got to this point lmao. 

Other than that, thank you all for reading, and staying 
patient with me even when I didn't update for a long time. I 
love you all <3 


Chapter 5-3: Distribution Strategy 


Ayanokoji's POV 

During our second homeroom period it has been decided that 
students across all school years would be having a meeting. Over 
400 people, including instructors and students, gathered in the 
gymnasium. The entire student body from the 1st years up to the 
3rd years divided up between the Red Team and the White Team. 

I glanced around the room, trying to spot the various important 
figures among the student body. However, the vast number of 
students packed into this one gymnasium made it too difficult. 

The room was divided between The Red Team and The White 
Team. As a result, us in Class 1-B, who hadn't yet been assigned to a 
team, looked out of place as we stood awkwardly in an area that 
wasn't on either side of the room. 

Within both teams, a couple of senior students stepped forwards, 
drawing attention from everybody, and began addressing the 
students on their team. 

"Isn't this a little intimidating?" Sora murmured to himself. 

Indeed, when there were nearly 500 students gathered in a room 
like this, it was hard to be the only ones not conforming to the 
division. 

We could all feel glances towards us at regular intervals coming 
from various students. Most of them seemed to be second and third 
years, who were most curious about our class after reading about 
the special case in the guidelines of the sports festival. 

I glanced over to the students who'd stepped forward to lead each 
team. 

On The Red Team's side, I had expected the student council 
president, and leader of the third year Class A, Horikita Manabu, to 
step up. However, this didn't seem to be the case. Like with The 
White Team, a student who I didn't recognised had took the 
position instead. 

Before long, each team began to further divide, this time between 
school years. It was natural, of course. The only event that was 
mixed between grades was the relay at the end; other than that, 
every event was confined to competition against other students 
from the same year as you. 

As a result, it was only logical that it would be most important to 


get to know the other class in your grade that's on the same team. 

With this further sorting, it became much easier to spot certain 
individuals among the crowd. 

On The White Team's side, there weren't too many students who 
stood out. Of course, Ichinose and Rytien were prominent figures 
among the first years, but the senpais were far less notable. 

The second and third years were, after all, dominated by their 
respective Class As, which all belong to The Red Team. 
Consequently, you could assume that in terms of leadership and 
strategy, it was skewed in The Red Team's favour right from the get- 
go. 
"Isn't this a little unfair?" Kururugi, who was also comparing the 
two sides, seemed to be thinking a similar thing to me. 

"You're right. The way the second and third years are split seems 
very unbalanced," Lelouch responded. 

On The Red Team's side, one individual stood out even amongst 
the others. This was the leader of the second year Class A, and 
student council vice president, Nagumo Miyabi. 

Whereas the other grades' Class A and Class D each had a 
respective leader shaking hands and discussing their future 
cooperation, Nagumo stood as a lone ruler addressing every second- 
year member of The Red Team. 

"He has influence, I'll give him that," Light remarked. 

"I don't like him at all," Sora glared with hostility. 

At that moment, Nagumo glanced over to us with a smile, as if he 
felt our eyes on him. 

"Bastard." 

Near the start of the year, Sora had discovered that Nagumo had 
taken advantage of Ichinose by dangling admission to the student 
council in front of her. I didn't know for certain, but this kind of 
issue in particular seemed to strike a chord of anger in the spiky- 
haired boy, who'd held disdain for Nagumo ever since. 

The student council president, Horikita Manabu, was swarmed 
with students seeking his advice and strategy, despite the fact that 
he had deliberately let a different student take the reigns. 

You can imagine that student must feel undermined, however, it's 
not like you can blame the third years, especially his own 
classmates. 

They had spent a long time following his leadership, and 
witnessed time and time again his exemplary abilities, which had 
no doubt been showcased through various feats across his time at 
this school. 

The most obvious of which was the story that any third-year 
student would tell you if you asked them about the elder Horikita - 


that he had become the student council president during his first 
year by outvoting the third year who was vice-president the year 
before, and who was expected to take over after the previous 
student council president. 

Then, of course, there were the first years. Katsuragi had 
approached the pillar of Class E, Hirata, acting once again as Class 
A's figurehead. 

However, if you looked at the body language of the Class A 
students, it was evident that support for Katsuragi was running thin. 
Beneath the surface, most of them seemed to back the other big 
name in Class A, Sakayanagi Arisu. 

She sat elegantly on a chair with her cane by her side, radiating a 
sort of fairy-like beauty. However, these looks were deceiving, as 
Sakayanagi was much more than just a beautiful girl; she was 
intelligent and cunning, the most dangerous kind of opponent. 

She also seemed to know a little about my past. I had to remain 
wary of her. Even if she claims that she simply wants a fair contest 
with me, there was no telling what her true motivations could be. 

Teaming up with them was Class E. I had to admit that the 
potential in this class was extremely high - if it was harnessed, Class 
E could become a serious threat come this time next year. 

Each student who was blessed with talent was also held back by 
some form of flaw. With Sudo, it was his explosive temper. Ike 
could be a respectable form of all-around student, if it weren't for 
the fact that he was too lazy to learn how to socialise, study or 
exercise. Horikita was proficient in both academics and athletics, 
but was held back by her mindset and ego. To be fair to her, 
though, she had began to show signs of developing. 

Last but most certainly not least, Koenji. An enigmatic figure who 
possessed ability that could easily rival even that of the student 
council president, Horikita Manabu, but simply didn't want to put it 
to use. 

That was on the surface, anyway. I had theorised that Koenji was 
actually pulling the strings behind the scenes of Class E, which 
would explain both their surprise result during the uninhabited 
island exam, and their mysterious tactics of scoring all zeroes 
during the midterms. 

Koenji didn't seem like he faked his flippant personality, though. 
It was far too genuine. Instead, I queried Ishihara-sensei and found 
out that during special exams, the homeroom teachers aren't given 
any more information than their students are. 

Thus, you can conclude that the school expects that, if they were 
given all the information, that the homeroom teachers would act 
with bias in favour if their own class. 


From this, you can reasonably deduce that there is an incentive 
not just for the students, but for the teachers as well, for reaching 
Class A. If that's the case, it's entirely possible that Chabashira- 
sensei had noted Koenji's extraordinary ability, and had decided to 
make direct use of it herself. 

The homeroom teachers are just humans like the students, after 
all. If you understood human nature, they were not much harder to 
read. 

"So are you saying you have no intention of cooperating?". 

From slightly afar, a girl's voice reverberated through the 
gymnasium. Everyone's eyes turned towards her to see what was 
happening. That voice belonged to 1st year Class B's Ichinose 
Honami. 

Beyond her gaze, a class worth of students were making a move 
to leave the gymnasium. Among them, a single student who was 
walking with his hands in his pockets, turned around. It's Class D's 
leader Rytien Kakeru. 

You do know I'm leaving out of goodwill, right? Even if I offered 
to cooperate it's not like you guys would believe me anyways. 
Ultimately it'll end up as a thorough investigation right? If that's the 
case, it's just a waste of time." 

"I see. So you were thinking of saving us time. I see." 

"That's precisely right. You'd better be grateful." 

Laughing, Rytien began walking out with all the students of Class 
D in tow. 

It was a scene that confirmed to us that there are no disruptions 
to the dictatorship of Class D. 

"Hey, Rytien-kun. Are you confident you can win this time 
without cooperating?" 

To the bitter end, it seems Ichinose is intent on cooperating with 
Ryiien, as she tries pulling him back. 

But Rytien did not stop walking. 

"Kuku. I wonder." 

We in Class B simply watched from afar as Class D trailed out of 
the gymnasium, much to Ichinose's dismay. 

"How stupid," Light scoffed. 

I had to agree. If you were a second- or third-year student, 
perhaps you could get away with not cooperating with your 
teammates. However, the dynamic was changed for us first-years. 

Due to the existence of Class B, whose students will shortly be 
temporarily moved to a new first-year class, it was important to 
work together with your ally for the best chance of getting the ideal 
extra students. 

"Perhaps he did it on purpose to make the others think that he 


won't cooperate," Ryuzaki said. 

That was certainly a possibility that not many would think of. 

The altercation had attracted the attention of not just The White 
Team, but students of The Red Team as well. Maybe that was 
intentional. 

"Guys, excluding the whole deal of distributing us to the other 
classes, is that much strategy really possible here? I mean, the 
results are purely based off athletic competition, right?" 

Kururugi's question was more reasonable than you would think if 
you were someone who had thought everything through already. 

"You are mostly right, but it is true that there is still room for 
some tricks," Sora answered. "For example, take myself, who is so 
unathletic that I'd lose to 90 percent of the students in the school. If 
the events were arranged in such a way that I only faced off against 
the other 10 percent, it would still be possible for me to win." 

"On the flip side, even someone who is athletically strong, like 
me, would still lose if they happened to be matched up against the 
small population of students that are even stronger," Light added. 

"I see," Kururugi said. 

I sometimes wondered how he still had it in him to ask questions. 
Most people would feel to embarrassed by this point, and try to 
feign that they know as much as the rest of us. 

"It won't make a big impact, though," I said. "Athletic ability will 
still be by far the largest deciding factor." 

You could figure this out even if you weren't super intelligent, 
simply by being observant. 

Even though the students, due to the fact that a big impact on the 
class points was at stake, had taken to labelling the sports festival as 
a 'special exam’, the school themselves had never used the term. 

Ishihara-sensei had given an ambiguous answer when we asked, 
simply stating, 'You may interpret that way if you wish,' and all of 
the material and instructions we have been given regarding the 
sports festival had only ever called it that; mention of a ‘special 
exam! was nowhere to be found. 

You could come to realise how special exams are differentiated 
from other occasions that could also influence the class points. 

The uninhabited island exam and the zodiac exam. The thing that 
these two exams shared was the principle that there are an 
unlimited number of strategies and skills you could use to try to 
overcome them - they were designed deliberately to allow students 
to operate outside the scope of the rules, using exploits and unseen 
abilities to aid their victory. 

The other two occasions in which a change in class points was 
dependent on the outcome were the midterm written examinations, 


and now the present-day sports festival. 

The written exams, too, are designed deliberately. It is still 
possible to use some tricks, such as using private points to purchase 
a minor advantage, or scoring all zeroes which ensures everybody's 
safety at the cost of potential class point rewards. 

However, the core principle was that your academic ability was 
tested. Despite the multitude of small tricks you could employ, the 
overarching factor that determined the outcome was by far the 
academic ability of the students. 

Following that same logic, you can also deduce that the sports 
festival, which similarly contains a class point change dependent on 
the outcome, follows the same principle, but instead testing athletic 
ability rather than academic. 

"To put it simply, there is some element of strategy involved - 
figuring out the athletic prowess of the students in the other classes 
and predicting in what order they'll set up their participation - but 
fundamentally, someone like who that is extremely proficient 
physically will still come out on top in nearly every competition, no 
matter how much planning the opponents do," Lelouch said to his 
childhood friend. 

Kururugi looked happy to hear this kind of thing. He must be 
thinking that this is the opportunity for him to finally become a 
main contributor to Class B. 


AVAVAVWA 


The evening rolled around, and Class B was assembled in its 
classroom, likely for one of the last times for a while. 

The purpose of this gathering was, of course, to discuss our 
strategy in regards to the distribution of ourselves to the other four 
classes. 

Sora stood up, and walked over to the blackboard, picking up a 
chalk from the teacher's podium. 

"First of all, we should determine what our ideal distribution 
would be if we had complete control over it. Then, after that, we 
will think about how the other classes may see it and try to 
influence it, and we will come up with a strategy and a compromise 
from there." 

Sora had become the primary drive behind Class B's strategical 
discussions. His organised thought process, ability to think ahead 
and accurately predict the movements of others made him a perfect 
fit for this kind of role. 

He had never faltered in his methods, either, and as a result, 
nobody had taken issue with him stepping up once more. 


On the blackboard, he drew a table split into four columns: A, C, 
D and E. 

"| think that we should try to put Kururugi in the worst 
performing class possible," I said. 

"Huh?" he looked at me confused. He'd likely expected me to say 
that he should be put somewhere that he can gain as much as 
possible. 

"Look, in terms of both the class rankings and the outcome of The 
Red Team versus The White Team, there is a net loss of class points. 
And since we'll have students in every class, we're guaranteed to 
carry more instances of loss than gain." 

It was a simple question of whether it would be better to use 
Kururugi to maximise gain or minimise loss. 

"For a class, there is the potential to lose a massive 200 class 
points, but it is only possible to gain 50 points, and that is by 
scoring the most points in your year," Light said. 

"It's troublesome that there are two separate instances of loss," 
Sora explained, drawing a venn-diagram on the blackboard as he 
spoke. 

"From the classes, and from the teams. If Kururugi is the top 
performer of his class, then it will fully negate 100 percent of the 
class points loss. As a result, the ideal scenario is to use him here," 

As he said ‘here’, Sora drew an X in the middle of the venn- 
diagram, the area in which the two circles overlap. 

The reason for this is that, Kururugi can only nullify one class 
worth of point loss. Therefore, we want the number of classes that 
lose points to be as small as possible. 

If the class that scores the worst in our school year happens to be 
on the winning team in the end, then they will lose 100 points. 
Then, two other classes will also lose 100 points, as a result of them 
being on the losing team. Only one class will be safe - with the 
limited number of athletic students at our disposal, such a situation 
would be a disaster to face. 

Instead, it would be better if the worst performing class is also on 
the losing team. This way, they would lose 200 class points, but it 
wouldn't matter to us because Kururugi could completely nullify it. 
Then, there would only be one other class also at a loss, and we 
have enough athletic students amongst the rest of Class B to bring 
that loss down to a negligible amount as well. 

In other words, we are fine if there are only two classes at a loss. 
If there are three, it will be impossible for us to not take a net loss 
too. 

"To decide how to distribute our students, then, we first need to 
predict how the results will look," Lelouch said. 


"The Red Team... will win..." Shiro said. 

I'm sure everyone agreed with that assessment. In the second and 
third years, Horikita Manabu and Nagumo Miyabi's individual 
talents as well as leadership abilities should carry The Red Team to 
a comfortable victory. Amongst the first-years, The Red Team also 
possesses a lot of talent; Sudo and Koenji are two of the most 
physically gifted students in the year. 

"So, we want either Class C or Class D to finish last, and for 
Kururugi to be the sole Class B students in that class." 

It was a scenario that would require a lot of variable factors to 
fall into place. 

"If I had to bet, I would say that Class E will rank in first place. 
Then, Class C in second. Between Class A and Class D, I'm not sure 
which will finish last. However, in this scenario, Class D would also 
incur the loss from The White Team being beaten, so Kururugi's 
assignment there would be the best course of action." 

Negating the penalty from one of The White Team's classes while 
also negating the penalty for finishing in third or fourth place. The 
only potential problem is that things may not turn out how we 
predict. 

"It doesn't matter. The key to long-term success is to consistently 
make the good decisions. It's inevitable that sometimes, a good 
decision will result in a poor outcome due to external factors," 
Ryuzaki seemed to read my mind, and addressed my concerns in a 
thorough analysis. 

"Hmm, so Kururugi and 'None' should go to Class D. Of all of 
them, this is the most important thing to ensure," Sora said, writing 
those two words in the 'D' column. 

"I have an idea to help solidify that," Lelouch said. 

"Go on," 

"We could try to negotiate with Class A by promising to give 
them the best students other than Kururugi. By using our tie- 
breaker votes, as long as Class A puts down, say Light for example, 
as their first-choice, they are guaranteed to get him. Then we can 
assume that Kururugi will go to a tie-breaker, and vote for him to 
go to Class D ourselves." 

In Lelouch's strategy, there is a risk for both sides. For us, there is 
the obvious risk that Rytien doesn't put Kururugi as his first choice. 
If this were to happen, it would be impossible for Kururugi to go to 
Class D no matter what we do. 

On Class A's end, there is the less-obvious risk that the strategy 
hinges on the fact that there will be athletic students in both 
ballots. If the first ballot happens to consist of me, Kururugi, Light 
and Ryuzaki, then it will be impossible for Class A to take two 


athletic students. 

Both of Class A's core figures, Katsuragi and Sakayanagi, are no 
doubt good at thinking ahead. If we were to offer them this 
arrangement, they would both certainly think of this problem as 
well. As a result, it may be troublesome to come to an agreement. 

"I think we should try it. It has the highest chance of working of 
any alternative. We should try to open negotiations with Class A as 
soon as possible, so that if they leave the table, we still have time to 
come up with something else." I voiced my opinion. 

Nods and agreeing sentiments came from around the room. It 
seemed that Class B's initial plan of action was decided. 

Sora added to the table, as an example, my name and Light's to 
the Class A column, and Ryuzaki and Lelouch to the Class E 
column. Finally, himself and Shiro would go to Class C. 

"It's the ideal scenario," Light agreed. 

Class E is likely to win overall, so Ryuzaki should be able to at 
least keep the average of himself and Lelouch at a reasonable level, 
such that we gain a few class points. 

However, there was a major issue. 

"If The White Team does indeed lose, and we assume that Sora 
and Shiro do not do very well in their class, then they'll be hit with 
a big portion of that 100-point blow. Class B would end up with a 
net-negative of about 50 points," Lelouch said with a frown. 

What can really be done about that, though? Sora and Shiro will 
be even worse if separated, so it's impossible to balance out their 
poor physical ability. It is also impossible to put them in the 
winning class, Class E, to avoid a loss. This is due to the animosity 
between them and Blank. 

A thoroughly tricky situation. 

"Well, about that," Sora began. "A month is quite a long time. 
With the right training, and a helping of willpower and 
determination, it's possible for a completely untrained person to 
improve a lot in that time, right? I don't want to be useless, let 
alone be a burden." 

Most people with some experience in exercise are aware that the 
first three-month period after you start working out is the period in 
which your growth is at its fastest. Sora is hoping that, in just the 
first month of that period, that he can go from drastically below 
average to at least average. 

"It's feasible," I supported him. "Us in Class B can pool our 
knowledge of the participation tables together, too, and manipulate 
the matchups to pit you up against weak opponent's. It might be 
possible to get Sora's score up to a decent level." 

Once again, the strategy required a whole host of different things 


to come together and work perfectly. However, if anybody could 
pull it off, I believed it was this class. 

Determined looks spread around the room. It seemed like the goal 
had been set. 

"We'd better start thinking of opening up negotiations with Class 
A, then, huh?" Lelouch grinned. 

"Could you let me handle that?" I asked. 

"Eh? Ayanokoji?" 

"I, uh," I fumbled trying to think of how to explain this 
information to them. "I have a connection with Sakayanagi. Things 
might go smoother if I talk to her." 

"A connection," Light raised his eyebrow. 

I sighed. "We met each other as children." 

Surprise spread like a fire, and a chorus of, 'What?!' pierced the 
tranquil quiet of the lonely, evening school. 

In particular, Ryuzaki's eyes widened considerably. He seemed 
extra surprised. 

Why? 

"Why did you never tell us this before?!" Lelouch exclaimed. 

"I didn't think it was important..." 

"Of course it's important!" 

I was assaulted by such words. 

"Guys, calm down. Maybe AyanokoOji just didn't think it was a big 
deal? I mean, nobody thought it was one that you and I were 
friends from before, right?" 

Kururugi came to my rescue. I had never been more thankful for 
another man's existence before. 

"Thank you, Kururugi," I said, to which he returned a smile. 

"Anyway," Sora brought our attention back to business. "If that's 
true, then Ayanokoji should go ahead." 

After the shock had died down, there were no complaints about 
me doing so. 

With that being said, our strategy meeting concluded, and we all 
went our separate ways for the rest of the evening, while I was 
tasked with contacting Sakayangi. 

Ordinarily, I would have no idea how to get in touch with her, 
but luckily for me, there is somebody perfect for this kind of 
situation at my disposal. 

I typed a number into my cell phone, and after a few rings, 
someone picked up on the other end. 

"Ayanokoji-kun! Hello!" a radiant voice full of energy greeted me 
from through the speakers. 

"Kushida, I need your help with something," I responded. 
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Chapter 5-4: Our New Classes 


Ayanokoji's POV 

Two days after the announcement of the upcoming all-grade 
sports festival, us first years were assigned the extra task of 
participating in a ballot to determine the temporary relocations of 
the Class B students. 

As the elected plenipotentiary of Class B, I, along with four other 
students, were required to attend a meeting at the student council 
room in a few minutes. 

After holding talks with Sakayanagi, I had managed to come to 
an agreement with her. As the one who was present for the 
negotiations, it was only natural that I, who was most familiar with 
what was said, was also chosen to go and complete the ballots for 
Class B. 

However, due to the risk that Class A has to undertake as a result 
of the element of randomness involved in the selection, Sakayanagi 
had also required me to do a bonus favour for her during the time 
of the sports festival itself in exchange for her requirement. 

Truly, what a devious woman. She was an excellent negotiator; 
equipped with a good understanding of what each side values and 
seeks, Sakayanagi Arisu was able to get as much as possible out of a 
given negotiation without pushing the other person to leave the 
table. 

Honestly, could easily have been a candidate to join Class B 
herself. However, it seemed like the school had deliberately left at 
least one student with the ability to lead in each of the other 
classes: Sakayanagi, Katsuragi, Ichinose and Rytien are all examples 
of this. 

The only outlier is Class E, which doesn't appear to contain any 
students who you could call a natural leader. 

As the ballot is undergoing, updates are posted on the school 
forums. I'm sure that the other guys are together, keeping tabs on it 
in this very moment. 

When I arrived at the designated location, I was met with nearly 
everybody already present. 

It seemed like Sakayanagi, who had claimed to already possess a 
majority of support within Class A, had indeed managed to secure 
the role of Class Representative for herself. She looked as dignified 


as ever, her cane in her right hand and a smug smile stuck to her 
face. 

Ichinose Honami, who was widely regarded the most beautiful 
girl in our school year, waited patiently with a pleasant expression. 
I recalled Ryuzaki's advice to her back on the island; that she wasn't 
a 'true’ leader, but more of a supportive glue that holds a class 
together. Despite taking those words into consideration, it seemed 
like Ichinose was still acting as the representative for her class. 

Rywuen Kakeru stood out like a sore thumb amongst the two girls. 
His appearance was anything but elegant; he towered over 
Sakayanagi in terms of height, and his build gave off the vibe of 
strength and function, as opposed to one of elegance and vanity. 

The man in question seemed to be the first to notice my arrival. 
He looked over with an amused expression. "Ayanokoji, huh? I was 
wondering which one of you bastards would show up." 

It is certainly true that, among Class B students, there were a few 
who could've been equally fitting for this role. However, the 
circumstances had led to me being the obvious choice. 

"Hello, Ayanokoji-kun," Ichinose waved to me with a bright smile. 

"Ichinose, it's good to see you," I replied. 

Ichinose was always pleasant to interact with. Even though it was 
unintentional, her presence dominated the atmosphere wherever 
she went. It suffocated the violent and uneasy feeling that Rytien 
usually caused within those around him, replacing it with a serene 
and warm sensation. 

There were still ten minutes to go until the scheduled time, which 
meant that we were forced to wait patiently outside the room. I 
wasn't the only one who'd thought it'd be better to be punctual, as 
evident from the fact that many had arrived before me. 

"Now it's just Horikita-san's arrival we are waiting for," 
Sakayanagi spoke. 

Sakayanagi had talked with Horikita back when there was a 
gathering in the gymnasium regarding the sports festival. I thought 
that it was safe to assume that the pair had further conversations 
regarding the strategies their classes would employ as the members 
of The Red Team in the first year. 

However, a couple of minutes later, the reality turned out to be 
different. 

Contrary to Sakayanagi's expectations, it was not Horikita that 
joined us as the fifth representative. Rather, a boy who I'd never 
seen before walked up to the scene. 

Every class leader already present felt it at the same time. An 
aura surrounded this guy that drowned out even the radiant vibe 
that emanated from Ichinose. It was a presence that stated 


superiority without any words needing to be spoken. 

"Huh? Who the fuck are you?" Ryiien was the first to speak. 

I was sure that in ordinary circumstances, Ryiien would've 
laughed, but even he seemed too surprised to do so. 

The boy simply walked up, without bothering to exchange words 
with Ryiien, and joined the group of five, taking a glance at each of 
us as he approached. Calm and calculating eyes, which appeared to 
have the rare condition of each being differently coloured, 
scrutinised us. 

"Where is Horikita-san?" Sakayanagi asked with a frown. 

Indeed, it was inconvenient for Sakayanagi for a stranger to turn 
up in a situation like this after she had spent valuable time 
discussing plans with Horikita. 

"She won't be coming. From now on, you can consider me to be 
the leader of Class E." 

For the first time, the boy spoke. Although his voice was calm, his 
words were reinforced by some kind of persuasive power. 
Sakayanagi did not look pleased by his retort. 

"I would have preferred to see Horikita, rather than some 
unknown who I don't recognise," Sakayanagi shot at him. 

"Unknown?' Could it be that you're doubting my competence?" 
The boy asked. 

"It would be more unusual if I were to blindly trust in the abilities 
of a stranger. What if I am doubting your competence?" 

Tension that even the peace-seeking Ichinose couldn't find it in 
her to step up and dispel took over the scene, as Sakayanagi and 
this mysterious student stared into each other's eyes. 

"In that case..." 

Before anybody could react, the boy lunged towards Sakayanagi 
with explosive speed. Expressions of shock formed on everybody's 
faces, but unlike their expressions, their bodies were too slow to 
move at all. 

The mysterious student raised his knee, and in one unhesitating 
movement, kicked Sakayanagi's cane cleanly out of her hand. 

"Wha—?!" 

Not expecting this kind of sudden violence, Sakayanagi couldn't 
do anything to stop herself from falling with a thud that 
reverberated loudly down the corridor. 

"Hey! What do you think you're doing?!" 

He made no more movements, ignoring Ichinose's distressed cry 
and simply glaring down at the defenceless Sakayanagi. He 
addressed her with a voice that, surprisingly, hadn't changed at all 
from before; it remained calm, yet still enigmatically dominant. 

"You disgrace yourself by condescending others when you're so 


weak. Stay down on the floor." 

Nobody was able to move or speak for what felt like a long time. 
We could only burn this unbelievable scene into our retinas. 

And then, "Kukukukuku! I had wondered what kind of personality 
would be responsible for the behind-the-scenes movements of Class 
E!" 

Ryuen burst into a fit of laughter. Just now, this person wielded 
violence just as erratically — no, perhaps even more erratically than 
Ryiien himself. When meeting such an individual, no other reaction 
would've been natural for him. 

"A-Are you okay Sakayanagi-san?!" Ichinose rushed over to 
Sakayanagi, calling out in a panicked tone. 

However, Sakayanagi reassured her in her usual, elegant manner 
of speech. "I am fine, thank you, Ichinose-san." 

He didn't try to directly attack her, rather, he had intentionally 
targeted Sakayanagi's cane, the only thing that supported her. His 
goal wasn't to cause her actual harm, but to simply make a 
statement. 

Sakayanagi understood this as well. She looked up at him not 
with fear, or anger, but with the kind of eyes that a child would 
have upon receiving a new toy. 

"How interesting," she said in a delighted tone. 

Ichinose picked up Sakayanagi's cane for her, and helped pull her 
back onto her feet. Then, she turned to glare at Sakayanagi's 
attacker. 

"That wasn't good. Sakayanagi-san easily could've been hurt!" She 
scolded him in such a manner. 

"Relax, Honami," Ryiien cut in. "Everyone is fine, are they not?" 

If you glanced around now, you wouldn't see anything off 
compared to how it had been a few minutes prior. 

"That doesn't make it alright," Honami shook her head. 

Even if nobody ends up getting hurt, violent acts always have the 
potential to cause damage to some degree. If you were too eager to 
weaponise your fists, then somebody was bound to get hurt 
eventually. Ichinose wanted to prevent this outcome by calming 
down people like Rytien, and this new arrival. 

"There's no need for alarm. The prospect of me causing something 
unintentional is simply... impossible," ordinarily, such words would 
be laughed at, but when coming from this guy, they came across as 
oddly believable. 

As if on purpose, the door to the student council room opened, 
preventing any further conflict from arising. 

"Please enter," the third-year student council secretary, 
Tachibana-senpai, welcomed us with a respectful bow. 


Inside the room, we were instructed to take a seat around the 
large wooden table that stood proudly in the centre of everything. 

Voting slips were prepared in front of five of the chairs, with pens 
waiting patiently to be used on top. I sat down on the opposite side 
of the table, in between Sakayanagi and her assailant. 

Mashima-sensei was present, presumably to oversee the process, 
but much more noticeable was the man who sat at the head of the 
table, his chin resting on crossed fingers: Horikita Manabu. 

A brief silence passed, wherein the student council president took 
the time to ensure he had complete control of the room, before 
signalling to his secretary to begin. 

"Thank you all for gathering here today. Before the ballot begins, 
we would like to recap the rules," she said. 

On cue, the shutters on the windows closed, and the projector 
hanging from the ceiling illuminated the wall. It seemed like the 
student council had gone to the effort of preparing a visual aid for 
the event. How diligent. 

"From the seven students of Class B, four will be randomly chosen 
to act as the options for Ballot #1. On your voting cards, you may 
have already noticed the boxes labelled from one to four. In these 
spaces, you will order the students in descending order of priority." 

I turned my gaze down to the card that the school had prepared 
for us in front of me. There were two identical cards in a stack, and 
just like Tachibana said, each one had four boxes printed on them. 
However, instead of the numbers one to four, mine instead had A, 
C, D and E. This was due to my role as the tiebreaker. 

"If any of you fill in the card wrongly, for example by including 
the same student twice or including a student who isn't an option in 
the ballot, that vote will be considered null, and the school will 
only consider the other four. Please be careful not to make a 
mistake." 

If you made an error writing down your votes, then you would be 
held liable, and the school would not grant you a reprieve. The 
process was as efficient and ruthless as you'd come to expect from 
this school. 

"After the ballot is done, the school will take in everybody's votes 
and calculate the results, using the Class B tiebreaker and 
randomness where necessary." 

If the first-choices of the other four classes consisted of two for 
one student, and one for two of the others, then my vote will be 
used to decide which class gets the voted for student, and which 
one is instead given the student who accumulated no first-choice 
votes. 

If it so happened that my tiebreaker choice assigned the voted 


student to neither of the two classes involved, then the school 
would simply use a random number generator to make the decision 
instead. 

"The second ballot will be exactly the same, except this time, 
'None' is also a choice in the ballot you must rank. The class which 
gets assigned 'None' will receive only the student they were given 
by the first ballot." 

The importance of 'None' was much higher for us in Class B than 
the other students. This is because the other classes could simply 
continue with their usual class plus one student anyway — the Class 
1-B students are unlikely to make a significant difference to the 
final results. 

However, for us, the class with only one student will be the one 
where an average between the Class B ranks is not taken. In other 
words, that individual's sole performance will be the only thing 
affecting our points. If there is an athletically weak student by 
themselves in a class, it will be impossible to compensate at all. 

"After the names are drawn, you will be given a brief period to 
think or talk between each other. Once the ballot begins, no further 
talking is allowed. That concludes the explanation, does anybody 
have any questions before we begin?" 

Everybody seemed to understand well enough, so no questions 
were asked. Seeing this, Horikita gave Tachibana a nod, and the 
ballot was started without delay. 

On the projected screen, an animation of the seven Class B names 
being shuffled into a hat was played. Then, after a pause, four of 
them came back out of the hat and were listed clearly on the screen: 

Ryuzaki Rue, Shiro, Kururugi Suzaku, Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. 

The first set of names drawn consisted of three athletic students 
and one unathletic student. More importantly though, everything 
seemed to be perfect so far. 

There was still Light available for the second ballot, so my deal 
with Sakayanagi was all but sealed. Also, it was imperative that 
Kururugi's name came up in the first ballot, not the second. 

This was because if it had come up in the second, it would have 
been impossible for him to be assigned the same class as 'None’. 

"These are your choices for Ballot #1. Please take a moment to 
think, or speak to the other representatives, before the start of the 
voting process." 

Looking around the room, various expressions were present on 
each individual's face. 

Ichinose looked deep in thought, as if she was carefully 
considering each possibility and the thought processes of the rest of 
us. 


Ryiien contrasted this with an unconcerned grin. It was as if his 
strategy would've been the same no matter who had come out the 
hat. 

Sakayanagi looked calm, and she sent me a glance to reconfirm 
the success of our previous negotiations. 

And finally, the boy on the other side simply wore a knowing 
smirk. It was exceptionally difficult to read, the only impression he 
gave off was one that said, 'Everything is going as planned,’ 

As I expected, nobody felt the need to speak during the first 
ballot. It was likely that discussion will only spark following the 
results of this vote. 

"If nobody has anything to say, we can start the ballot now," the 
elder Horikita's commanding voice said. 

"Eh? Okay, if Horikita-kun says so," Tachibana responded. 
"Everyone, please now write down your selections for this ballot, 
and then hand them to us for review." 

I took one last look at the names available, before picking up the 
pen in front of me and focusing on the voting card. 

As per my agreement with Sakayanagi and Class B's plan, I wrote 
down 'Kururugi Suzaku' in the Class D space and 'Ryuzaki Rue' in 
the Class A box. 

Due to the favour I also had to complete for Sakayanagi in order 
to complete negotiations, I wasn't able to join Class A myself. 

I put Shiro in Class C and myself in Class E. It was good that 
Shiro and Sora had not come up in the same voting round, 
otherwise it wouldn't be possible to sort them into the same class. 

I had written by own name on the only box remaining after 
logically filling out all the others. Shiro could not have gone to 
Class E, due to the relationship between the two entities. 

After doing this, I gave my card to Tachibana-senpai. Shortly 
after that, everybody else also did the same. 

She gave the five of them to Horikita-senpai, who looked them 
over one by one in his hand. 

You would assume that one would need to lay out the cards in 
front of them, and examine them side-by-side in order to properly 
figure out the results, however this man was capable of keeping 
track of everything as he went through each vote. 

"There has been a tiebreaker between two classes that is also not 
solved by Class B's selections. As a result, I will use randomness to 
decide the outcome." 

An unexpected result happened. If everything had gone to plan, 
there should have been no such opportunity for this situation to 
arise. 

Noticing my discomfort, Rytien cracked a wide grin. Could it be? 


After fiddling with the laptop in front of him briefly, Horikita 
Manabu addressed us once again. "The results are now in. Please 
observe the screen." 

The slide changed to instead show each class paired with a 
student's name: 

Class A: Ryuzaki Rue 

Class C: Kururugi Suzaku 

Class D: Shiro 

Class E: Ayanokoji Kiyotaka 

It wasn't the end of the world. Kururugi was still on The White 
Team, who we had speculated would lose, and Class A had gotten 
an athletic student as promised. 

However, I couldn't help but wonder what had happened with 
Ryiien's class. If he had listed Kururugi as his first-choice, then my 
tiebreaker should have guaranteed the ideal outcome. However, 
that had not happened. 

"Manabu. Is it possible that the details of the tiebreaker can be 
revealed?" Asked the boy to my side. 

A vein popped on the forehead of Tachibana-senpai, who seemed 
to hate his usage of Horikita's first name. However, the student 
council president himself didn't seem to mind. He seemed intrigued 
more than anything. 

"Of course. The tiebreaker was between the first-choice selection 
of Kururugi Suzaku by Class C and Class E. AyanokOji's assignment 
for Kururugi was Class D, hence the usage of randomness instead," 
Horikita Manabu explained. 

Unexpectedly, Ryiien hadn't chosen Kururugi. In fact, it almost 
seemed like he'd intentionally taken Shiro instead. 

"I see," the heterochromatic boy murmured. "That is unfortunate." 

He seemed to have wished to have a powerful asset like Kururugi 
to himself, which was understandable. However, he wasn't 
particularly disappointed by the result. Curiosity arising in me, I felt 
I had to query him. 

"Disappointed?" I asked him. 

His face remained stoic, looking forward, and only his eyes 
drifted to the side to look at me. 

"You are acceptable, too. There is nothing for me to worry about," 
he answered. 

"You evaluate my abilities as up-to-standard, huh?" 

"I have no doubt that you will be an invaluable asset to our team. 
We cannot lose with you on our side," he gave me an accompanying 
smile. 

This kind of compliment would be enough to make just about 
anybody follow him. People were unlikely to go against him after 


he had shown them such goodwill before. 

He was firm and demonstrated superiority to his enemies, but to 
his allies, he was a motivating and charismatic leader. 

It was a skillset that not even anybody in Class B would be able to 
replicate. 

I found it odd, though, that somebody like this had been an 
unknown factor hiding in Class E this whole time. Did he lay low on 
purpose? 

If that was the case, then he might be even more dangerous an 
enemy than Koenji. 

To lead a class in this school, you had to have at least two of the 
following three traits: intelligence, physical ability, and charisma. 

Sakayanagi had intelligence and charisma but lacked athleticism. 
However, people still followed her due to the two traits she did 
have. 

Ryiien on the other hand possessed intelligence and athleticism, 
but most definitely lacked charisma. But again, people were willing 
to overlook his less-than-ideal personality because he got results. 

Nagumo Miyabi was athletic and charismatic, but didn't appear 
particularly intelligent in comparison to the likes of Horikita 
Manabu and Sakayanagi. However, to be a leader, he didn't need 
that third trait. 

This guy sitting next to me was different, though. He possessed 
all three of the qualities you'd normally only need two of: 

The intelligence evident in his foresight to understand right from 
the start of school that there might be adversaries, and hide his 
presence accordingly. 

The physical ability demonstrated by his explosive speed that 
surpassed the likes of Light, Hirata, and even Nagumo. 

And finally, the persuasive charisma he had shown to me just a 
moment ago. 

These three abilities when all put together formed the perfect 
leader. That was the impression that this man gave off to all those 
around him. 

"We will now undergo the second ballot," Horikita's voice 
interrupted my thoughts. "The remaining three names, as well as 
‘None’, are the options this time around." 

Sora, Yagami Light, Lamperouge Lelouch, None. 

I had to try and get Sora into Class D and None into Class C. 

Unfortunately, Rytien seemed like the type to intentionally try to 
separate Sora and Shiro from each other, lowering his own class' 
chance of winning in order to launch a psychological attack. 

Regardless, all I was able to do was write 'Yagami Light' in my 
Class A box, 'Sora' in my Class D box, 'None' in the Class C box and 


'Lamperouge Lelouch’ in the Class E box. 

"It appears that every single student has voted for the exact same 
selection," Horikita Manabu announced. 

The probability of that happening was extraordinarily low, 
however, was supremely fortunate for Class B. 

"As a result, we will simply use Class B's choices to assign the rest 
of the students." 

At the end of the process, the final distribution was decided. 

Class A: Rue Ryuzaki, Yagami Light 

Class C: Kururugi Suzaku 

Class D: Shiro, Sora 

Class E: Ayanokoji Kiyotaka, Lamperouge Lelouch 

For the next month, I would become a member of Class E, along 
with Lelouch. 

More importantly, though, the overall results of the ballot were 
good. We had gotten Kururugi onto The White Team in a class by 
himself, kept Sora and Shiro together, and also put two athletic 
students in a class likely to rank in the bottom half. 

After we exited the room with the results in mind, I fell into step 
with the boy who'd sat next to me and sparked up conversation. 

"Are you happy with the students you got?" I asked him. 

"Class E would have been the strongest no matter which students 
we had been assigned. Getting you was merely a bonus," he told 
me. 

Indeed, when you compare the likes of Sudo, Koenji, and now 
this guy as well, with the students of the other classes, it was clear 
that Class E was the best in terms of athletic talent. 

"Why do you have such faith in me? I have never displayed such 
physical ability." 

It didn't make sense for him to evaluate me so highly with nearly 
nothing to go on. 

"In truth, I had planned to take you from the start," he said such a 
surprising statement. "Multiple of my classmates seemed to view 
you highly; Ken and Kei and, to my surprise, Suzune, to name a 
few." 

I see. So he had heard about me from some of the Class E 
students I had interacted with in the past. I also noted that he used 
first names when addressing people, which was an interesting 
element of his personality. 

"You evaluate my abilities as up-to-standard?'. These are the 
words of somebody who is confident, but not arrogant, wouldn't 
you agree? You didn't give off the air of someone who is 
overconfident, and so I all but confirmed my assumption in that 
moment." 


He confirmed his preconceived notions about me by paying 
attention to the way I acted. It was a minor thing, but still 
indicative of an impressive thought process. 

When someone is confident in their own abilities, complimenting 
them will of course make them feel good about themselves, and 
improve both agreeableness and performance. He seemed to 
understand this well, too, which explained his unexpected words of 
praise earlier. 

"IT see," I said. 

After that, we both continued to walk in silence for a while, the 
conversation having died out. Eventually, we got to the dorms. He 
was on a lower floor than me, so when we stopped, it was his turn 
to get off first. 

Before he left, though, there was one last thing. 

"Say, tomorrow we will be classmates, but I don't even know your 
name," I called out to him. 

"Ah, right," he replied, turning around. "My name is Akashi 
Seijiiro, the sole heir to the Akashi family, and the leader of Class 
E." 

A/N: 4213 word chapter, this is the third day in a row I've 
updated. Idk how long it'll continue but— 

Most of you guys in the comments of my last chapter said to 
skip straight to this scene next, so that's what I did. However, I 
left in the detail of Kiyotaka's favour for Sakayanagi, so that 
when the time comes for that later on, there will be an 
opportunity for a flashback scene. 

I also wasn't planning to give Kiyotaka's replacement a 
formal introduction in this chapter, but I figured that most 
people who know who he is would've figured it out by the end 
of the chapter anyway, so I thought I might as well do it now. I 
chose Akashi because he seemed a perfect fit for an interesting 
antagonist personality-wise, and he possessed a set of abilities 
that no other character had. 

Obviously, 99% of Akashi's screen-time in KnB is about 
Basketball, so I'll have to extrapolate a lot of his abilities 
myself. There are a few things to go off: frames of his countless 
exam papers with full marks, statements about him always 
being the highest academic scorer in middle school, his 
unbeaten record in Shogi and the strategies he employs during 
the show are the main things I considered when scaling his 
intelligence. If you guys have any questions or just feedback 
about this, I'm happy to reply to comments here ~ 

Other than that, thank you for reading. and see you 
(hopefully) tomorrow <33 


Chapter 5-5: Joining Class A 


Light's POV 

Class B never ended up meeting for another discussion after the 
results of the ballots were announced. However, everybody likely 
understood that things had gone more or less according to plan. 

The only concern was that our plans for Blank and Kururugi 
ended up being swapped around - I wasn't too concerned about 
Kururugi, as his ideals seemed to match well with those of Class C, 
and more specifically, Ichinose. I couldn't exactly say the same for 
Sora and Shiro, though. 

The pair that cowered before violence had been placed in the 
class ruled by a violent tyrant. Judging by the fact that Ayanokoji 
had definitely voted for Kururugi's assignment to Class C, as per the 
plan, but he had not actually ended up going there, it was safe to 
say that this result was intentional by Ryiien. 

Us Class B students were instructed to simply go to our new 
temporary classes instead at the start of the school day. Now, in the 
early hours of the morning, that time had come. 

As I stepped into my new classroom, I felt immediate attention on 
me. 

"Hey! Yagami-kun!" 

A group of Class A girls that I had established a connection with 
in the past called out to me. In response, I gave them a smile and a 
wave. 

It seemed like the school had added two extra desks to the 
classroom for me and Ryuzaki to sit at. They were located to the 
side of the room, outside of the usual structure of desks. 

I had to admit that the room felt a little claustrophobic — I had 
become so used to a classroom of this size but with only six other 
students that a normal classroom felt overbearing. 

Ryuzaki had already arrived, and was perched in his odd seating 
position at one of the desks already. He looked out of place, and 
was looked at strangely by a number of the Class A students. 

I walked over to him, and sat at the other desk beside him. 

"It's troublesome that they put our desks off to the side like this, 
isn't it? I bet you feel like an animal in a zoo," I laughed. 

Ryuzaki gave a nod of agreement. "I wonder whether the school 
did this in every class, or whether it was a deliberate choice by her," 


he directed his gaze over to Sakayanagi Arisu, who was sat 
elegantly at the back of the room. 

She noticed us looking, and sent us a pleasant smile. 

I've heard that this smile masks a cunning and underhanded 
individual, but how dangerous can a girl like her really be? 

"Don't be too sceptical," Ryuzaki seemed to notice the thoughts 
written on my face. "Appearances can often be deceiving." 

As a detective himself, Ryuzaki was probably more than familiar 
with this subject. However, despite that, him lecturing me with 
such flawed advice still managed to irk me. 

I narrowed my eyes at him. "That's all the more reason to be 
sceptical of how people look on the surface. I thought you of all 
people would know that." 

He looked a little surprised at my outright rebuttal. 

"That is only partially true." 

Only partially true? What in the world is he talking about? 

"It is always best to assume that anybody is capable of anything, 
regardless of how they look. You're right in this regard. However, 
it's dangerous to assume the opposite; that somebody isn't a threat, 
just based on their appearance." 

It's an often repeated rhetoric that your perception of a person is 
almost entirely decided within the first ten seconds or so after you 
meet them. How they look, dress, carry themselves, and so on. 

"Truly skilled and dangerous people have a_ thorough 
understanding of this, and have the ability to hide their true power 
behind an exterior of harmlessness. Underestimating anyone right 
from the start could be a grave mistake," Ryuzaki finished. 

My pride wanted me to refute his point, but I found myself 
unable to come up with any kind of compelling argument. Instead, I 
just stayed quiet. 

At that moment, the classroom door swung open, and a large, 
well-built man strode in. This was Mashima-sensei, Class A's 
homeroom teacher. 

Mashima-sensei stood at the teacher's podium silently, and the 
chatter in the classroom gradually died down. 

"Today, it has been decided by the school that the homeroom 
periods of all classes will be left as free as possible. Following the 
assignment of Class B's students to the first year, you are advised to 
use this time to discuss and strategize your ideas regarding the 
upcoming sports festival," he addressed the room in a loud yet 
reserved tone. 

With those words, everyone in the room seemed to glance at one 
of two people: Katsuragi Kohei or Sakayanagi Arisu. 

Despite the numerous losses incurred under his leadership, Katsuragi 


seems to still hold a decent level of support within the class. However, it's 
also true that more people are leaning towards Sakayanagi's faction than 
Katsuragi's. 

Once again, due to the outstanding circumstances, Sakayanagi will 
have no choice but to let Katsuragi take the reins for the sports festival 
once again. If he fails here, it could very well result in the complete 
collapse of the Katsuragi faction. 

"Also, starting from today, you will be assigned new timetables 
containing more physical education classes than usual, in 
preparation for the sports festival," Mashima-sensei continued, 
pulling out a stack of papers as he spoke. "Please take one and pass 
them back." 

The timetables made their way toward the back of the room, 
while Mashima-sensei came over and handed me and Ryuzaki one 
each himself. 

He hasn't made a big deal out of my or Ryuzaki's addition to the 
class. In fact, he's barely acknowledged it. This must be deliberate by the 
school, intending to let the shift in class dynamics play out as naturally 
as possible. 

I averted my eyes down to the timetable in front of me. These 
would be my classes for the next four weeks, all of which as a 
member of this class here. 

Just like Mashima-sensei said, there were a noticeable increase in 
the number of athletics classes. It was not only P.E, but swimming 
too, that had seen a boost in frequency in this new timetable. 

There isn't any swimming-related events in the sports festival, 
however, swimming as a sport is very effective as an exercise 
targeting a number of muscle groups in the body. Namely, the abs, 
shoulders and back are all worked out no matter which stroke you 
do. 

"I will now you leave you to do as you wish for the remainder of 
the homeroom period. Again, I advise you to take into careful 
consideration how to use this time." 

Leaving us with parting words of advice, which were likely 
rehearsed and repeated by all homeroom teachers, Mashima-sensei 
left the room as quickly as he'd entered. 

As soon as he'd done so, Katsuragi stood up. 

"If it is okay with you all, I would like to lead the physical 
training of Class A for the next month, and the sports festival itself," 
he said. 

Various reactions echoed around the room. 

"Yeah! Of course Katsuragi is the man for the job!" 

A boy, who seemed to quite clearly align with the Katsuragi 
faction, started a chorus of vocal support for his leadership. 


Some of the students, who presumably were either Sakayanagi's 
followers or had not yet decided, began to murmur among 
themselves. 

In regular circumstances, I'm sure that members of the Sakayanagi 
faction would voice immediate opposition to Katsuragi's proposal. 
However... 

"Due to her disability, it's impossible for Sakayanagi to lead the 
sports festival itself. Her followers are likely struggling to find a 
valid reason to oppose," Ryuzaki said aloud the exact thoughts that 
I had in my head. 

"Yeah," I agreed. "She'll be made to sit out of the sports festival, 
so Sakayanagi will be unable to effectively issue instructions 
throughout the course of the sports festival. Moreover, with the 
leader themselves not participating, the lack of an on-field 
commander to rally under could cripple Class A in the event that 
things take a turn for the worse." 

Ryuzaki nodded, agreeing with my assessment of the situation. 

I was curious to see if the woman herself, Sakayanagi, would do 
anything. I set my eyes on her, however, she didn't look as if she 
was going to act at all. She simply sat there, looking as calm as 
collected as ever. 

Did she expect this? 

Just then, another boy stood up on the opposite side of the room. 
He had long, blonde hair tied into a ponytail and piercing blue eyes. 

Katsuragi took immediate attention to this. 

Right, although it may look civil on the surface, this is actually a war 
between two sides: Katsuragi's and Sakayanagi. 

Seeing someone else stand up, Katsuragi is naturally wary. If I were 
him, I would've brainstormed all the ways the enemy could realistically 
object in advance, and planned for how to deal with them. 

"Do you have something to say? Hashimoto?" Katsuragi 
questioned. 

"Yeah, I have a suggestion," Hashimoto grinned, and ran his hand 
through his hair. "Why don't we let Yagami take the lead?" 

He's dragging me into this?! 

"He's certainly proved his athletic competence, and won't be 
biased one way or the other, wouldn't you agree?" 

Following his words, a number of the Class A girls, belonging to 
both factions, simultaneously directed their gazes over to me. 

"Yeah! Yagami-kun is great at soccer!" 

"Plus, he gets along with everyone and is easy to talk to. He'd be 
an amazing leader." 

"And he's labelled a genius by the school themselves!" 

Various comments like this began to take over the conversation. 


Some of the girls looked like they had sparkles in their eyes, they 
were so star struck. 

How simple-minded. More importantly, though... 

I glanced at 'Hashimoto', who I assumed was a part of Team 
Sakayanagi. Then, I averted my eyes towards the woman herself. 

Was this her plan from the beginning? By using someone who sat far 
away from her to make the suggestion, it seemed less like it was coming 
from Sakayanagi herself and more like an idea that came naturally. 

If this is the case, shell no doubt contact me privately after 
establishing me as the temporary Class A leader, and get me to subtlety 
work against Katsuragi — if I were to do things like undermine his 
presence, it would cause the mentality of the class to subconsciously 
away from Katsuragi's favour. 

It was a good plan, but I didn't intend to become a pawn in 
someone else's war so easily. 

Katsuragi also seemed to have caught on to the general gist of 
what was happening. He eyed Sakayanagi with a certain degree of 
hostility. 

He was certainly intelligent in his own right, and made for a 
great leader. However, Katsuragi was held back in a similar way to 
Ichinose. 

He only made moves above-board. If you were playing chess, but 
you couldn't see your opponent's moves while they could see all of 
yours, you were bound to be defeated no matter how good you are. 

"Yagami-kun is amicable, and can lead well by example. More 
importantly, though, he has a vested interest in Class A's victory 
while having no reason to pick a side in the personal dispute 
between you and I. It's a great idea, don't you think, Katsuragi- 
kun?" 

For the first time, Sakayanagi spoke. She sang my praises and 
gave reasons why, on the surface, I seemed like the optimal choice. 

After the suggestion received even Sakayanagi's approval, 
expectant gazes fell on Katsuragi all at once. 

I sensed that he didn't wish to concede, however, he didn't 
possess the gall to go against so many of his peers all at once like 
this. 

He sought peace and wanted the general mood of his classmates 
to be happy. As a result, there wasn't much he could do but agree to 
Hashimoto's idea. 

"Yes. That does sound good. I'll lend my support to Yagami as 
well. That is, if he himself even wants to lead?" 

Katsuragi wasn't dead yet. It looked like he had one last trick up 
his sleeve. 

If I were to say now that I don't feel up to the task, then responsibility 


of the position would fall indisputably back to Katsuragi. 

It was a far-fetched attempt, likely originating from some kind of 
desperation as a last resort. That doesn't mean it was stupid to at 
least try, though. 

However, I had to disappoint Katsuragi. "I don't at all mind taking 
on the role if the class will accept me," to appear more humble, I 
also bowed as I answered. 

This seemed to seal the deal, as a sense of unified agreement 
seemed to spread between the students. 

I was now the leader of Class A. 

"That settles it, then," Sakayanagi smiled happily. 

A/N: This chapter is on the shorter side, because I plan to 
release a chapter similar to this one for each of the four 
classes. 

I might update again today, because Suzaku joining 
Ichinose's class should be even shorter a chapter than this one 
is. We'll see. 

After the one about Kiyotaka and Lelouch joining Class E is 
finished, there'll probably be one or two more chapters before 
the sports festival itself begins. 

Thank you for reading <3 


Chapter 5-6: Joining Class C 


Suzaku's POV 

I stepped out of the shower, and was met with the same thing as 
every other morning. 

The mirror. Despite the blurriness that had accumulated as a 
result of the steam condensing on the cold glass, I could still make 
out my body, which had been carefully moulded to perfection over 
years of specialised training. 

I looked down at my hands. No matter what kind of combat it 
was — armed or unarmed - I could not lose. Britannia's specialised 
training regime, that was tested on Japanese honorary Britannians 
like me, was capable of turning an ordinary teenager into a killing 
machine. 

The face of my father flashed through my mind, and I had to grab 
onto the sink to steady myself. I looked up, and my reflection glared 
back at me, as if to say, 'No, you were always a monster,’ 

Banishing these kind of morbidly oppressive thoughts, I brushed 
my teeth and got dressed. It was time for yet another school day, 
though this one would be a bit different. 

That was because, as of right now, I was a member of Class C for 
the next month. 

I locked my dorm behind me, and stepped into the nearby 
elevator to get down to the ground floor. There, familiar figure 
stood, examining himself in a handheld mirror. 

"Koenji," I said. 

"Ah, Spotter-boy. Could you press the button for the ground 
floor?" 

H-He was seriously too busy admiring his reflection to press it 
himself. 

I let out a sigh, and pushed the button to take us down. 

We got to the bottom, and Koenji left without even a goodbye. I 
followed behind him at a leisurely pace — I had plenty of time to get 
to school, after all. 

I wondered what kind of role would be required of me in Class C. 
Would they treat me differently because I was from a different 
class? Or would I be just another student? 

Whatever the case was, I was sure of one thing: that it'd be very 
different from my usual position in Class B. 


"Hey! Kururugi-kun!" 

A feminine voice called out to me. I turned my head, and was met 
by a beautiful student with flowing, pink hair. This was the 
representative of Class C, Ichinose Honami. 

"Oh, Ichinose, what a coincidence," I greeted. 

I was surprised to see Ichinose walking to school by herself. You'd 
come to expect a number of students to surround her wherever she 
went by this stage. 

"Eto, well, maybe it wasn't exactly a coincidence," Ichinose said 
sheepishly. 

"Huh? What do you mean?" 

"Well, I figured that Kururugi-kun might be nervous, so I kind of 
went out of my way to meet him before school on purpose," 
Ichinose looked slightly withdrawn, and twirled a strand of hair 
around her finger as she spoke. 

"T see," I said. 

"Oh god, it's weird, isn't it?! I'm sorry, please forget about it!" 

Huh? Did I give that impression? 

I waved my hands, unsure of quite how to react. "C-Calm down, 
Ichinose, I don't think it's weird. It's very thoughtful of you. 
Thanks," I gave her a reassuring smile. 

A deep sigh of relief escaped from her lips. 

"Is that right?" 

Ichinose and I naturally fell into step with each other, and began 
making our way towards the school building. 

"So? Are you nervous, Kururugi-kun?" Ichinose asked me. 

"I would be lying if I said I wasn't at all," I chuckled. 

"There's nothing to worry about. I'm sure that all of my 
classmates will welcome you with open arms." 

If this girl said it, it was difficult not to be convinced. 

"Well, out of all the classes, Class C is the one I'd be least 
concerned about joining." 

I imagined that the atmosphere in Class A would be too caught 
up in its internal feud. I had no doubt that Ryiien would make it 
difficult if you were joining Class D, too, and Class E seemed far too 
chaotic to settle into easily. 

"That makes me happy," Ichinose smiled gladly. "Creating a 
pleasant and non-judgemental atmosphere is my goal, after all." 

From my perspective, Class C was the most successful of all the 
classes. They may not be on top of the class points right now, 
however their class certainly had the foundation to build on that 
other classes like A and E lacked. 

Ichinose's goal wasn't bad in and of itself, but like my classmates 
had remarked a multitude of times by now, the naivety with which 


they approach conflict with the other classes stunts their power 
massively. 

I agreed with Ichinose's philosophy of fighting within the scope of 
the rules and the system - this much was not a problem. However, 
if you simply assume that everybody else will do the same, and you 
neglect to prepare for the event that you are attacked from an 
illegal angle, you leave yourself far too vulnerable. 

A simple example of this was the uninhabited island exam. 
Ichinose's strategy at that time wasn't flawed, but they were brought 
to ruin by Kaneda, a spy sent by Rytien that Ichinose had happily 
taken in. 

If Ichinose had just considered that maybe Kaneda had come with 
malicious intent, then Class C would have gained over 200 class 
points; a lot more than the 40 that they actually secured from the 
exam 

"Say, Kururugi-kun, what do you think of Rytien-kun?" 

Rytien? I wondered why Ichinose was bringing him up now. 

"Let's see... He is certainly intelligent and cunning; you have to 
give him that. I can't say I agree with his methods, no matter how 
effective they may be. However, at the moment, I don't view him as 
much of a threat," I told Ichinose my honest thoughts. 

"N-Not much of a threat?" She seemed shocked. 

To someone like Ichinose, who couldn't dream of doing 
something underhanded, I guess Ryiien was the worst possible kind 
of enemy. 

"His attacks are extremely one-dimensional," I said. 

"One-dimensional?" 

If this were an anime, animated question marks would definitely 
be floating above Ichinose's head right now. Her confused 
expression was really cute, a fact to which she seemed oblivious. I 
had to avert my eyes to avoid being entranced. 

"Picture this scenario: one of your classmates has done something 
that greatly inconvenienced Ryiien, and now he's aiming to get 
revenge. What do you think Ryiien will do?" 

Ichinose put a finger to her cheek, as if pondering the situation. 

"I suppose... Rytien-kun would get that person in a place alone, 
and force them into submission with violence. Right?" 

After a little bit of thought, Ichinose hit the nail on the head. This 
was the exact kind of thing Rytien would do to any enemy that 
cropped up. 

"Exactly. So if you know that, then you can also brainstorm 
preventative measures in advance, no?" 

"I see what you're saying," Ichinose murmured. "However, is there 
even such a thing as a preventative measure for that kind of thing? 


He could just keep attacking again and again, couldn't he?" 

"I imagine it's a similar story for all kinds of assaults in this 
school, not just violent ones," I sighed. 

I wasn't able to think deeply enough about it myself, but I 
imagined that, no matter what your own class points were, it would 
be possible to launch repeated attacks against another class, slowly 
cracking the walls of their stronghold. 

A particularly nasty person might even go as far as trying to 
frame someone and get them expelled. Save for expelling them 
instead, there wasn't a whole lot you could do to stop them from 
keep trying. 

"I don't like how the school encourages so much hostility between 
students of different classes. Society wouldn't function if nobody 
worked together, would it?" 

I racked my brain, but I couldn't think of anything that Ichinose 
would find satisfactory. I had a feeling that, somehow, this school 
was equipping its students with a necessary skillset, but I couldn't 
put it into words. If one of the other guys, like Lelouch, were here 
instead, I'm sure they would be able to come up with an idea. 

"What would you change?" I asked her. 

Ichinose gave a faint smile, but was clearly conflicted on the 
inside. 

"No one individual can change the system no matter how hard 
they try, can they? No matter how much they wish for it..." 

"You're on the student council, aren't you, Ichinose? Perhaps, one 
day, you'll become the president, and have more influence to make 
a change." 

In reality, I wasn't sure that even the one who sat at the 
prestigious student council president seat was given the power to 
alter the fundamental nature of the school itself. However, these 
kind of words sounded like they would at least boost Ichinose's 
morale. 

"Do you think I would make a good president?" Ichinose asked me 
something surprising. 

"I think your kindness is something that all the students would 
look up to and rely on," I smiled. 

"I see." 

A little bit of colour rose to Ichinose's cheeks. Apparently, she 
was flustered by these kinds of compliments. I would've thought 
that someone like her would be used to it by now. 

"Ah, we're here." 

Before we knew it, Ichinose and I had reached the Class C 
classroom. I took a deep breath, and reached for the doorknob. 
However— 


"Huh? Kururugi-kun?" 

A voice filled with mischief called out to me. 

"H-Hoshinomiya-sensei. You're usually not here this early," 
Ichinose seemed surprised. 

"Hah? What's that supposed to mean, Honami-chan?!" 
Hoshinomiya-sensei pouted. 

"I don't know, you're usually like, hungover," Ichinose remarked, 
stroking her chin as if deep in thought. 

"H-Honami-chan! Don't say stuff like that!" Hoshinomiya-sensei 
seemed to panic. "Kururugi-kun, ignore her! This is defamation!" 

"If Ichinose says it, I'm inclined to believe here, though," I said. 

Hoshinomiya clutched her chest with a particularly dramatic 
flair. "She already has you wrapped around her finger I see—" 

Ichinose giggled. Wow, she was really cute. 

"Get up, Sensei, you're confusing Kururugi-kun." 

I glanced to the classroom window. Inside, nearly all of the 
students were staring at us, probably wondering what the hell we 
were doing. Oh dear... 

"Shall we go inside?" I asked, conscious of the whispers being 
exchanged on the other side of the door. 

Hoshinomiya-sensei gave a vigorous nod. 

With that, we entered the room. Gazes tracked us like 
holographic sniper dots. 

"Good morning, everyone!" Ichinose beamed. 

Ichinose didn't seem at all bothered by all the attention. Rather, it 
looked like she relished in it. 

"Hey, Kururugi!" 

A well-built boy waved me over. In his area of desks, surrounded 
by other boys, there was one left empty - presumably for me. 

As I wondered if it was put here on purpose, I walked over to the 
seat with only a little bit of apprehension. 

"Hey, man, sit down, sit down." 

After I sat down, the group of boys that surrounded this desk 
introduced themselves to me one-by-one. 

The guy who'd called me over was called Shibata So. Apparently, 
he was a member of the soccer club and the fastest runner in the 
class. Then, there is also Hamaguchi Tetsuya, Kanzaki Ryiji, and 
Sumida Makoto. 

"As Class C's president, I welcome you to our class, Kururugi," 
Kanzaki offered out a handshake. 

I grabbed it happily, but sent him a questioning look. 

"President'? I've never heard of classes having a president before." 

"Ah, it's a thing that us in Class C made up on our own. We 
decided that it would be good to organise some roles between us, so 


that when certain things crop up, we don't have to decide anything 
in the moment," Kanzaki explained. 

"I see." 

The logic made perfect sense to me. If a particular issue came up, 
and nobody had ever discussed the roles of each class member 
beforehand, there might be disagreements about who is best suited 
to lead the resolution of the problem. 

However, by doing it this way, the Class C students could ensure 
that there was no opportunity for discord to arise between each 
other. It was likely that everybody had already agreed on the 'roles' 
beforehand. 

"Ichinose is, of course, class representative," Kanzaki nodded 
towards Ichinose's seat. 

'President' and ‘Representative’ seemed to be separate things, 
then. If you judged it by just the meaning of the words, you'd infer 
that the representative is more of a figurehead that unites the class 
and negotiates with people on the outside, whereas the president is 
the one who makes the executive decisions. 

In reality, though, I assumed that discussions were held with 
Ichinose and perhaps others too when it came time to make plans. 

"Shiranami is the class secretary. She does stuff like organising 
study sessions, planning revision material and sorting through 
various information." 

Kanzaki gestured towards a relatively timid-looking girl. I 
suppose, this kind of role requires the opposite kind of abilities to 
those possessed by the extraverted and magnetic Ichinose. 

"Heya, everyone!" 

Interrupting our conversation, Hoshinomiya-sensei burst through 
the door with a wave. Wait, what had taken her so long? She was 
literally just outside! 

"I'm sorry for the wait, I just had to go and fetch the~se," she 
held up a stack of papers. 

Oh. That explained it, then. 

"These are your schedules for the next month." 

Hoshinomiya-sensei distributed the papers to the front of the 
room, and they were passed backwards until everyone had been 
given one. 

"Seriously? A physical education class pretty much every day..." 
one student muttered. 

"Don't tell me you can't handle one hour of daily exercise," 
Shibata poked fun at him, garnering a couple of bubbly laughs. 

"That's all I have to say today, the school wants you guys to have 
a bit of time to discuss yours plans for the upcoming sports festival 
now that your guests are all settled in," Hoshinomiya-sensei sent me 


a possessive smile. Creepy. 

A number of students, particularly the boys, squinted their eyes at 
Hoshinomiya-sensei. 

"Why are you all staring at me?!" 

"Sensei seems pretty normal to me," I commented 
absentmindedly. 

"Y-Yeah, that's what's surprising," Kanzaki replied. 

"It is not surprising!" Hoshinomiya-sensei puffed out her cheeks. 

"She must be trying to make a good impression on Kururugi-kun," 
Hamaguchi concluded. 

"Mhm, mhm," more or less every other student in the class 
nodded in agreement. 

"S-So mean!" Hoshinomiya-sensei cried in despair, earning a 
chorus of laughs from all corners of the room. 

I felt like I understood now. The atmosphere in this class was 
extremely pleasant, to an almost abnormal degree. It would be hard 
to make someone believe that a high-school class could be like this 
if they hadn't experienced it for themselves. 

I was happy, though. I definitely thought that I would enjoy my 
stay here with Ichinose, Kanzaki, and the others. 

A/N: Okay the Suzaku chapter ended up being a bit longer 
than I expected lmao, 2460 words, actually more than the last 
one. 

I wanted to give some screen time to the personalities of 
some of the original COTE cast that have kinda been sidelined 
in this fic, hence the long conversation with Ichinose and 
introduction of the Class C boys. 

Sora and Shiro's chapter will be a short one, for real this 
time. Ayanokoji and Lelouch's admittance to Class E will be a 
pretty bulky one, and then we'll get into the meat of the sports 
festival arc. 

Thank you for reading! <3 


Chapter 5-7: Joining Class D 


Sora's POV 

Everything was wrong from the moment that we stepped through 
the door. No, door was probably the wrong vocabulary. It was more 
like a gateway to hell. 

The most noticeable thing was the positioning of the two lone 
empty desks. They sat at the very front of the class, on opposite 
sides of the room. 

Not only did this mean that Shiro and I couldn't even talk to each 
other, but also that we couldn't see anyone else in the classroom. It 
created a lingering sense of dread, in great part due to the next 
thing: 

Nearly every student stared at us as soon as we walked in. They 
didn't speak to us at all, but simply glared in our direction as if we 
were complete weirdos. They whispered to each other while 
glancing at us, and some even pointed and made faces of disgust. 

We felt like total strangers, able to feel continuous gazes drilling 
into us from behind. We couldn't see them, but they could all see 
us. 

Ryiien himself simply sat at his desk, as if oblivious to what was 
happening around him. However, the look he sent said everything it 
needed to in just a second. 

I had expected Ryitien to give us a hard time. However, by staying 
silent, he had become even more menacing than I ever could've 
expected. 

I prided myself on my ability to see through others; to read their 
plans and thoughts with zero difficulty. But, in this hellish 
environment, I couldn't even begin to string two thoughts together. 

Although I tried my best to put on a tough exterior, my 
composure was completely shattered. It was a hundred times worse 
than even when I had to go into that room alone during the zodiac 
exam. 

I felt like an outsider. Not just as a generic euphemism, no, I felt 
truly and utterly isolated. These forty people all ganged up just to 
treat me like some kind of repulsive existence that they couldn't 
stand the mere sight of. 

I tried to block out the hushed remarks, tried to numb myself to 
the eyes all over me like hot, sticky sweat. But it wasn't possible. 


The teacher came in, and stood at the podium, but I couldn't hear 
what he was saying. All I could see was the blurry outline of what 
might be a person. 

My hearing was a confused mess of nauseating voices all rolled 
into one, cacophonous noise. 

I was handed a piece of paper, but-- what the hell is this? 

Just a bunch of meaningless squiggles scrawn haphazardly across 
the page. It was an incomprehensible language, if you could even 
call it that. 

Did they give this to me on purpose? 

But when I looked around the room, it became obvious: no. 

Everywhere there was supposed to be writing, it was replaced by 
those same meaningless squiggles. 

Ha-- 
Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahah 

HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 

The rationality of my mind had broken down so much in this 
short period of time that I was unable to even properly understand 
my senses. 

For the first time in my life, I myself was too broken to even 
worry about my little sister. 

This is horrible. 

It's only been a few minutes, but already, all I want is to go back 
to Class B. 


AVAVAVWA 


Shiro's POV 

This was... familiar... 

Everybody stopped and stared. Their eyes assaulted me, stripped 
everything from me and left me empty and dead. 

The faces of these strangers, that laughed and pointed, morphed 
into the more familiar faces that had haunted me for far longer. 

Their voices faded away, replaced by new ones; old, but new at 
the same time, accompanying the faces resurfaced in my head. 

I was different. 

"Hey, look at that freak over there," one of them said. 

"I've heard she's been like that since she was born," replied 
another. 

I was avoided. 

"Sorry, there's no room at this table. There's plenty on the floor, 
though!" 

"Play with you? You're kidding, right? I'd rather die." 

I was ugly. 


"Only pretty girls like me are allowed to touch the toys, stupid. 
Go away." 

"Go out with her?! Don't even joke around like that, I'll throw up 
just imagining it!" 

I was ignored. 

"There, now everyone's got an invite! I can't be forgetting anyone, 
can I?" 

"Ah, that child? No, unfortunately, we have not noticed anything 
unusual surrounding her regarding the other children. There's 
nothing we can do." 

I was alone. 

Why? 

Why do I have to be all alone? 

Did I do something wrong? 

Do I deserve it? 

Why was I even born? 

Hot tears ran down my cheeks, burning my eyes and skin. 

Nii...? Where are you? 

Did you... abandon me too? 

Please... come back! 

Don't leave me! I don't want it- 

Somebody... help me 


Chapter 5-8: Joining Class E 


Ayanokoji's POV 

"You just had to stick us in the worst possible class, didn't you?" 

By pure coincidence, I had ran into Lelouch on the way to school. 

"I didn't really have a choice," I replied to his exasperated words. 

"Besides, is it really that bad? There are some talented people in 
Class E." 

Lelouch narrowed his eyes. 

"Even the talented ones are held down by some stupid personality 
defect." 

He was no doubt referring to students like Horikita and Koenji. 

Is what you would think if you were just an average person 
listening to this conversation. These two are, of course, the two 
with the strongest personalities, so of course they stand out as clear 
examples. 

However, if you analyse things a little deeper, you come to see 
that it's not just them. There are also students like Hirata - on the 
surface, he seems like a good-natured honour student with both 
academics and sporting skill. However, underneath all that, there is 
his mindset of trying to be everyone's ally, an idealistic notion that 
eventually will do nothing but harm those he truly cares about. 

Sometimes, it is necessary to pick a side. 

"Maybe I'll have to set them all straight," the amethyst-eyed boy 
smirked. 

Certainly, it would be a good idea for the unorganised Class E to 
be lead by a competent Class B student like Lelouch. 

That's what I would've thought if not for the sudden appearance 
of a new presence, anyway. 

"I'm not sure that you'd be accepted as their leader, though," I 
commented. 

"Huh? What are you trying to say? That I'm a bad ruler?" 

Despite me implying nothing of the sort, Lelouch jumped to the 
worst possible interpretation of my words immediately. 

It was unusual behaviour for someone like him. However, I'd 
gotten the sense that Lelouch's perception of me had changed 
somehow recently. 

"No, that's not what I mean." 

"Then what?" 


"Especially in an environment like this, people will tend to follow 
those that set an example themselves. To put it bluntly, Lelouch is 
weak when it comes to physical ability. Most students are unlikely 
to accept you easily when it comes to leading the class in an 
athletics competition." 

If you were seeking advice on something like fashion or makeup, 
you would be much more inclined to listen to a girl than a boy. 
Similarly, if you were looking for advice on how to exercise 
effectively, you would listen to a Kururugi, not a Lelouch. 

"Yeah, I get it. I'm not physically strong," he sighed. 

"Why don't you aim to get stronger, like Sora?" I asked him. 

"It's just pointless, isn't it? So much effort in return for nothing." 

Lelouch's cynical perspective seeped into every aspect of his life. 

If there wasn't a direct reason to do something, Lelouch wouldn't 
do it. 

"Does the nature of this school, and the powerful people in it, not 
drive you to want to become stronger?" 

"No," he answered immediately. "I mean, look at the current 
situation. Us in Class B are currently dominating the first year, even 
without me putting in any effort at all. I don't need to be athletic for 
us to win." 

There was nothing driving Lelouch to improve. Perhaps, though, 
if there were a personal enemy that Lelouch himself couldn't 
overcome, that could spark some ambition within him. 

"We're here," Lelouch said. 

Indeed, we had arrived swiftly at the Class E classroom, which 
was about half-full. 

Seeing no reason to hesitate, Lelouch shrugged, and strolled 
nonchalantly through the door as if he owned the place. 

Normally, you'd expect someone to have at least a few 
reservations about strolling into a foreign class like this. 

"Ayanokoji-kun, Lelouch-kun, welcome," Hirata greeted our 
arrivals with a warm smile. 

"Thank you, Hirata," I said. 

Lelouch simply gave him a nod. 

I'm sure that Lelouch didn't really care about these kind of 
formalities. However... 

My gaze fell on the group of girls who stared at Hirata with what 
appeared to be undying affection. 

Getting on the bad side of this group could spell doom for one's 
social life, I thought. 

Unexpectedly, a key figure of that very group raised their hand 
and called out to me. 

"Hey, Ayanokoji-kun! Come sit here!" Karuizawa patted the seat 


of the desk on the other side to her than Hirata. 

During the aftermath of the shipboard exam, I had become 
acquainted with Karuizawa, and after helping solve her problem, 
you could even call us friends. 

I glanced over at Kushida. For the sake of appearances, not much 
expression had taken form on her face. However, I didn't miss the 
small pout that she sent toward me as I sat down next to Karuizawa. 

It seemed like the seat reserved for Lelouch was at the back of the 
classroom, next to Horikita. 

He tried to talk to her, but as I expected, Horikita shot him down 
coldly, and pulled out a book from her bag. 

Lelouch sagged, and then made eye contact with me. 
Unfortunately, it seemed like I wasn't able to fully hide my 
amusement, as he shot me a scowl. 

"Eh? Do you know Ayanokoji-kun well, Kei-chan?" 

Another girl questioned Karuizawa with a suspicious look on her 
face. "Aren't you meant to be going out with Hirata-kun? Don't tell 
me you're two-timing." 

"Huh?" Karuizawa's face flushed. Whether it was with anger or 
embarrassment, I couldn't tell. 

"It's nothing like that! I'm just friends with Ayanokoji-kun, that's 
all!" Karuizawa smacked her friend in annoyance, garnering some 
giggles from the other girls around us. 

"Hey, sorry for my friend's behaviour, Ayanokoji-kun," Karuizawa 
apologised while shooting a glare at the girl sat behind her. 

"It's fine." 

A few seconds of silence passed. I realised a little too late that a 
response that short was probably too awkward, but it would make 
matters even worse if I tried to add to it now. 

"Hey, everyone, why don't you introduce yourselves to AyanokOji- 
kun? I'm sure there's a lot of unfamiliar faces for him," Hirata came 
to the rescue, apparently sensing the decaying atmosphere. 

"Ah, right!" The girl who had spoken before exclaimed. "Hey, I'm 
Sato Maya! I hope we get along~!" 

This girl, 'Sato', gave an energetic introduction. 

The next person contrasted Sato's enthusiasm with a more laid- 
back and mature vibe. Her name was Matsushita, and she seemed 
like the big sister of the group. 

Next up was a girl called Shinohara. There was nothing 
particularly notable about her; she was average in every way. 

Lastly, there was a girl called Mori. She seemed to be the most 
peripheral member of Karuizawa's clique, quite the opposite of 
central figures like Sato and Karuizawa herself. 

"Aren't you going to give us an introduction too?" Matsushita 


asked me with an inquisitive look. 

"Ah, right," I said. "I'm sure you all know by now, but my name is 
Ayanokoji Kiyotaka. If I had to name a few interests, I'd say I'm into 
music and books. I'm in your care." 

That introduction was much better than my spectacular fail at the 
very start of the school year. Thankfully, there weren't a whole lot 
of people there to witness it, but I still carried the memory with me, 
using it as a reminder of how not to talk to other people. 

The girls seemed to like my introduction, as they gave me warm, 
welcoming smiles. 

"I expected you to be less... pleasant," Sato said. 

Huh? Was I being insulted? 

She seemed to read my thoughts, as she corrected herself 
moments later. 

"Ah, no, I meant more like, Ayanokoji-kun has a certain 
reputation, you know? Everyone says you're cold and calculating." 

I see. Rumours about me had certainly spread quite a lot, then. I 
suppose it was only natural, given the select amount of times the 
other students had actually seen me. 

"Yeah, I heard Ayanokoji-kun was raised by wolves, and ate his 
first human when he was just three years old!" 

Uh, I-I. What? 

"Calm down, guys, I'm sure Ayanokoji-kun is quite normal when 
you get to know him," Hirata smiled. 

Hirata was right. I was no different to anybody else, really. There 
was nothing special about me at all. 

"Good morning," Chabashira-sensei strode elegantly into the 
classroom. 

"This morning, you have a full period to use as you wish. The has 
allocated you this time in order to help you get to know your new 
classmates, and to plan for the sports festival event," she said, 
wasting no time at all. 

It was nice of the school to give us this time to get familiar with 
our new surroundings. 

"The only thing I have to distribute are your timetables for the 
next month." 

A large quantity of students sighed upon seeing the contents of 
the class' schedules. 

"Oi, Sensei, how am I going to survive two physical education 
classes in one day?!" Ike complained loudly. 

Some other students, though, such as Sudo, roared with 
excitement. 

"Yeah! You can just watch me, I'll show you how it's done!" Sudo 
flexed the muscles in his arm. 


Despite his unpopular position in the social hierarchy, Sudo's 
physique was still extremely impressive, and garnered a few looks 
of admiration and jealousy. 

"That's all. Please make sure to make good use of this time," 
Chabashira gave those parting words of advice, and left the 
classroom. 

Just before closing the door, though, I was sure she sent a glance 
at me. 

Murmurs of varying degrees of excitement started up around the 
room, however, they were shut down just as quick. 

"Hey, listen," Lelouch stood up at his desk. "I think we all know 
that this class will be lost without someone competent taking the 
reins. It's best if I take the lead from here." 

A multitude of eyes widened. I supposed that, even though most 
had probably expected a certain shift to take place as a result of 
Class B's encroachment, they probably hadn't expected it to be this 
blunt. 

Discussion sparked within each group of the class immediately, 
including the one I was sat at. 

"Hah? Who does this guy think he is? Is he always like this, 
Ayanokoji-kun?" Karuizawa asked me. 

"Uh, well, there's no denying that Lelouch possesses strong 
leadership abilities. He's probably just confident in himself," I 
replied with a vague answer. 

"Even if he is, he still could've worded himself more politely," 
Shinohara scowled. 

"Yeah, I bet Hirata-kun wouldn't have said it like that!" Mori 
agreed. 

Hirata just gave an awkward smile. He didn't appear too pleased 
to have been dragged into conflict like this. 

Lelouch seemed to sense the general disagreement coursing 
through the room, as he walked over to the teacher's podium. 

"Seriously, do you think you can do better on your own? Or is it 
just that you've already given up all hope of reaching Class A?" 
Lelouch scoffed. "How pathetic." 

Most of the students looked down, unable to muster the strength 
to argue back against a Class B student like Lelouch. 

Being assigned to Class B at the start of the year immediately 
gave us a certain amount of influence. However, the domineering 
personalities of those students is what really served to create this 
effect - Lelouch's presence was like that of an emperor, commanding 
subservience and rendering the class unable to refute. 

However, he wasn't the only individual like this in the room. 

"That's not the case," a voice came from the far corner of the 


room. 

A familiar red-haired boy with mismatched eyes stood up. Unlike 
most who found themselves crumbling under Lelouch's piercing 
gaze, he took it right on. 

"Akashi-kun?" 

A number of students uttered in admiration. To the people of this 
class, who Lelouch was looking down on, Akashi must seem like a 
powerful representative of their thoughts and ideas. 

"The students of this class haven't given up hopes of reaching 
Class A," Akashi told Lelouch, as he walked up and joined him at 
the front of the room. "They simply don't believe that you are 
suitable to lead." 

A vein popped on Lelouch's forehead. This remark seemed to 
have struck a nerve. 

"What did you say? No, who even are you?!" Lelouch demanded 
an explanation. 

"Akashi Seijiird. All you need to know is that I'm more competent 
than you are." 

These were bold words of challenge. Only a particular kind of 
person could say this kind of thing straight to someone's face. 

"You are? Don't make me laugh. Have you seen the state of your 
class? You're the lowest of the bunch! If you really were so 
competent, I don't think you'd be in this situation, do you?" Lelouch 
fired back. 

However, he didn't seem to cause Akashi the same kind of 
irritation that he had managed to cause to him. Rather, Akashi 
simply let out a laugh. 

"Indeed, this class is currently the lowest ranked out of all of 
them. However, this situation is nothing to worry about. It was 
intentional." 

"Intentional? Who on earth would intentionally be bad?!" 

"If I had exercised my abilities since the start, perhaps Class E 
could've saved a few class points to start with. However, we would 
almost certainly have less now than we currently do." 

Akashi's logic was incomprehensible to a majority of the students 
in the room. Only K6denji seemed to fully understand. Horikita 
observed the interaction closely, with an unreadable expression on 
her face. 

"How'd you come to that conclusion?" 

"It's simple. If I had done something, my existence would've 
quickly been noted. If that happened, then the perception of Class E 
would also shift. The results that were previously achieved would 
be impossible." 

After Akashi's explanation, Lelouch went silent for a moment, 


simply narrowing his eyes. 

"I see. Class E wouldn't be viewed as harmless, as it was back 
then, and the other classes wouldn't have been as careless when 
dealing with them. The points gained during the uninhabited island 
exam could only have been gained this way," Lelouch murmured to 
himself, coming to such a conclusion. 

"That's right." 

"However, even if you say such things, it still doesn't convince 
me. Why should I believe in the power of an unproven Class E 
student?" 

"I see. Ordinarily, it would make sense to simply ask for the class' 
general consensus," Akashi directed his gaze to the rest of the class. 
"However, in the spirit of fairness, we will hold a direct competition 
for the role of ‘leader’, and I will crush you myself. Do you object?" 

To simply ask the class wouldn't prove anything in regard to the 
actual abilities of the two proposed candidates. 

Come, and I will show you my superiority. This was the kind of 
challenge that Akashi issued to Lelouch. 

"Of course not. I'll take you on. However, it had better be a fair 
competition," Lelouch said. 

"Naturally," Akashi replied. "I have the perfect test of leadership 
in mind." 

The glint in Akashi's eyes was unmistakeable. He didn't doubt his 
own victory one bit. He acted not on the hope, but on the 
assumption that he would win. 

Akashi led the class outside, stopping off by the gymnasium to 
pick up a few pieces of equipment along the way. Eventually, we 
arrived on one of the schools outside fields. There was a 400-meter 
track running around the perimeter, but Akashi seemingly intended 
to make use of the space in the middle of the field instead. 

He handed a stack of cones to Horikita. "Suzune, mark out an 
area with these. Around the size of a typical swimming pool." 

A typical swimming pool was 25 meters long, and somewhere in 
the region of 10 meters in width, depending on the number of lanes 
available. Horikita nodded, and set out on marking this kind of 
area. 

"What are we doing here, Akashi?" Sudo asked, voicing the 
confusion that most students seemed to share. 

"Lelouch and I will directly compete to prove the most competent 
student to lead the class for the next month," Akashi told him. 

"I don't like the look of this," Lelouch eyed Horikita as she started 
placing down cones. "It looks like a test of athleticism. You know 
I'm not very good at that, right?" 

"Relax, I've already considered that. We're going to simulate a 


mock battle." 

A mock battle? It certainly sounded interesting, but carried an 
ominous feeling with it. Some of the more withdrawn student 
looked a little worried. 

"The boys will split into two teams of nine. Lelouch and I will act 
as the commanders of each side." 

With the start of the explanation, the students divided into boys 
and girls. 

"If you step outside the boundary of the area, or fall to the 
ground, then you are eliminated. Once one of the teams is fully 
eliminated, the battle is over." 

So that's how it is, huh? It really did sound like a battle of sorts. 
The rules were simple for everyone to understand, while also 
allowing a large room for different tactics to be employed. 

A number of students still looked a little concerned, though. 

"Hey, Akashi-kun, isn't this a little dangerous? Someone could get 
hurt," Kushida said meekly. 

"There's no need to worry, Kikyo," he reassured her. "Striking 
your opponent is not allowed. You may only use your strength and 
wrestling ability to bring your enemy to ground, or push them out 
of bounds. This way, nobody should get injured." 

If there were no explicit attacks involved, then the chances of 
somebody sustaining an injury were lowered significantly. 

"To ensure that the contest relies on the competence of the 
commanders, I expect every person to obey the orders of their 
leaders. Is that clear?" 

"Yes," everybody nodded in unison. 

Wow. Despite not taking the spotlight for very long, it seemed 
like Akashi had already developed a strong position of authority 
within the class. Colour me impressed. 

"Also, if a commander is eliminated, they are no longer allowed 
to issue any instructions to their team." 

If the leader is killed in battle, then the entire army suffers. The 
contest was also designed to simulate this as closely as possible. 

Akashi glanced over to his soon-to-be opponent. "What do you 
think?" 

"It's... perfect," Lelouch grinned. 

This kind of contest was suited perfectly to Lelouch's abilities. I 
doubted that this was a coincidence - Akashi had likely understood 
this beforehand, and constructed the nature of the battle to play 
towards Lelouch's strengths. This way, there would be no doubt 
about the fairness of the contest. Akashi was essentially declaring 
that he could beat Lelouch even at what he did best. 

"I take it you have no complaints, then?" 


"None at all," Lelouch answered. "To make it fair, let's choose the 
teams by using a draft-like system. We can play rock-paper-scissors 
to decide who gets to choose first." 

Akashi looked a little surprised. "Rock-paper-scissors?" 

"Is that a problem?" 

"No. But allow me to warn you: you cannot beat me at Rock- 
paper-scissors." 

He didn't give off the impression that he was just talking to 
psyche out his opponent. No, he spoke as if he genuinely believed 
he couldn't lose. 

"Are you joking? It's game of chance!" Lelouch said something 
everybody would probably agree with. Well, everyone except 
Akashi Seijiiro. 

"Perhaps for you, it's a game of chance. However, for me, it's a 
game of certainty." 

Lelouch narrowed his eyes. "We'll see about that." 

Lelouch stepped closer to Akashi, and held a fist out. "We'll go on 
'shoot'." 

Akashi looked expressionlessly down at Lelouch's hand. "It doesn't 
matter. YOsuke, as a neutral arbiter, could you count down for us?" 

"Oh, me? Uh, sure," Hirata said, apparently not expecting to be 
singled out so suddenly. 

"I should tell you beforehand," Lelouch said. "I'm going to pick 
'Rock'." 

This was a good way to introduce an element of psychology into 
what would otherwise be a coin-flip. 

Was it a bluff? Or perhaps a double bluff? If you were intelligent, 
you could manipulate the mental state of your opponent like this, 
and read what they would throw. 

Horikita had finished setting up the battle arena by now, so at 
this moment, all eyes were fixated solely on the first, minor 
confrontation between the two elite students standing before them. 

"Rock," Hirata started, prompting the pair to get ready. 

"Paper." 

"Scissors," with that word, the hands of the two began to lift into 
the air. 

Lelouch's eyes were directed only at his opponent, as if studying 
him, but Akashi's were somewhere else entirely. His pair of 
differently coloured eyes widened slightly, as he directed a laser- 
focused gaze at Lelouch's moving hand. 

Is he going to try to react to the shape of Lelouch's hand as he 
moves it back down on 'shoot'? Was that kind of thing even 
possible? 

You would have to have extremely keen eyes to observe the 


shape of the hand while it was in motion. Then, you needed the 
brain processing speed to comprehend what your eyes saw, and 
adjust your own hand accordingly. 

Maybe somebody with abnormal mental abilities like Shiro would 
be capable of it, but Akashi? He didn't feel like somebody who 
possessed such monstrous ability. 

"Shoot!" 

Within a second, the two hands shot down into place. All of the 
students, the two involved included, could do nothing but stare at 
the results for a couple of seconds. 

Lelouch had thrown scissors, an extremely safe option. If Akashi 
believed the bluff regarding Lelouch's intent to throw rock, then 
Akashi would have thrown paper, and lost. 

Conversely, if he saw through the bluff, then Akashi would also 
throw scissors, reasoning that the only thing he knew was that 
Lelouch wasn't throwing rock. 

Either way, Lelouch would be safe; the chance of Akashi throwing 
rock himself was extraordinarily low in these circumstances. It was 
a move intended to feel out the psychology of the opponent. If he 
happened to win, then it was fine, but what Lelouch was really after 
was information to use in Round 2. 

However, Akashi had thrown... rock. 

"I am absolute." 

Having achieved victory, he said those three words. He was 
absolute, meaning all-seeing and undeniable. 

"W-Why the hell would you throw rock?!" Lelouch yelled. 

"Huh?" For the first time since the start of the game, Akashi 
moved his eyes away from Lelouch's hand, and instead looked him 
in the eye. 

"It made no sense to throw rock! If you were wrong about the 
bluff, you would've condemned yourself to defeat! And even if I was 
being truthful, you only would've gotten a draw!" 

Indeed, on the _ surface, Akashi's actions seemed 
incomprehensible. 

"I don't understand," Akashi said. "You threw scissors, and so I 
chose the option that crushes scissors: Rock." 

That kind of logic only really made sense if the one saying it was 
a time-traveller. Everyone else in the class seemed to think the 
same, as they stared at Akashi with puzzled expressions. 

Everyone except Koenji, anyway. His face indicated that he 
understood exactly what had happened, somehow. 

"I told you: I am absolute!" 

Akashi had won the actual battle there, but more importantly, he 
had won a psychological battle, too. Lelouch's confidence looked 


shaken by his unexpected loss. 

Akashi turned to address the class. 

"I will choose first, then. As I said before, each team only consists 
of nine boys, which means there are two that are sitting out. 
Sotomura Hideo is one of those two, but the other? Hmm... 
Rokusuke, you may also sit out. I know you must find this too 
troublesome." 

A few students seemed ticked off by the apparent special 
treatment given to Koenji, as he was allowed to take a rain check 
while everyone else was forced to participate. Some of the more 
astute classmates, however, were more interested in a different part 
of what Akashi had said. 

"Why is Sotomura-kun required to not participate?" Horikita 
asked. 

I was just thinking that same question, too. At this point, though, 
nobody doubted Akashi - he seemed to have a reason for 
everything. Rather, Horikita simply wished to understand these 
reasons. 

"Hideo will be performing a unique role now, and for the rest of 
our time training in preparation for the sports festival. Right?" 

Akashi spoke once again as if he already knew he was going to 
win, and take control of the class for certain. In fact, it looked like 
he had already made preparations. 

"A unique role?" Horikita, and a few of the other students like 
Yukimura and Kushida, repeated in confusion. 

It was lunch time at the Advanced Nurturing High School, on the 
same day that the ballot for the Class B students' distribution was set to 
take place. The representative for Class E, Akashi Seijiiro, had decided 
to eat lunch in the classroom on a whim. 

When he arrived there, though, he found somebody already there. A 
slightly chubby boy wearing glasses sat by himself in his usual desk, 
fiddling with a laptop in front of him. 

Akashi was a bit surprised - if he had expected anyone to be eating 
here, he imagined it would be a loner like Horikita Suzune, not 
somebody who seemed to get on well with a number of other guys in the 
class. 

Curious, he approached the green-eyed boy. 

"Sotomura Hideo?" He addressed him, standing beside his desk. 

"Huh? Oh, Akashi-dono. Have you come here to eat as well?" 

"Yeah," Akashi answered. Then, he directed his gaze to the laptop 
screen. "What are you doing?" 

On it were displayed the images of a cute-looking 2-D girl, who quite 
contrastingly, had a gigantic sword stuck to her back. Next to that, 'The 


Professor’ seemed to be playing around with a spreadsheet of some kind. 

"Ah, this is for a video game, you see. I'm analysing the stat 
allocations for the character using the damage formulas used by the 
game to try and find the optimal build," Sotomura explained with a hint 
of passion in his voice. 

Akashi simply remained silent, listening to the explanation, and trying 
to figure out what exactly he was looking at. 

Sotomura noticed Akashi's expression, and let out a deflated sigh. 
"You think it's stupid because of the visuals." 

"No, that's not the impression I meant to give," Akashi reassured him. 
"Is it interesting?" 

"I suppose if you're interested in the technical aspect of games... but 
the other guys in our class think it's weird. They're all obsessed with real 
girls and the like, while I have no interest in such things." 

"Is that why youre eating here by yourself?" Akashi questioned. 

"T guess so..." 

By now, Akashi himself was no stranger to spending time by himself. 
However, he didn't particularly mind it; if he didn't have company, he 
was dedicating time to practice basketball, or the violin. 

You'd expect a diligent individual such as Akashi to also practice his 
studies, however, this was not the case. Akashi's father had made him 
take advanced education classes ever since he was a child, and 
consequently, by now, he had already acquired sufficient academic 
knowledge to ace any high-school exam with ease. There was no need 
for him to study. 

He noticed though that, unlike him, Sotomura didn't seem to 
particularly appreciate the solitude. He was fine playing games, of 
course, but it sometimes got lonely, especially when he saw everybody 
else having fun together. 

"Why don't you try speaking to some of the others, like Yosuke or the 
girls? I'm sure that their hobbies are a little more... sophisticated." 

Sotomura blinked. "That's impossible, Akashi-dono. They all think I'm 
a weird, creepy pervert. They wouldn't even get to know me without 
rejecting me." 

Akashi raised a hand to his chin, thinking deeply. 

"You would be more popular if you displayed talent to our 
classmates," he said eventually. 

Akashi also thought that it would be a great help if Sotomura 
improved his appearance - perhaps drop a few pounds and pay more 
attention to personal hygiene and grooming. However, he respectfully 
kept those thoughts to himself. 

"I'm not really smart like you and Horikita, nor am I athletic like 
Sudo and Hirata-dono. Unfortunately, I don't have any such talents." 

"That's not true. The ability to gather data, organise it in an easily 


digestible manner and analyse it to find the optimal process is one 
desired by all fields," Akashi told him. "Up until now, you've been 
subconsciously correlating your abilities with video games only, when 
really your strength extends far beyond that." 

Sotomura's eyes lit up as he heard this. "R-Really?! Is that true?" 

The cruel reality is, that as a teenage boy who wasn't exactly popular, 
this was probably the first compliment Sotomura had ever received from 
anybody outside of his own family. 

Something as simple as this will go a long way; Sotomura will 
remember these words for a long time, and consequently, will always 
look at Akashi as a dependable ally and friend regardless of what 
happens. 

"Yeah. I would like you to lend that strength to the class, so that we 
can win," Akashi smiled. 

I'm sure that all the others will start to look up to you, too," he 
added. 

Without even realising it, Sotomura had become the very first pawn at 
Akashi's disposal. The very first cog in the hyper-efficient machine that 
Akashi envisioned Class E will become. 

"Right!" Sotomura even lost his usual, strange manner of speech due to 
the situation. "I-I won't let you down, Akashi! I promise!" 

Akashi placed a comforting hand on his shoulder. "I have full faith in 
you." 

'The Professor’ set up shop off go the side of the battle arena, 
quite overly-equipped with a laptop, camera, binoculars and a voice 
recorder. 

"D-Does he really need all that?" 

All of Class E seemed to stammer those words out simultaneously. 

Akashi, though, simply gave everyone a smile. "He simply likes to 
work with a certain flair. You'll see, though, that despite how it 
looks, he is extremely valuable." 

People still looked a little sceptical, but took his word for it for 
the most part. 

It seemed like Akashi had seen something in this unassuming boy, 
and recruited him shortly after taking over the class. 

I found myself more and more impressed as Akashi's abilities, 
which were previously hidden in the dark, were revealed by 
gradual lighting. 

Just recently, my classmates and I were pondering over the 
seemingly paradoxical behaviour by the school: they had left at 
least one suitable leader in each class, except for Class E. Nobody 
could figure out why they were an exception. 

That was, until now. Class E had contained Akashi Seijiiro all 


along. 

"It's about time to pick the sides, don't you think?" Lelouch said 
impatiently. 

"Yeah, you're right," Akashi turned and scanned his eyes over the 
boys. 

It was his turn to pick first. I wonder who he would go for? 
Perhaps the obvious choice, Sudo, as the ace of the team? 

Or perhaps a more nuanced choice, like Hirata? He wasn't the 
strongest student, but he was by no means weak, and possessed the 
ability to rally everybody around him. 

"Kiyotaka." 

To everyone's surprise, my own name was called. I was Akashi's 
first choice. 

Lelouch appeared unphased, but on the inside, I knew he was 
panicking. He hadn't expected to be robbed of the one person fully 
aligned with himself, especially when much more appealing options 
were available. 

As per the rules, though, I obediently made my way over to 
Akashi, who stood on one side of the arena. 

"I wasn't expecting you to choose me first," I commented as I 
joined him. 

"Regardless of the fact that I don't know the level of your combat 
ability, you are the only one capable of effectively carrying out 
more complicated instructions." 

I could certainly see where he was coming from, but couldn't he 
have picked Hirata in that case? It was unnecessarily troublesome 
to be singled out. 

No, it was likely also true that Akashi, who didn't know the 
extent of my abilities, was wary of me, and decided that it was 
worth securing me to his team for the peace of mind alone. 

"It seems you've already planned out your strategy." 

Akashi nodded. "It is imperative that the commander's battle 
tactics are simple to understand. For the best chance of winning, the 
team needs to be on the same page." 

Even if your strategy is better than your opponent's, if your men 
don't fully comprehend what they're supposed to do, then you will 
still lose. 

"Tl give you more creative freedom to do as you see fit, as a kind 
of support presence for the team as a whole." 

Akashi probably planned to form up the other eight students in 
more rigid formations. As a result, my role was to roam around the 
fight, lending a hand where it's most needed; this was to 
compensate for any weak links that may appear in the structure. 

The chain is only as strong as its weakest link, as they say, and it 


was especially applicable here. If the structure crumbles for even a 
moment, then you won't be able to recover. The job I had been 
assigned was a vital one that relied mostly on decision-making 
ability, something that Akashi was certain that every student of 
Class B possessed in spades. 

While we were talking, Lelouch had apparently made his choice. 
Sudo stomped over to the other side of the battlefield with a fire in 
his eyes. 

"Ora!" he smacked his fist again his chest. "I'd rather not go up 
against Akashi, but still! I'll show everyone my power!" 

I raised an eyebrow. "Does he know you well? He sounded a little 
concerned about fighting you." 

Akashi gave a small chuckle in response. 

"We are teammates on the school's basketball team, that's all." 

Basketball? Akashi definitely didn't give off the vibe of a 
basketball player. 

Typically, you'd imagine someone big with a lot of muscle to put 
behind their body. However, Akashi was the same height as me, 
with similar build as well. 

However, if even Sudo was hesitant to face off against Akashi, it 
meant that he must he much stronger than his appearance would 
lead you to believe. I had to be careful around him. 

After that, the draft continued until all male students, aside from 
The Professor and K6enji, had been assigned to one of the two 
teams. 

After Sudo and I were gone, Akashi had selected yet another 
surprising choice: Miyake Akito. 

At first, I wondered what was up. However, two things quickly 
became apparent. 

The first thing was that, as Miyake removed his blazer and 
instead put on one of the coloured vests that Akashi had picked out 
to differentiate the two teams, his body was revealed to be much 
more athletic than the school uniform allowed you to see. 

The second was that he was perhaps the only student out of the 
fourteen boys remaining who maintained confident body language. 
It suggested that he was capable of handling himself to a decent 
extent, at the very least. 

Hirata was the next to go, being added to Lelouch's arsenal. I had 
expected Hirata to have his reservations about the whole thing, but 
he appeared calmer than anticipated. 

Perhaps, he understood that much was done to ensure that 
nobody got seriously hurt, and that the competition was a good- 
natured one. If somebody like Rytien was involved, I expect that 
Hirata would be much more concerned. 


Due to Koenji's absence, the rest of the options were relatively 
unremarkable. As a result, the rest of the choices from both leaders 
were almost entirely dependent on the confidence in the postures of 
each student. 

If the physical ability was about the same, then the next factor to 
consider was the mental state of each individual. One's performance 
can vary greatly depending on their mentality, so it was important 
to make sure your team had their heads in the game. 

After our team was assembled, Akashi looked over at the girls. 

"Suzune, can you act as the neutral referee for this match?" From 
his pocket, he produced a whistle, and threw it into the hands of 
Horikita. 

"Huh? Okay, sure?" 

Horikita looked a little uncertain, but didn't really have a reason 
to refuse the request. Her presence as an arbiter would ensure that 
no underhanded tactics would be used, such as hitting your 
opponents. 

All eyes fell expectantly on Horikita, who looked a little 
uncomfortable at suddenly being thrust into the spotlight. 

"Um, the commanders will now be given a brief period time in 
which to discuss their tactics with their teams. After that, I will 
commence the start of the contest," she declared after momentary 
hesitation. 

With that, everybody huddled around in a circle, their ears all 
giving 100 percent of their attention to Akashi. 

Despite the fact that the competition wasn't directly between 
them, the boys still had their own personal pride; nobody wanted to 
be on the losing team. 

"Okay," Akashi began. "Here's what we'll do..." 
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Chapter 5-9: Battle 


Ayanokoji's POV 

Akashi's plan was as straightforward as you could get without 
having to sacrifice solidity. 

One of the crucial elements was the fact that if the commander 
was eliminated, he is no longer allowed to issue instructions to his 
team. 

As a result, Akashi would be staying at the back of the formation 
throughout the duration of the game. Also, as an extra measure, I 
was to take on the role of battlefield leader in the event that Akashi 
himself was to somehow fall. 

Along with Akashi, I myself was also not a part of the team's 
formation - I was a free-roaming support, revolving around lending 
aid to any teammates who were struggling. 

That left eight students to make up the main structure of our 
side's formation. Sticking to the theme of how the teams were 
decided to begin with, Akashi had devised three distinct formations. 

The first, and default form, was 'Paper'. In this formation, we 
would simply fan out in a connected line that spanned the width of 
the arena. It was the most flexible formation that could change 
fluidly into the other two, making it ideal for feeling out the 
opponent. 

The next was 'Rock', a defensive formation. It was similar to 
paper, except this time, the thickness of the line would be two 
students, rather than one. That meant that the front line of students 
would be supported by another line right behind them, bolstering 
the defense. 

The third and final formation, 'Scissors', was specifically designed 
for offense. A narrow arrangement that would remind you of a 
penetrating blade, 'Scissors' isolated individual enemies within the 
other team's structure and destroyed it by applying all the pressure 
to a single link. 

Akashi would use his judgement to switch between these three 
forms throughout the match; for the most part, this was the extent 
of our tactics. 

Once everybody understood the three formations, there should be 
no confusion or miscommunication between men during the battle. 
It was a simple plan that had the potential to be deadly if the 


commander's judgement was spot-on. 

Once the explanation was over, our group dispersed. Despite the 
brief nature of our discussion, it seemed that Lelouch had finished 
his even before we did. 

Horikita, the referee, noticed it, and spoke up. 

"I take it both sides are happy with their planning?" 

Receiving a chorus of affirmation and no complaints, there was 
no need to delay the match any further. 

"Right, then, all students please line up at the edge of your sides. 
The whistle will indicate the start of the contest, from which you 
may do as you please within the confines of the pre-established 
rules." 

Horikita, who's personality was notorious for being cold and 
aloof, did a surprisingly good job of talking to a group. 

I suspected that this had something to do with Class B showing 
her the error in her ideals, and perhaps also some guidance from 
the redhead beside me. 

We lined up with Akashi and I on opposite ends of the arena's 
width, and Miyake in the middle. He was put there intentionally so 
that our formation's biggest power was at the centre, thus 
distributing the strength equally. 

After checking that The Professor was ready to go, and that the 
female audience was comfortable, Horikita began the countdown. 

"3, 2,1..." 

A piercing sound assaulted our eardrums. The shrill of a whistle 
indicated that the battle was underway immediately. 

"Let's go!" 

Miyake rallied our classmates, who ran ahead while Akashi and I 
stayed back. They took on the formation of 'Paper', the flexible 
default best-suited to the opening stages. 

Whether we transitioned into 'Rock' or 'Scissors' would depend on 
which direction the balance tips. 

Lelouch's side charged forward with a central force of both Sudo 
and Hirata. Unlike us, only Lelouch himself stayed back, meaning 
the enemy had an advantage in number for the initial clash. 

I positioned myself slightly forward, ready to join the action as 
quick as possible if needed. 

Hmm... 

It would destroy the essence of the contest if I were to go all out 
here. It was supposed to be a fair battle between the two 
commanders, not a one-man army steamrolling the other team. 

Miyake and Hirata seem around even in terms of physical ability, 
but Lelouch's team had the advantage of Sudo, who overshadowed 
both in terms of raw power. 


I guess I'll hold back to around Sudo's level, then. That way, there 
can be no arguments about the fairness between the two army's 
strengths. 

"Hit them hard!" Sudo yelled encouragement to his teammates. 

Running high on adrenaline, the opposing team slammed into our 
formation with crippling strength. 

We almost fell apart then and there, but Miyake's senses seemed 
to tell him to fall back just a little bit to recover from the initial 
blow. 

Everybody else shortly followed suit, and it turned into a direct 
head-to-head, albeit a little closer to us than we would've liked. 

At first, it looked like it was even, however it quickly became 
clear that this was not the case. 

The edges our formation were holding up well, but our centre 
was starting to get overwhelmed by the combined manpower of 
Sudo and Hirata. 

I decided to take action before things got worse. I found a gap 
between our men, and inserted myself next to Miyake, providing a 
boost of strength to our team's core. 

The tide seemed to settle in a deadlock after that, with the nine-a- 
side equally matched in strength. 

"Q1 and R1, move your pressure! P1, P2 and P3 fill in the gap!" 

Lelouch seemed to notice this too, as he called out a set of orders 
from the opposite end of the field. 

He had opted for a more complex system, huh? 

Instead of having set formations, Lelouch seemed to have 
assigned specific code-names to the students, which allowed him to 
make callouts and manage the battlefield in real-time. 

The advantage was, of course, that more sophisticated tactics 
could be employed to counter the opponent. However, the 
disadvantage was that you sacrificed the simplicity that Akashi's 
method had - your soldiers might not be able to follow your orders 
as accurately as needed. 

Sudo and Hirata slid over to the left, and the students who had 
previously been on that side slotted into their position in the 
middle. 

Lelouch had moved his heavy hitters to target a weaker section of 
our formation, but at the expense of his own formation's solidity. 

There was no denying now that the centre consisting of me and 
Miyake was stronger than these replacements that matched up 
against us. Did Lelouch intend to crack the battlefield open? 

No, unless he had a plan that I couldn't see yet, it wouldn't make 
sense for him to take such a route with the strategy he'd employed. 
His method of issuing command would make it difficult to regroup 


once the structure was lost. 

Perhaps, then, he was aiming to bait Akashi into acting? Perhaps 
if he could lure a tactical change out of our side, he could get a 
better understanding of how we operated, and formulate a plan of 
attack. 

"Rock!" 

Unexpectedly, Akashi ordered the change almost immediately. 

On the outside, it didn't seem too bad, but if I had to say, I would 
call it a mistake in the heat of the moment from Akashi. 

Our team's primary strength is the unity that comes with simple 
instructions. In other words, Akashi should have been happy to 
allow the structures to break open, knowing that he had the 
advantage when it came to forming back up again. 

Instead, he played right into Lelouch's hands. 

This was only expected, though. From the start, I'd evaluated 
Lelouch's abilities as a battlefield commander to be superior to 
Akashi's. If there was anything that could compensate for that, it 
would be the gap in physical ability between the two commanders 
themselves. 

I let myself float off of the structure, which allowed the rest of the 
guys to switch into 'Rock' much easier. 

With this change, it certainly looked like our defense was 
impossible to break through. However, there was an obvious 
downside. 

"Execute Plan A, now!" 

It also seemed like Lelouch had planned something in advance. 
By the looks of it, his plan has depended on a situation like this 
occurring, and Lelouch had accurately manipulated the situation. 

Akashi seemed to realise his blunder at this moment, but it was 
far too late to do anything about it now. 

The 'Rock' formation had an obvious downside - the reinforcing of 
the line required students from the ends to move and create a 
second line behind, causing the formation's width to decrease. This 
caused gaps to appear at the sides of our team that the enemy could 
slip through. 

Four enemies peeled off of the main battle, and charged through 
these newly opened lanes. 

"Get him!!" They roared; their eyes set on Akashi. 

This was the plan, then? To send a small sub-team of students in 
to infiltrate. 

If the commander was eliminated, then they can no longer help 
their team in any way. This would almost undoubtedly cause that 
team's complete collapse, as uncoordinated individual judgement 
takes over. 


Lelouch aimed to take Akashi out of the equation straight away. 

These four students consisted of only Ike and three other average 
Class E boys, though. I doubted their ability to really cause a 
significant threat. 

I suppose it had to be like this, though. If Sudo and Hirata joined 
the attack, then the rest of Lelouch's team would lose too much 
strength and surely be overpowered. 

Even if they successfully eliminated Akashi, Lelouch himself 
would probably also be removed after our manpower advantage 
broke through the weakened defense. 

Akashi appeared beside me in a flash. "Can you take the two on 
the right?" 

The only conceivable way to get out of this was for Akashi and I 
to each fend off two enemies each. 

An experienced martial artist could easily defeat two untrained 
adversaries by themselves. However, in an environment where you 
were restricted to grappling and wrestling only, it would be difficult 
to subdue two people without going to ground yourself no matter 
how skilled you were. 

I gave him and nod, the quickest form of communication 
available when time was of the essence. 

"Try to switch to scissors if you can!" 

Akashi called out to our team in the precious few seconds before 
he would have to divert his full attention to surviving this ambush. 

A lot of people would probably freeze up mentally, but Akashi 
seemed to have kept his cool and realised that with a strike force of 
four barrelling towards us, the rest of Lelouch's team was left at a 
number disadvantage. 

Switching to the offensive formation was the correct choice in 
this instance. Objectively, most people could probably reason this 
much, but it was impressive that Akashi had done it so quickly 
while also under imminent threat. 

"This is revenge for the summer, Ayanokoji!" Ike lunged at me 
after screaming such words. 

His plan to spy on the girls getting changed? Was he seriously 
still bitter about that? 

My other attacker was a boy with a similar build to Ike - his name 
was Hondo. 

I splayed my hands on either side, intercepting their chests as 
they stepped into touching distance. 

As expected, this stopped them momentarily, but they quickly 
realised the problem with my idea. 

Both of them grabbed a hold of one of my arms with the force of 
their whole bodies, and started trying to pull behind me. 


If they managed to get my arms behind me, it would be simple to 
then shove me to the floor. I had to avoid that outcome at all costs. 

Instead, I dug my feet into the grass, intending to fortify my 
position and enable me to use my own body's strength to push back. 

"Hah? What the hell, how are you this strong?" Hondo exclaimed. 

The pair seemed to quickly realise that they couldn't beat my 
strength head-on, even though I was restricting it only to around 
Sudo's level. 

Although I suppose a similar thing would happen if Ike and 
Hond6 tried to wrestle with Sudo. 

"Hey, twist his arms! Like this!" 

Ike grabbed onto my wrist and put his other hand near my elbow, 
trying to rotate it to an unnatural angle. 

The arm's muscles, mainly the triceps, and also the deltoid muscle 
in the shoulder that helped move the arm in different directions, 
weren't designed to exert force while the arm was rotated outwards. 

Consequently, I couldn't allow this, and once again resorted to 
raw strength to resist the movement. 

If it was Sudo and Hirata here instead, I surely would've been 
eliminated by now, but thankfully, this opposition was much 
weaker. 

I looked over to check up on Akashi - if he was struggling, then I 
might have to exert myself to obtain a window in which to help 
him. 

However, it seemed that this wouldn't be necessary. Akashi had 
avoided being grabbed entirely, and moved in such a way that it 
was difficult for his assailants to coordinate a simultaneous attack. 
His idea was to separate himself from one of them by keeping the 
other in between. 

His footwork and movement were good. Even though it wasn't a 
real fight, just by seeing this, I could tell that Akashi was 
experienced in martial arts. 

Just like Akashi, I reached a deadlock on my side, too. It was far- 
fetched for us to eliminate one of them, but they were not strong 
enough to force us down either. 

This is fine, though. If things stay like this, it's expected that our 
main body of students would manage to get into the 'Scissors' 
formation, and from there, even Sudo and Hirata wouldn't be able 
to stop them. 

The clock was against Lelouch at the moment. 

"Pl, P2, P3 and P4! Retreat and support the formation 
immediately!" 

The enemy commander seemed to also realise it. His plan had 
failed, and now his team needed to regroup and buy time for a new 


plan of action to be brainstormed. 

"Huh?" 

Ike and Hondo looked a bit uncertain. 

"I repeat, get out of there right now!" 

After being told a second time, none of them wanted to refrain 
from obeying the orders any longer. 

Ike and Hondo let go of me, and the two on Akashi gave up on 
trying to catch him, instead turning around to retreat. 

Lelouch had likely anticipated that only Akashi would stay back, 
which is why he planned this four-on-one assassination. 

However, the reality turned out to be that I also stayed back after 
the formation switch. As a result, the skirmish was not the crushing 
four-against-one that he'd planned, but instead two separate 
instances of a two-against-one, which was much more manageable 
for our side. 

As soon as he saw hovering near the back, he should have known 
that this would happen, but he went ahead with the plan anyway, 
likely because he'd gone to the trouble of setting it up during the 
discussion before. 

Unfortunately, Lelouch, I cannot let you get away this kind of 
clumsy mistake without a price. 

m_oyt 

Ike looked shocked as I suddenly darted forward, and grabbed 
him by his coloured vest. 

"O-Oi, Hondo! Help me!" 

Hondo either didn't hear him or simply didn't have any intention 
of trying to help, because his back remained turned as he ran away 
to re-join his team, leaving Ike deserted behind enemy lines. 

I held Ike there for a second, giving Akashi time to get over to us. 

He gave me a nod, and then turned to face Ike. 

"It was a valiant effort. However, the strength of both you and 
your commander fell short." 

It sounded like Akashi had also thought along the same lines as 
me, and reasoned that Lelouch was partly at fault for still going 
through with the plan. 

"But as you likely realise, you're now caught in the spider's web. 
An attack against me cannot go unpunished." 

Despite the fact that actually injuring your opponents was strictly 
forbidden, Ike still looked mildly terrified. The aura of our 
commander was not something to be taken likely. 

Akashi placed his hand on Ike's shoulder, and pushed him down 
to the ground with ease. No, that was probably wrong - Akashi 
made it look effortless. 

"Lower your head." 


Like an emperor, Akashi made his enemy bow before him. 
Defiance was not tolerated. 

"Ike Kanji is eliminated!" Horikita announced from the side-lines. 

With Ike leaving the field, the first loss of the battle had taken 
place. Lelouch's plan was definitely good, but he had 
underestimated the difference an extra man would make, which had 
cost him. 

I glanced once more at Akashi, and we shared a mutual 
understanding. There was no need to exchange words like 'Good 
job' or anything like that. We had simply done what was expected. 

I then averted my gaze back to the battle at hand. "Your tactical 
adjustment seems to be working." 

The 'Scissors' formation was now in full throttle, launching a two- 
pronged attack that targeted opposite ends of the enemy's weakened 
structure. It was only a matter of time before somebody went down, 
and we broke through. 

"It was a calculated risk from him that would've only been 
successful had I been eliminated," he replied. 

Indeed, four is significant to drop from your strength when your 
total number was only nine. It was nearly half of Lelouch's 
manpower. 

If it wasn't for the individual ability of Sudo and Hirata, who 
worked hard to keep things together, things would be looking much 
more unfavourable for the enemy right now. 

I had to at least credit Lelouch's decision to send weaker students 
rather than the likes of Sudo after us, though. Sure, it would have 
made the odds of succeeding much higher, but it would also have 
guaranteed the collapse of Lelouch's defence. 

When the three would-be assassins re-joined the main battle, 
Lelouch's side seemed to be relieved of stress. However, they 
weren't out of the woods yet. 

"Go help out. Your addition will likely be enough to tip it over 
the edge," Akashi said. 

He was right. Lelouch was barely hanging on as it is, and I will 
provide a larger boost than the three returning attackers will. 

This is because the 'Scissors' formation isolates and pressures 
specific targets. It is possible to do this on offense, but not on 
defense, so even if the three of them provide an overall larger net 
boost than I do, it won't be enough to save the struggling link in the 
chain. 

Following Akashi's judgement, I moved forward and slipped 
seamlessly into the attack of one of our formation's prongs. 

Initially, it seemed like it didn't make a difference. But after a 
moment, action took place suddenly and without warning. 


"Oi!" 

The student facing the brunt of our attack caved in, stumbling 
backwards. He would've hit the ground and been eliminated then 
and there if not for Sudo miraculously managing to catch him. 

And just like that, we broke through. 

Due to the knife-like shape of our formation, that got wider as 
you went back in order to focus all the pressure through one point 
like a needle, the students that began trampled over the adjacent 
students as if they weren't there. 

One person fell to the grass immediately, and the other had to fall 
back onto his teammates to avoid it. 

"Minami Setsuya is eliminated," the announcement from Horikita, 
who circled the perimeter to get a better view, confirmed. 

"Don't think you can win that easily!" Sudo cried. 

He stomped forward with the intention to take on the students 
who'd broken through directly. 

"Huh?" Miyake, who had led the attack, was surprised by Sudo's 
abrupt appearance. 

He tried to hold him off, but it looked like Sud6's power was too 
much even for Miyake to handle. 

"Miyake Akito, eliminated!" 

"Sorry, guys," he said. How respectable. 

That was... less than ideal. Miyake was a key part of both our 
attack and defense - losing him was a major blow. 

"Makida Susumu and Hondo Ryotaro are both eliminated," 
Horikita called out. 

As a direct result of the breakthrough on this side, it seemed like 
the other prong of our attack had succeeded, too, taking advantage 
of the chaos. 

They had taken out two guys on their way through, transforming 
the battlefield to all-out pandemonium. In other words, we had 
traded Miyake in exchange for three enemies. Was it worth it? 

Obviously, three people are more valuable than one. However, 
Miyake's individual abilities and familiarity with fighting were an 
extremely useful yet immaterial thing to have on your side. With 
him going down, the others might lose confidence, which could 
impact the team as a whole. 

The same could be said for our opponents, though. They were 
down to just five fighters and their commander, while we still had 
nine capable fighters left standing on our team. 

"Ora!" 

Sudo struck down yet another man, bringing our side's strength 
down to eight men. 

"Miyamoto Soshi, eliminated!" 


Sudo seemed unstoppable at the moment. Everyone that went up 
against him was blown at of the water without seconds. Even those 
that weren't his targets seemed to get disturbed by his presence 
nearby. 

I could have taken on Sudo myself, to neutralise the threat. 
However, I decided against that idea. 

There were a large number of one-on-one fights going on across 
the arena now, as a result of the loss of formation. It looked like 
these skirmishes could end up going either way, so I decided to drift 
around and help secure individual victory in these instead. 

It would mean that members of our team would continue to fall 
under SudO's irresistible strength. However, it would also mean that 
we could hope to match his eliminations with our own. 

As Sudo took out yet another person on our team, I moved over 
to a one-on-one currently happening between our team's Yamauchi 
and Yukimura, a boy on the enemy team. 

Yukimura was not athletic at all, but even he seemed to be 
getting the better of Yamauchi, who seemed like he could fall at 
any minute. 

Wasting no time, I lent Yamauchi a hand, and quickly disposed of 
Yukimura. 

If it carried on like this, then eventually, we would win. Our side 
is currently ahead in number, so if each side alternates in losing a 
student each, the enemy will run out of men before we do. 

"R1, B2, retreat and assist N1 and Q1!" 

In this situation, Lelouch was still capable of issuing orders, due 
to the intricate nature of the system he'd developed. This was 
something that Akashi couldn't do easily. 

With the help of Lelouch's adaptive tactics, three of our students 
were eliminated in swift fashion. In retaliation, I eliminated two 
more students, who were preoccupied with fighting my remaining 
allies. 

The numbers were now four versus three, in Akashi's favour. 

However, two of the three opponents left were Sudo and Hirata, 
whereas the two teammates other than Akashi on our side were 
Yamauchi Haruki and Ijin Wataru, who were both weak. 

"Each of you go and take a one-versus-one," Akashi said. 

Even if our side won just one of the one-against-ones, it would all 
but secure Akashi's victory. This was due to the difference that had 
been lingering over the battlefield the whole time — the gap in 
strength between the commanders Akashi and Lelouch themselves. 

In terms of ability as a commander, Lelouch certainly had Akashi 
beat. However, in terms of ability as a fighter, Akashi could 
probably crush Lelouch with his arms tied behind his back. Our side 


had possessed an intrinsic strength advantage from the beginning. 

Despite that though, Akashi himself had remained at the back, 
not joining the fray. I wondered if he had a specific reason for this, 
or if it was just his style of doing things — to use others before 
relying on his own strength. 

I found myself face to face with Sudo, the ace of Lelouch's team. 
Ijiin matched up against Hirata, and Yamauchi went after Lelouch. 

If Yamauchi beat Lelouch, it would probably be over. That 
matchup is the most volatile because both sides of it are similarly 
weak. Under those conditions, anything could happen. 

But either way, the fight will probably end before either of the 
other two do. As a result, if the winner will be able to help one of 
his two teammates, and turn the tide of the battle. 

With Yamauchi's help, Ijaiin could probably take down Hirata. 
Then, Sudo, who will be having a hard enough time dealing with 
me already, will not be able to survive when two extra opponents 
turn against him. 

"You're sending your weakest soldier after me?!" Lelouch shouted 
as he saw Yamauchi approaching him. "I might not be very strong, 
but don't underestimate me!" 

Lelouch's conviction was much stronger than Yamauchi's. Seeing 
this, I concluded that their fight was decided before it even begun, 
and turned my full attention to the Sudo in front of me. 

"Are you ready?" I asked him. 

"Uh, to be honest, I don't think I could ever be fully ready to fight 
someone like you," Sudo scratched his head. 

Not only was I a Class B student, but Sudo had also experienced a 
glimpse of my strength first-hand. 

"But that doesn't mean I'll just back down." 

Good. It seemed that the fire in Sud6's eyes was as intense as 
ever. He wasn't the type to just give up. 

In a flash, Sudo rushed at me, grabbing me firmly by the top of 
my arms and beginning to push. 

"Are you trying to push me out of bounds?" I asked as I was 
forced nearer to the edge. 

This method relied more on raw strength than the alternative, 
which was forcing your opponent to ground. This was because 
experienced fighters could use various takedown techniques to 
eliminate a physically superior opponent. 

Sudo must have decided that his best chance of winning was to 
rely on his physique alone. 

I allowed him to push me right up to the border, and then 
planted my feet, finally resisting the incredible force coming from 
the other side. 


After equalling Sudo's strength, I started rotating the two of us 
around, in an attempt to make it such that he was the one who 
would be in danger of being pushed out-of-bounds. 

"You!" 

However, once Sudo realised what I was doing, he also started 
trying to move us in the opposite direction, resulting in a stalemate. 

I could have won this conflict if I put more power into my arms 
and legs, but that would require me to go beyond the limit I had set 
before. 

"W-Woah!" 

From across the arena, Yamauchi cried out. Lelouch had him in a 
headlock, and it wouldn't be long until he was eliminated. 

Miraculously, on the other side, Ijiin seemed to have the upper 
hand against Hirata. At first, I thought that perhaps we had all 
underestimated his strength, but this was not the case. 

The reality was that, for some reason, Hirata's psychological state 
was not allowing him to fight back at anywhere near the level he 
should be able to. It seemed like even this mild level of harmless 
violence was too much for him. 

He looked fine during the midst of battle, but when it came down 
to only a few people left where you had to fight as an individual, 
something seemed to change in Hirata's mind. 

One-on-one combat is far more grounded in reality than a war- 
like battle, so I could certainly understand how someone like Hirata 
may have a tougher time. However, for this to make sense, it must 
mean that something involving Hirata must've happening in the 
past. 

Has he been in some kind of traumatic fight before? Or 
experienced one between two other people? It would certainly 
explain his idealistic philosophy. I couldn't help but wonder. 

"H-Hey!" Ijiin's surprised voice rang out. 

All of a sudden, a slight shift in Hirata's strength seemed to cause 
Ijin to lose his balance. Intertwined with Hirata, he tumbled to the 
floor. 

"juin Wataru and Hirata Yosuke, both eliminated." 

Shortly after that, another inevitable result came about: 

"Yamauchi Haruki is eliminated." 

With that, it was now a two versus two. However, it seemed like 
my teammate had no intentions of helping. 

Well, do so at your own peril, Akashi. 

"Sudo! It's time for Plan B!" 

Lelouch cried out as he rushed over to where I was struggling 
with Sudo by the border. The man in question nodded in 
affirmation, and then Lelouch crashed into the side of me. 


But it was weak. If he had intended to push me out of bounds, 
then he would need far more power. Surely this isn't the extent of 
'Plan B'? 

What happened next surprised me, though. Lelouch latched onto, 
wrapping his arms around my torso, and shifted himself to the side 
close to the edge. Then, he began to pull. 

"Are you trying some kind of kamikaze attack?" I asked him. 

Lelouch's sharp, purple eyes stared into mine. "Even if Sudo gets 
the both of you eliminated, I still won't be able to defeat Akashi. So 
it has to be this way, instead. Do it, Sudo!" 

So that's it, then. This outcome surely could've been avoided had 
Akashi lent a hand, however he still appeared to have no intention 
of getting involved. 

In a flash, Sudo let go of me, and repositioned himself at a right- 
angle such that he was opposite the border. 

Lelouch, who wasn't even trying to remain standing, exerted a 
surprising amount of force with the help of gravity. As a result, I 
couldn't shrug him off and manoeuvre out of the way. 

"Sorry about this!" Sudo yelled, before tackling me directly from 
the front. 

Staying true to my philosophy of restricting my strength to Sudo's 
level, I was pushed helplessly out of bounds. 

"Ouch!" 

As expected, I landed painfully on top of Lelouch, who had been 
clinging on to the other side of me. 

"You gave some of them the wrong idea, you know..." I 
murmured. 

Lelouch followed my gaze, and his eyes landed on the group of 
girls squealing at the sight of us in this state. "Seriously?" 

"Ayanokoji Kiyotaka and Lamperouge Lelouch, both eliminated." 

Horikita declared our deaths in a monotone manner, signalling 
for us to move over to the audience. 

"How disappointing," Akashi muttered under his breath. 

"Don't feel bad Ayanokoji-kun, you did amazing!" Kushida called 
out to me with a wave. 

I raised an eyebrow. "I did?" 

"That's right," Karuizawa agreed. "You took out like, three 
people!" 

I suppose if you put it like that, I was one of the individuals who 
racked up the most eliminations. Not a bad performance. 

"But..." Shinohara scowled. "Doesn't this mean Lamperouge-kun 
has won?" 

The girls of the class all turned to glare at Lelouch. Out of their 
own classmate, and this domineering intruder, it was obvious who 


they'd been rooting for. 

I noticed a vein pop on Lelouch's forehead, but he refrained from 
saying anything back. 

"It certainly seems likely," I agreed, directing my gaze toward the 
battlefield. 

Even if Akashi was an experienced martial artist, I couldn't see 
somebody of his size beating Sudo. It took a considerable amount of 
skill to overcome a bigger, stronger opponent, and even more so if 
that opponent also had experience being in fights before, as the 
delinquent Sudo did. 

"Will we seriously have to follow that guy's orders for the next 
month?" An exasperated Matsushita sighed. 

"Right?! Akashi-kun is so~ much cooler," replied a starry-eyed 
Sato. 

Another vein popped on Lelouch's forehead. 

"I'm gonna beat you, Akashi!" 

Drawing my attention away from the girls, Sudo's loud 
proclamation silenced the idle conversation that had been present 
just a moment before. 

"That's not possible, Ken. Have you ever beaten me before?" 

Akashi did not look concerned with the situation. Well, if he had 
deliberately chosen to let me get eliminated, then he must have 
been confident in his ability to handle any possible outcome. 

"This kinda thing ain't like Basketball," Sudo growled back. 

"Huh? Basketball?" Kushida questioned. 

"Apparently, they're teammates in the basketball club," I 
answered her. 

Kushida furrowed her brows, struggling to understand. 

"But their conversation implies that Akashi-kun is superior to 
Sudo-kun." 

"It seems that way, yes." 

"B-But! Sudo is so much bigger and stronger looking!" 

Just as Kushida said, Sudo's build seemed much better suited for 
a basketball player than Akashi's. It was difficult for any of us to 
imagine Akashi being able to defeat Sudo in a sport where height 
was a factor of utmost importance. 

No, even if you factored in that Akashi may have the edge over 
Sudo in speed, there was no denying that Sudo was also stronger 
physically than Akashi is. Although, Akashi likely played as a point 
guard, where muscling with your opponent was extremely rare. 

"Whether it is basketball or anything else, one thing is always 
true," Akashi said. "I am absolute." 

With that, Sudo wasted no time in rushing at Akashi. Just like 
before, the smaller redhead used his agile footwork to manoeuvre 


around the grab attempts by his opponent, refraining from offense 
himself. 

After a minute or so of this passed, Sudo stopped. 

"The hell are you doin', Akashi? Are you playin' around?!" 

Akashi let out a laugh. "No. If anything, I couldn't be facing you 
more cautiously." 

Sudo found this logic incomprehensible. Well, he didn't seem like 
the play safe and feel out your opponent type, anyway. 

Sudo attacked again, but this time, it looked like he would surely 
grab hold of Akashi. However, Akashi dodged backwards, just 
barely out of range. And then— 
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A sudden, nasty kick aimed with precision right at Sudo's solar 
plexus. If it landed, Sudo would definitely lose consciousness. 

Even if you took into account his explosive speed, it was a 
miracle that Sudo managed to dodge in time. 

"What was that...?" Karuizawa murmured in disbelief. 

If I had received that kick, even I don't think I would be able to 
recover. Akashi was certainly a formidable fighter, despite his 
unsuspecting appearance. 

If I had to estimate, I would say that Akashi's fighting ability is 
around the same level as that of the student council president, 
Horikita Manabu. If the two fought, I honestly wouldn't be able to 
predict who would come out on top. 

"Oi!" Sudo roared. "Kickin's against the rules! You said so 
yourself!" 

Despite that, Horikita hadn't blown her whistle to disqualify 
Akashi. The boy in question sent her a glance, as if to approve of 
her understanding. 

"It's only a violation of the rules if I actually hit you, isn't that 
right?" 

"What...?" 

"You could win if you let me strike you. However, it will cost you 
your consciousness, and perhaps some dignity," Akashi smirked. "Be 
warned: I won't hold back on the next one." 

I highly doubted that Sudo would allow Akashi to knock him out 
in order to win — his pride as a man wouldn't allow it. However, 
there was something that Akashi had seemingly overlooked. 

He raised his leg for another kick, aiming at the exact same spot 
again. 

"Then, I'll block it!" Sudo raised his arms to cover his chest, 
preparing to absorb the crunching blow. 

However, Akashi's narrowed eyes had widened suddenly as he 
stared down his opponent. Unexpectedly, it sent a shiver down my 


spine. 

Why was this? Actually, it wasn't the first time that this had 
happened since I'd enrolled at this school. Human _ beings 
experienced this phenomenon, a shiver running down the spine, 
when they felt threatened in some way. 

For me, I had felt this many times — all different kinds of threats. 
However, I eventually grew accustomed to them all, and no danger 
could cause this reaction in me. 

But during that chess game, where I had gone one-on-one against 
Shiro, that long-since unfamiliar sensation returned. Such 
monstrous raw mental ability that was impossible for even a White 
Room student to achieve caused my senses to scream that this was a 
completely alien kind of threat, even for me. 

And now, in this situation, I felt the same thing again. As Sudo 
raised his guard, Akashi's foot was already back on the floor - a 
feint. 

Typically, during a fight, if you used a feint, you would have to 
pause momentarily to observe how your opponent will react before 
you can properly take advantage of the opening created. 

If you were too hasty and impatient, you would end up wasting 
the opportunity. Even if you had fought an opponent a thousand 
times before in your life, it was impossible to know exactly what 
they will do during the one-thousand-and-first time. 

However, Akashi somehow turned this impossibility into a 
reality. By the time Sudo realised that Akashi wasn't actually going 
for the kick, it was too late; he had moved into the perfect position 
to exploit pretty much everything. 

From Sudo's partially restricted line of sight, that allowed Akashi 
to slip around him with more subtlety, to where Sudo's centre of 
gravity was in relation to his posture, Akashi used everything to flip 
Sudo onto his back in one clean movement. 

"What the—..." 

The audience was rendered speechless. The techniques Akashi 
used were nothing fancy — just a feinted kick and a rehearsed take- 
down — but the speed and precision with which he transitioned 
from one to the other and executed the move as a whole was clearly 
something extraordinary, even to someone who had zero training. 

"What just happened..." Kushida breathed. 

"That wasn't fighting skill, or experience, that allowed him to do 
that," I spoke. "It was something else entirely." 

Several feelings blossomed within the students of Class E - awe 
and admiration, respect, but most importantly, fear. 

The knowledge that Akashi could do this so easily to someone as 
tough as Sudo caused a powerful feeling of not wanting to stand 


before this man as an enemy. 

"Beat me?" Akashi looked down at the stunned Sudo. "Don't be 
ridiculous. Your head is too high." 

A/N: 6373 words, yet another surprisingly long chapter. I 
guess this mini-arc ended up lasting like 12k words, damn. 

I had an idea for a second fanfic I was considering writing on 
the side, but it's quite different from any COTE fic I've seen on 
wattpad, so I'm not sure if anyone would like it. Basically, an 
insert fic from the second-person perspective where the 
readers get to vote on the choices the inserted character will 
make. Would you guys be at all interested in reading/ 
interacting with a fanfic like that? 

Love you guys, thanks for all the support <3 


